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To Detective Inspector Bill Mitchell


Glasgow – Cinema City

Seventy years ago, Glasgow was home to over 130 ‘picture palaces’ which could accommodate an astounding 175,000 film fans every day. With more cinemas per person than any other city outside America, Glasgow earned the title ‘Cinema City’.
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The manager slipped the key in the lock and turned it, and the click sent a shiver of anticipation through Jude. As the door swung open, light from behind her formed shadows in the darkness. She thought she could make out a ticket booth and a distant staircase.

‘The switch is on your left just inside the partition door,’ the woman told her. ‘It only lights up the foyer, I’m afraid.’

‘It’s OK, I came prepared.’ Jude showed her the large torch she’d brought with her.

‘I can’t leave the shop to go in with you.’

‘I’ll be fine on my own,’ Jude assured her. ‘I really appreciate you letting me take a look.’

‘Rather you than me. I wouldn’t go in there alone if you paid me.’ The woman checked her watch. ‘We close the shop at five. How long were you planning to be?’

Jude’s heart sank. ‘I was hoping for a little longer. I wanted to take some photographs.’

The woman thought for a minute. ‘There’s a fire exit off the balcony which takes you down to a back lane. I suppose you could leave that way. But you’d need to make sure you closed the door behind you.’

‘That would be great. And I’ll be sure to shut the door. I promise.’

The woman hesitated as though already regretting the offer, but then gave a quick nod and headed back to the charity shop.

Jude waited until the clip of her heels had faded before locating the light switch and flicking it on. The shadows immediately dispersed, revealing a beautiful circular entrance foyer.

‘Wow!’ Jude breathed, gazing round in delight.

She knew from her research that the foyer’s design was distinctive, but the reality was so much better. A terrazzo-patterned floor radiated from a central island paybox, still intact. Above this, the ceiling rose to form an intricately worked plaster dome, encircled by a painted mural of a Highland scene. In the centre was a ten-point Art Deco light fitment.

Jude extracted her precious camera and flash gun from the backpack. She would take a set of digital stills, followed by a 360-degree video recording. She began where she was, looking towards the ticket booth, with the wide carpeted staircase beyond.

This was what people would have seen when they entered the cinema in its heyday. Even in its present state, nothing could detract from the feeling of opulence; not the peeling paint, nor the scent of dust and misuse. Most of the other derelict cinemas she’d visited had been damp and mouldy, but in here the air was warm and dry.

Once she had a set of stills Jude switched to video and began recording with a voiceover. She set the place, date and time and gave a potted history of the Rosevale. Then she began a slow circular sweep of the foyer, recording her impressions as she went.

When she was satisfied she had enough material, she checked her watch. She hated being late, but she definitely couldn’t leave before seeing the balcony and the projection room. She pulled out her mobile and sent a text, then headed for the main staircase, still recording and narrating.

Halfway up, the route turned abruptly to the left and faded into darkness. Jude did an about-turn; she must have missed the balcony entrance. Running the beam over the walls, she picked out a narrow door on her right. The projection box was normally at the top of a cinema, but not always. In the nearby Tivoli, now demolished, the box had been at ground level.

The door swung back to reveal a corridor leading up to another door, this one marked ‘No Smoking’.

Jude eased it open and shone her torch inside, illuminating a sign which read:


THE SOUND PROJECTOR APPARATUS USED IN THIS THEATRE IS LEASED FROM

Western Electric Company Ltd,

Bush House, London



This was it. The projection room.

Seized by excitement, Jude looked round for an alternative light source. The manager had suggested there wasn’t one beyond the foyer, but Jude knew from experience that some projection suites had their own power. Her beam finally found what she was looking for – a mains supply box.

She stepped down from the small metal platform and picked her way across the rubbish-strewn floor.


Fortune favours the brave, she thought, and threw the switch.

Two things happened simultaneously; the room was flooded with light, and the door shut with a bang.

Jude stood for a moment, her heart pounding.

‘OK,’ she said out loud to calm herself, ‘I’d prefer the door open . . .’

As she retraced her steps something caught her eye; a pile of discarded bricks by the battery-room entrance. One of those could be used to prop the door open. As she bent to pick one up, she felt a cold draught brush her skin, prickling it, as though charged with electricity.

There were countless stories of supernatural presences in old cinemas, but Jude didn’t believe in ghosts and had never felt strange in any of the abandoned cinemas she’d visited. Until now.

Her senses on high alert, she straightened up and stood listening. For what, she had no idea. Then she did hear something. The scratching went on for a few moments, then stopped before she could pinpoint where the sound had come from.

Mice, she thought, or rats. Neither of which she was afraid of.

As Jude resumed her path, brick in hand, she caught another sound, this time a heavier scuffling. Had the manager let someone in to view the cinema after her?

Reaching the door, she wedged it open with the brick and checked the corridor. It was empty.

Jude suddenly recalled the tale of a homeless man found burned to death in the old Bridgeton cinema. Could someone have found their way in via the fire escape and be squatting somewhere in the projection suite?

‘Hello, is anyone there?’

Her voice echoed round the confined space. When it died down and silence returned, she had the weird but definite sensation that there was someone – or something – in there with her.

There were two openings off the box room. One led to the battery room, the other probably to the rewinding room. Jude went to check the battery room first. Save for three ranks of old batteries, the place was empty of anything but dust. As she had suspected, the smaller room next to it held the flat surface and mechanism for rewinding the reels. It, too, was empty.


OK, you’re imagining things, she told herself.

It was time to get down to work, and she might as well start in here. As she set up her shot, a faint but nauseating scent made her wrinkle her nose. She ran her eye over the floor expecting to find the disintegrating mess of a rat, but there was nothing. She did notice now, though, that the far wall had been partially demolished, leaving a dark hole large enough for a person to climb through. Perhaps the smell was coming from there.

Jude approached and shone her torch in. The beam picked up a row of coat hooks, a narrow table, two wooden chairs and what looked like an ancient freezer.

‘The usherettes’ room,’ she whispered, delighted.

Ignoring the smell, she eased her way through. The room was small, the table and chairs taking up all of one wall. Jude pictured the women getting changed into their uniforms in this cramped space, laughing and joking, drinking tea and smoking.

In the confined space the smell had definitely grown more pungent. Jude glanced round. The smell had to come from something bigger than a rat. A dead cat maybe?

A sudden roaring sound filled the room, making her almost jump out of her skin. Then the roar settled to a steady hum, and she felt a wave of warm air brush her body. It had to be the heating system for the charity shop starting up. Jude relaxed, feeling foolish.

She began to photograph the room, aware that the smell had worsened further with the sudden increase in temperature. In the wall opposite the coat hooks was a bricked-up doorway. Most areas the public didn’t see in cinemas consisted of bare brick, but this brickwork looked quite recent. Jude realised the smell seemed to be coming from a gap in the mortar halfway up.

Curiosity getting the better of her, she pressed an eye to the hole.

There was nothing but inky darkness.

She told herself firmly to get on with the job as she was already running late, but even as she thought this she was looking round for something to help her enlarge the hole between the bricks. She spotted a strip of metal with a jagged end, and began to scrape at the mortar.

A few minutes later she was able to prise the edge of the brick loose. The resulting rush of foetid air made her gag, but she focused her torch beam on the enlarged hole and peered inside.

Her eyes widened in horror.
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Not many people got the chance to look into their own grave. Or indeed to see their own coffin after their funeral, but DS Michael McNab (deceased) was impressed with his. A very smart coffin it was, despite the damage to the lid where it had been forced open. Rich mahogany, the metal handles carved with the design of the Sacred Heart. Definitely not the bargain end of the market.

He wondered if someone had found the life-insurance policy he’d stuffed in his kitchen drawer, or had the Scottish Police Federation coughed up the cost of burying one of their own, killed in the line of duty? McNab tried briefly to remember what he’d estimated his life to be worth, but couldn’t, although he was pretty sure he hadn’t insured it for much. After all, he had no dependants. There would have been enough for a simple ceremony and a couple of rounds of drinks at the wake, if there was one. Probably not enough for a casket as fancy as this.

He examined the headstone. Carved in grey granite, with the inscription and the dates of his arrival and departure in gold.


Michael Joseph McNab

He died that others might live



It was enough to choke him up, if it was true.

No doubt the sentiment had been Chrissy’s. Eight months pregnant, she had been with him at the Poker Club the night he had been gunned down on the orders of a Russian oligarch. McNab swallowed hard, tasting again the horror that had assailed him when he’d thought Chrissy might be in the line of fire.

He looked up from the gravestone and weighted coffin into the dawn sky, where layers of blood-red cloud heralded the day. It was time to leave. The cemetery was popular with the public, as evidenced by the well-tended graves and fresh flowers. It would only be a matter of time before the excavation was noted and reported.

The Serious Crime Squad wouldn’t be able to bury this news as easily as they’d pretended to bury him. More to the point, his would-be assassins now knew he was available to appear as a witness in the upcoming trial of Nikolai Kalinin, head of a crime cartel that stretched from the Baltic via London to Glasgow.

McNab took a last look at his final resting place then turned on his heel and walked swiftly away, suddenly acutely aware that the men who’d desecrated his grave could be pointing a gun at his head right now. Sure he’d heard the explosion of gunfire, he ducked behind the nearest gravestone, fear clogging his lungs. Crouched and gasping, he furiously willed himself to breathe.

Eventually air rasped in through his clenched teeth. McNab cursed himself for succumbing to another of the all-too-frequent flashbacks. He couldn’t afford to lose it, or he would end up in that coffin for real.

Brushing the dirt from his trousers, he rose and set off towards the gates.
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Dr Rhona MacLeod exited Glasgow High Court and stood for a moment, listening to Chrissy’s animated phone message.

‘Someone dug up McNab’s grave and the coffin was empty. Word is he’s alive and SOCA are hiding him!’

Her assistant’s joy at the news was only to be expected. Rhona had known for weeks, but hadn’t been able to tell anyone apart from a select few, Chrissy not among them. She would take that pretty badly when she found out. Rhona read the text that had also arrived while she’d been in court: Dead but not forgotten. Coffee?


Speak of the devil. She didn’t recognise the number, but it had to be him.

Rhona looked about her, but there was only a young hooded guy, leaning on a pillar and drawing on a cigarette as though it was his last. When he saw her checking him out, he was immediately on the case.

‘Any chance of a pound for a cup of tea, missus? Ah swear on ma mother’s ashes it’s no for drugs.’

She shook her head. ‘I’ve no cash.’

‘Nae bother.’ He shrugged and went back to his cigarette.

Rhona slipped her mobile into her bag. If the text was from McNab, he would be at the nearby Central Café waiting for her.

His cigarette finished, the guy by the pillar fiddled with the drawstring on his hood and shoved his hands in his pockets, but didn’t move on. Rhona had the feeling that he was waiting for her to leave first. She glanced at his feet, recognising an expensive brand of trainers. Perhaps he was waiting for a court appearance? Something about him told her to keep an eye on him.

As she was considering this, the man dipped his head decisively and set off in the direction of Glasgow Cross. Rhona gave him a few moments, then headed in the same direction.

The Saltmarket was busy with midday traffic and pedestrians. The normality of the scene didn’t ease her concerns. If she was aware that the Central Café was a hang-out of McNab’s, wouldn’t others know it too? And what if she was the one being watched and she led them to him? Her stomach flipped at the thought. Then she told herself she was overreacting. If McNab imagined for a moment this place was being watched, he wouldn’t be here.

When she opened the café door, a strong smell of fried food and vinegar met her head on. The queue at the shop counter was three deep. She could hear Rocco’s Italian-accented Glasgow patter as he served up.

Rhona turned into the seating area. McNab wasn’t at the usual window table. Very wise. She scanned the room and spotted a familiar figure in the far corner.

He gave her a wide smile as she slipped in opposite, while she examined the face that was both familiar and strikingly different. The auburn hair was cropped close to his skull, and he’d acquired glasses. But the wry look he threw her was all McNab.

‘How are you?’ she said.

‘Not bad for a dead man. I was having a bit of bother keeping up with the new hair colour – the beard kept growing out ginger.’ He studied her face. ‘You know about the grave?’

‘I picked up a message from Chrissy when I came out of court. How did you find out?’

‘An early morning visit to the cemetery.’

Rhona wondered why he would visit his own grave; perhaps he’d suspected it might have been tampered with.

‘Now they know for definite you’re alive,’ she said.

‘They’ve known since they got to the soldier. No one Solonik tortures stays silent.’ McNab looked pained, clearly remembering that only too well.

‘If that’s true, why bother digging up the coffin?’

He shrugged. ‘To show me they know?’

A shudder of fear went through Rhona.

‘Don’t,’ he said.

‘Don’t what?’

‘Look so worried.’

‘There’s plenty to worry about.’

‘Hey, I’m upright and I’m warm, that’s more than you believed possible a few weeks ago.’

All the time she’d believed him dead and wished for the miracle of this moment. Now Rhona could only think of losing him again.

‘I’m sorry.’

‘You’ve got nothing to be sorry for, Dr MacLeod,’ he said softly.

She drew her eyes from his. ‘Why did you want to see me?’

‘I need a reason?’

‘You told me you wouldn’t be in touch before the case came to court.’

‘I changed my mind when I saw the grave.’ He paused. ‘I want you to contact Petersson.’ Einar Petersson was the investigative journalist who had discovered McNab’s resurrection and eventually persuaded Rhona of it. McNab pushed an envelope across the table. ‘Give him this.’

‘What is it?’

‘Something that will help the case against Kalinin.’

‘But why not give it to Bill?’

‘The boss would have to go through the proper police channels. Chances are Kalinin’s mole would pick up on it.’

Rhona slipped the envelope into her pocket just as her mobile rang. She didn’t answer.

‘I’d rather you let the Serious Crime Squad hide you,’ she said.

‘I tried that once, remember? This way I have no one to blame but myself if it all goes wrong.’

Rhona didn’t want to think about that possibility. She avoided McNab’s gaze and looked back over her shoulder at the counter. The lunchtime queue had dispersed and there was only one customer remaining – a young man in a hooded top and fancy trainers. She put her hand on McNab’s arm and leaned in so he could hear her lowered voice. ‘That guy at the counter. He was hanging around outside the court. I think he might have followed me here.’

McNab craned round her for a look. She saw him tense up when the man shoved his hand in his pocket, but then a small plastic bag was produced and emptied onto the counter. A pile of pound coins clattered out.

‘Can you change these for notes, mate?’

Rocco muttered an expletive that held a note of admiration. ‘A good morning’s work, eh?’

Relief flooded Rhona and she laughed. ‘He tried to beg a pound off me. Swore on his mother’s ashes it wasn’t for drugs.’

The guy was accepting his earnings in notes, about thirty quid’s worth. He turned, sensing their interest, and met Rhona’s accusing glance. A cheeky grin split his face when he realised who she was.

‘You said you’d nae cash, so you were lying too,’ he called over.

He reached for the sausage supper Rocco had wrapped in the interim and headed for the door.

In the silence that followed, Rhona’s mobile rang again. She frowned and pushed the button to send the call to voicemail.

‘You need to get back to work, Dr MacLeod,’ said McNab.

She nodded and got to her feet.

He gave her an encouraging smile. ‘I’ll see you in court.’

Rhona wanted to embrace him and urge him to stay alive. Instead she left without looking back, her heart thumping, her mind in turmoil. When the mobile rang yet again on the way to the car, she answered.

‘Didn’t you get my message?’ Chrissy’s voice was shrill with excitement. ‘McNab’s not dead. The coffin they dug up was empty!’

The split second it took Rhona to respond was enough to alert Chrissy. ‘You knew?’ she said accusingly.

‘We’ll talk when I get to the lab.’

The strangled sound on the other end suggested Rhona’s explanation would fall short of anything likely to placate Chrissy.

‘I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.’

Chrissy had already hung up.

Rhona took the route that ran parallel to the river. A low mist hung over the Clyde, obscuring the walkway that bordered it. She drove past the shadowed pillars where she and McNab had met with a young woman called Anya Grigorovitch; Anya’s lover Alexsai had been murdered on Nikolai Kalinin’s orders. Rhona recalled McNab’s bristling anger that night, and his determination to bring the Russian gangster and his associates to justice.

And he had thought he’d succeeded. In fact, he and Chrissy had been invited to Paddy Brogan’s Poker Club that night to celebrate. On the house, Paddy had said, as a thank you to McNab for getting the Russian contingent off his patch. Then DI Slater had released Kalinin and he’d headed straight to the Poker Club.

Rhona could still picture her frantic attempts to stem the unremitting flow of blood from McNab’s body, and hear his last words as the life faded from his eyes. He had told her he loved her.

He’s alive, she told herself. And he’s going to stay that way.

Rhona could feel the icy atmosphere as soon as she entered the lab. She didn’t blame Chrissy, who had been distraught at McNab’s death – he had saved both her and her unborn child, and as far as she’d known he had given his own life to do so. That’s why she’d named her baby boy Michael, and had insisted on giving Michael Joseph McNab a proper Roman Catholic funeral, just in case his soul needed saving.

Chrissy looked up from her work. ‘How long?’ she demanded.

‘Not long.’

‘This is what all these meetings with Petersson were about?’

‘Yes.’

Rhona could see the distress on Chrissy’s face.

‘How could you not tell me?’

‘I didn’t believe Petersson at first. I didn’t want to get your hopes up.’

‘And?’

‘Eventually the things he was saying turned out to be true.’

‘Such as?’

‘McNab was revived in the ambulance; but then, according to hospital records, he died on the operating table.’

‘But he didn’t die, did he?’ said Chrissy.

Rhona shook her head. ‘He was moved south, hidden in a safe house at the same time as Fergus Morrison.’ She hesitated. ‘Kalinin discovered where they were hiding Morrison. He had him tortured to find out if McNab was alive.’

‘But I was the one who persuaded Fergus to hand himself in and testify against Kalinin,’ Chrissy said, dismayed. ‘I told him he would be safe.’

‘It wasn’t your fault. Someone on the inside is feeding Kalinin information. That’s why McNab left the safe house.’

‘Have you seen him?’

‘A few weeks ago,’ Rhona lied.

‘And you never told me?’

‘I couldn’t afford to take the chance.’

‘Who else knows?’

‘DI Wilson and Superintendent Sutherland.’

A look of hurt betrayal crossed Chrissy’s face. ‘You should have told me.’

‘You would have wanted to tell Sam.’ Rhona couldn’t imagine Chrissy keeping a secret from her partner, especially one that involved the saviour of their son.

‘Sam can keep a secret,’ Chrissy said stoutly.

‘It’s not that easy,’ said Rhona, with conviction.

‘You managed well enough,’ Chrissy fired back.

The truth was she’d been desperate to tell Chrissy, but the first meeting she’d had with McNab had convinced Rhona of the danger in telling anyone. To have found out about the safe house, Kalinin had to have an informant in the force, maybe even in the Serious Crime Squad. That meant anyone who knew that McNab was alive was in danger.

‘Well, anyway, the whole world knows now,’ Chrissy said. ‘It’s in the early edition of the evening paper.’

The banner headline said it all.

STAR WITNESS BACK FROM THE DEAD.

Below was a photograph of McNab, the way he looked before the makeover. ‘It’s from Bill’s fiftieth birthday party at the jazz club. Look, you can see the stage in the background.’

‘How the hell did a newspaper get hold of that picture?’ Rhona’s immediate thought was that someone at the club had been responsible. Maybe even her ex, Sean Maguire, who partly owned the place.

‘Now everyone knows what he looks like,’ Chrissy pointed out.

‘McNab doesn’t really look like that any more. I hardly recognised him myself.’ Chrissy was regarding her anxiously. ‘His voice is the same, though. And his jokes.’

‘Thank God for that!’

They lapsed into silent thought.

‘What happens now?’ Chrissy asked eventually.

‘He stays in hiding until his court appearance.’

‘With SOCA?’

Rhona shook her head. ‘He’s doing it on his own.’

Chrissy muttered an expletive. ‘Who does he think he is, James Bond?’

‘He doesn’t trust anyone. Not after Morrison’s death.’

‘He trusts you,’ Chrissy retorted. Her voice held a hint of accusation.

Rhona was reminded of the envelope – she needed to call Petersson. But not in front of Chrissy. She had already lied and said she hadn’t seen McNab for weeks. She would have to keep up the pretence.

‘I’d better get down to some work. Anything new come in?’

‘An urgent request from DI Wilson to forensically examine an exhumation. Guess whose?’

Rhona tried Einar Petersson’s number before starting up the car. It rang a couple of times then switched to voicemail, so she left a brief message asking him to call her back.

The drive to the cemetery gave her time to contemplate this latest development in the Kalinin saga. Having met the man and experienced both his charm and his cruelty, she didn’t doubt he’d do everything in his power to find and kill McNab, just as he had Fergus Morrison. McNab thought he could hide out successfully on his home turf, but if Kalinin suspected he was here he would use all his resources to locate him.

She swung through the cemetery gates and drew up in the car park alongside an incident van and a couple of police vehicles. Retrieving her forensic case and suit from the boot, she locked up then set off towards the distant knot of people.

Despite the bunches of spring flowers adorning the graves, winter hadn’t loosened its grip on Glasgow yet. The path was frosted underfoot and the surrounding grass was still patched with snow.

Rhona hadn’t been back to the cemetery since the funeral. She remembered thinking, standing there in the full grip of winter, that McNab should have been cremated. Then they would have said goodbye to him inside, in the warmth, instead of gathering to freeze on this hillside.

Standing at his actual grave had been the most painful part of all. But Chrissy had insisted on the full works. A Roman Catholic service, a proper burial. At the time Rhona hadn’t had the strength or the will to suggest an alternative. And the ceremony had helped in a way. The lowering of the coffin, Bill and five other colleagues holding the ropes. The words intoned as Bill scattered the first soil on the casket. Every action an acknowledgement of the man McNab had been.

The man he is, she reminded herself.

The tent was up, protecting the scene from the elements and any curious onlookers. The delights of a Glasgow cemetery on a raw day had brought a surprising number of visitors. Exhumations were rare, let alone ones that revealed there had been no body in the first place.

Bill had spotted her arriving and was on his way to intercept her. They hadn’t spoken about McNab since that night in the pub when the team were celebrating catching the killer in their most recent case, the ‘daisy chain’ murders. The DI had told her then, against Superintendent Sutherland’s strict orders, that McNab was alive. Rhona had already known, but hearing Bill say it had made it all the more real. Now it looked as though all their secrecy had been in vain.

‘I tried to get in touch as soon as I found out about this,’ he said, eyeing her worriedly.

Rhona hoped her expression didn’t show just how concerned she was herself. ‘I was in court all morning.’ She began kitting up.

‘Chrissy didn’t come with you?’

‘She found out I knew McNab was alive and didn’t tell her.’

‘And she’s not well pleased?’

‘The understatement of the year.’

‘So I’m in for the cold shoulder too?’

‘You have an excuse, you’re a policeman.’

‘Has McNab contacted you?’

Rhona hesitated. She ought to tell Chrissy and Bill the same story. ‘Yes. I met up with him after you and I spoke in the pub.’

She didn’t mention her initial shock at McNab’s changed appearance, or the hours they’d spent together in a hotel room.

‘SOCA are furious with him.’

‘They failed to protect Fergus Morrison. What did they expect?’ she snapped.

‘If he gets in touch again, will you tell him I want to speak to him?’

‘I tried that already. He said he would see us both in court.’

Bill shook his head. ‘Let’s hope he’s right.’

Fully suited now, Rhona pulled up the hood and tucked in her hair.

‘OK, let’s take a look.’

Bill pulled aside the tent flap to let her enter.

She stood for a moment, breathing in the place. In normal circumstances she would be called out to examine a body, with all the accompanying scents of death and decomposition. In here she could smell only damp wood and freshly dug earth.

The coffin lay at the foot of the grave, the lid alongside and the interior exposed. Petersson had been right: the casket had been loaded with weights. It seemed strange to consider how often she’d pictured McNab’s pale face and still body in this box, six feet underground.

The routine for examining an exhumation was straightforward. She would DNA-swab and fibre-tape the coffin in situ. Then it would be wrapped in clear plastic or tarpaulin to completely enclose it, belted top and bottom and lifted out with a Simon hoist or by six support officers. Because of the soil on the coffin surface, there was less likelihood of fingerprints, but she would use cyanoacrylate just in case.

As for the surrounding soil, there was tool mark analysis to consider, as well as footprints, tyre prints and soil sifting. The likelihood was that Kalinin had contracted out the work to members of a local gang, maybe someone already known to the police. And the average Glasgow criminal did love his expensive trainers. Rhona ran her gaze slowly round the open gravesite, spotting at least three sets of prints. They could belong to whoever discovered the open grave and reported it, or hopefully, to those who had dug it. Soon enough she would find out.
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‘Jude! Are you in there?’ Liam pounded the door, knowing instinctively that she wasn’t inside.

He pulled out his mobile and tried her number again, but it switched to voicemail almost immediately.

‘Where the hell are you?’

Jude’s OCD could be a pain at times, but at least it meant she was a stickler for punctuality and answering phone messages.

The next door along the corridor opened and a head popped out.

‘You looking for Jude?’ It was a girl wearing what looked like 3-D glasses.

‘Have you seen her?’

‘Not since yesterday. She was in photography class, but rushed off straight after.’

‘Do you know where she was going?’

‘Nope. But I don’t know if she came back last night. I didn’t see her in the kitchen or the common room.’

‘Have you asked around?’

She put her head on one side, puzzled. ‘No. Why would I?’

‘When she comes back can you ask her to give Liam a call? Tell her it’s urgent.’

She shrugged her shoulders, said ‘Sure,’ and disappeared inside.

Exasperated, Liam made for the lift. The elderly man on duty in the small office raised an eyebrow when he appeared. When he had let Liam in earlier he’d introduced himself as Charlie.

‘Any luck?’

‘No.’

‘I know Jude. She’ll turn up. She’s one of the sensible ones.’

‘What happens if she doesn’t?’ said Liam.

‘The policy of the student residence is to call home after a couple of days. We explain to the parents that their son or daughter hasn’t been seen for a while, then we leave it up to them.’

Liam didn’t tell him that Jude had been brought up in care and had no family to call.

‘OK, thanks for your help.’

‘No problem, son.’

Back outside, Liam looked up at Jude’s dark window. Could she have mentioned going somewhere specific last night, before they were due to meet in the pub? He had wracked his brains but couldn’t remember anything. Since she’d begun recording Glasgow cinemas, she was always prattling on about derelict foyers and old projection rooms. The truth was he didn’t listen most of the time.

He glanced at his watch. He would miss the last class of the day if he didn’t hurry. As he headed for the main campus, he made up his mind to give it one more night. If Jude hadn’t contacted him or shown up at the halls of residence by tomorrow, he would go to the police and report her missing.

Fifteen minutes into the tutorial, he received a text that changed his mind. It looked as though Jude had tried to send it the previous evening from somewhere with no signal: Wll B l8 Found gr8 cinema


So she’d been visiting another cinema, but which one? And why hadn’t she turned up after that? He’d sat in the pub until closing time. Even hung around outside for ten minutes afterwards.

Liam decided to risk the wrath of the lecturer and slip out early. The group was small enough to make it awkward, but he did it anyway. The caustic commentary that followed his departure was clearly audible as he closed the door behind him and headed down the corridor.

‘So the young woman hasn’t been seen since yesterday?’

‘She was meant to meet me last night. She didn’t turn up.’

Liam knew what the policeman was thinking. Someone isn’t necessarily missing simply because they stood you up.

‘You don’t understand. Jude is very organised. She always turns up when she says she will, and she didn’t sleep at the halls of residence last night.’ Even as he said the words, Liam imagined the officer’s interpretation of events. Jude had decided she didn’t want to see Liam any more. Maybe she’d met someone she liked better. Someone she’d chosen to spend the night with.

He ploughed on regardless. ‘And then I got this text. It didn’t arrive until today, but it reads like it was sent last night. Jude photographs derelict cinemas. She said she’d found a great one and that she would be late.’

He showed the policeman the text.

‘And you’ve tried calling her?’

‘Loads of times. It just goes to voicemail.’

‘What about her family? Could she have gone home?’

‘Jude hasn’t got a family. She was brought up in care.’

‘So there’s no one you could contact?’

Liam’s exasperation and worry were growing. ‘Something’s happened to her. I know it has.’

The officer studied him intently. ‘And what makes you say that?’

‘Why else would she disappear?’

‘We haven’t established that she has disappeared.’ The man’s tone was firm. ‘And we certainly haven’t established that the young lady has been harmed. Now, this cinema she mentions. Have you checked there?’

‘I don’t know which one it is.’

‘Is there any way to find out?’

Liam shook his head in despair.

The policeman sighed. ‘When she visits these cinemas, does she go on her own?’

‘Yes.’

‘There’s no one else involved with her on this project?’

‘Jude prefers working alone.’

‘And you two are an item?’

He shook his head. ‘We’re friends, that’s all.’

‘Did she have a boyfriend?’

‘No.’

‘You’re certain of that?’

Jude had never mentioned one. In his heart Liam hoped something might happen one day, although Jude had never given him cause to believe it would. She’d just treated him like a mate, with no sexual undercurrent at all. He’d been satisfied with that, as long as she allowed him to spend some time in her company.

After a short silence the policeman said, ‘My advice is to give it another twenty-four hours. Chances are she’ll have turned up.’

‘What if she hasn’t?’

‘They usually do.’

He was being dismissed. Liam stood for a moment, wondering whether he should argue, but the expression on the policeman’s face suggested he would be wasting his time.

He left the building and slowly retraced his steps to the halls, trying to work out what to do next. He imagined what Jude would say if he did make a fuss and there turned out to be a perfectly logical explanation for her standing him up. It made him uncomfortable thinking about it, but it didn’t stop the niggling worry that he should be doing something.

If he only knew which cinema she’d been visiting, he could find out who had let her in and ask if the same person had seen her leave. He could search the building, make sure she wasn’t lying hurt inside.

But if she was, surely she would phone for help?

Liam started going through all the reasons why that might not be possible. Her phone had run of credit. Her battery had run down. She was somewhere with a poor signal. Well, that much was true – her message to him had come through very late. He immediately imagined her in the basement of some derelict cinema, hurt and alone. Hoping and praying that he would come looking for her.

Liam upped his pace, reaching the halls of residence minutes later. The police officer who’d dealt with him in Strathclyde’s Headquarters had given him one idea at least. If he could get access to Jude’s computer, maybe he would be able to discover which of the cinemas she’d planned to visit last night. It was worth a try.

‘Back again?’ the warden said when he walked in the door.

‘I’ve been to the police station – I tried to report Jude missing.’

‘It’s too early for that, son,’ Charlie said sympathetically.

Liam took a deep breath. ‘Look, Jude went alone to photograph a derelict cinema last night. I’m worried something might have happened to her there, so I need to find out which one. If I could check her laptop?’

‘You want me to let you into her room?’

‘You could come with me.’

‘The man took a minute to decide. ‘OK, let’s take a look.’

As the warden was opening Jude’s door 3-D Specs reappeared.

‘Has something happened to Jude?’

‘Not as far as we know,’ the warden reassured her. He beckoned Liam to follow him and quickly shut the door, locking it behind them. ‘We don’t want the whole corridor in here with us.’

Liam glanced round the meticulously neat room. He’d only been here once before, and then only briefly. At the time he’d got the impression that Jude wasn’t keen on people entering her private space, so he’d waited at the door.

Charlie seemed pretty impressed. ‘I’ve never seen such a tidy room.’

‘Jude was a bit obsessive. That’s why I’m hoping she’ll have a record of which cinemas she planned to visit and when.’ Liam headed for the desk, where a laptop sat open. He powered on and was swiftly confronted with a log-in screen demanding a password.


Shit. He should have known Jude would be a stickler for security. He could be here all day trying out combinations and still get nowhere.

He checked out the desk drawers. The deepest one held a black metal box, which he slid out and placed on the desk. Opened, it revealed an old 16mm film reel. The other two drawers held neat bundles of pens and pencils, a sketchpad and a rule. Nothing specifically related to the cinema project.

‘What about these?’

The warden indicated some photographs mounted on a wall board. ‘That’s the old Olympia in Bridgeton. I used to go there as a kid. Ninepence seats right down the front. You had to queue for hours to get in.’

There were seven labelled photographs in total, all depicting cinema façades – the Old Odeon Renfield Street, the Olympia Bridgeton, the Govan Lyceum, the Grand Central, the Parade in Dennistoun, the Riddrie and the Rosevale on Dumbarton Road.

‘Maybe Jude was visiting one of these?’ suggested Liam.

‘Maybe, but Glasgow has scores of old cinemas, son. You’ll have your work cut out if you plan to check them all.’

Without access to Jude’s project diary, there was no way to pinpoint which one she’d planned to visit last night.

‘This is a job for the police, son.’

‘But they won’t look.’

‘They will, just not yet.’

‘What if she’s in trouble now?’

‘She’d call you, wouldn’t she?’

Liam wasn’t so sure she’d be able to, but didn’t say so.

As if in response, the warden’s mobile rang.

‘Charlie here. OK, I’ll be right down.’ He turned back to Liam. ‘Leave your number on the way out and I’ll let you know as soon as Jude turns up. I have to get back to the desk. Can you pull the door shut behind you?’

Liam waited for him to leave then set about jotting down the names of the cinemas. None of them rang a bell.

When he’d finished, he took a last look round, his gaze resting on the laptop. If only he could take a proper look at that. If he gave it to his flatmate, Ben the hacker, he would gain access in no time. But he couldn’t just remove it from the room, could he? As he dragged his eyes away, he spotted something he’d missed before – a memory stick, still plugged in.

Surely compulsive Jude would back up her data regularly? Liam hesitated before crossing to the desk, extracting the stick and slipping it in his pocket.

Thankfully Charlie was in full flow on the phone when Liam reached the lobby. He quickly scribbled down his mobile number and left it on the counter, before heading for the front door.
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‘So what have we got?’

‘Some DNA swabs and fibre tapes, and maybe even a couple of partial fingerprints. Soil for sieving and a selection of footprint and tyre casts to run past the database. Unfortunately, I couldn’t get the coffin in the back of the car.’ Rhona’s feeble attempt at a joke was rewarded with a withering look. Getting back into Chrissy’s good books wasn’t going to be easy.

‘Einar Petersson’s been trying to get hold of you.’

‘He called here?’ said Rhona, surprised.

‘Why shouldn’t he? There aren’t any more secrets, are there?’

‘I’ll get back to him once I’ve logged what I have here.’

‘I can do that.’

Rhona tried to sound innocent. ‘OK. I fancy a coffee. What about you?’

A trip to the coffee machine would allow her to call Petersson out of earshot of Chrissy. But judging by the look on Chrissy’s face now, her plan was pretty transparent.

Rhona made for a quiet spot in the corridor before pulling up Petersson’s number. He picked up on the third ring.

‘Rhona!’ He sounded pleased.

‘Why did you call the lab?’

‘You didn’t answer your mobile.’

‘I was processing a grave.’

‘McNab’s?’

‘Yes.’

‘So the world knows our detective sergeant is alive,’ he said.

‘Seems that way.’

There was an expectant silence. Rhona knew it was her turn to speak; after all, she had been the one to contact him.

‘I have something for you, from the recently deceased.’

‘Really?’ he said, clearly intrigued. ‘May I ask what?’

‘An envelope.’

‘So you’ve met up with him?’

Rhona ignored the loaded question. ‘When can you pick it up?’

‘Tonight? I could also bring some food and wine.’

She hesitated. Would it be better to pass the envelope on in private or in public?

Petersson was reading her mind. ‘Alternatively we could have dinner out and you can pass it across the table surreptitiously, wrapped in a napkin?’

‘This isn’t funny,’ she said sharply.

‘No, you’re right. It isn’t.’

Rhona was silent for a moment. ‘Come round about eight.’

‘OK. What do you fancy eating?’

‘Surprise me.’

When she returned with two coffees, Chrissy was already at work sifting soil. She waved the coffee away impatiently, but Rhona accepted the rejection with good grace. She had betrayed Chrissy, or at least that’s how it must seem to her.

Rhona settled down to cast an eye over the photographic evidence she’d collected. There had been six distinct footwear impressions in the soft soil near the grave. She’d routinely sealed them with hairspray to prevent the casting material from damaging the finer details, before mixing dental stone and water to a thin pouring consistency. She’d been able to lift each of the casts after half an hour, but it would take a day of air drying before she could brush them clean and examine them properly.

She had also located a set of tyre marks a few yards from the open grave. The road through the cemetery was tarred, but the vehicle had drawn up partly on the muddy grass that bordered it. She’d used the same method of casting to record the three-dimensional negative print left in the soil. Tyre-tread designs were hugely variable and complex. They could be used to identify the tyre manufacturer and through this possibly the make and model of the vehicle. If they could link the vehicle in some way to Nikolai Kalinin, that would help the case against him.

It was a slender hope, thought Rhona; the Russian was far too well organised to leave such an obvious trail.
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Liam plugged the memory stick into his laptop. The list of folders and files that appeared on the screen showed what an organised person Jude was. It was in direct contrast to the haphazard manner in which he stored his own files.

He chose the folder entitled ‘Cinema Project’. It opened on a further set of files labelled ‘City Centre’, ‘North’, ‘South’, ‘East’ and ‘West’. He opened the ‘City Centre’ folder first and saw sixteen further folders inside, each with the name of a cinema.

‘West’ offered a further eight folders; ‘South’, eight; ‘East’, nine; and finally ‘North’ had three. That made forty-four cinemas in total, and Jude could have been visiting any of them.

Liam gazed at the screen in dismay. Charlie was right, it would take forever to check them all. Even the police would be pushed to do that in a short space of time. The only chance he had of finding out where Jude was last night was a schedule of some sort. Surely Jude, of all people, would keep a diary, and keep it up to date? He knew she used every facility on her mobile whereas he had scarcely investigated half of them. Would she keep the project diary on her phone? The thought alarmed him.

To calm himself and feel as though he was making progress he opened the first of the ‘City Centre’ folders, Britannia Panopticon. From the files inside he quickly realised that the Panopticon wasn’t actually derelict, but was operating as an arts centre. He suddenly recalled Jude suggesting they go there to watch some Laurel and Hardy films. Free entry but no heating, she’d said. For some reason they hadn’t gone, and he couldn’t remember why. Liam tried another folder. The La Scala had been turned into a Waterstone’s. Jude’s text the previous evening had definitely not been sent from a bookshop.

He clicked his way through more of the folders. If a cinema had been converted and was in use in some other capacity he made the assumption Jude had already been there, since it was easy enough to get access. He suddenly realised that he should be checking for folders which had no photographic records inside – the ones yet to be visited.

It took him a while but eventually he had four possibilities, all of which had been included on the wall display. The old Odeon on Renfield Street in the city centre, the Olympia in Bridgeton, the Govan Lyceum, and the Rosevale on Dumbarton Road.

None of these had folders of images, save for one picture of each exterior. OK. He was down to four, which was a whole lot better than forty-four. The question was, which to try first? They were pretty well spread out across the city. Had he discovered this while at the Art School the sensible thing would have been to head for the Odeon first, then go east into Bridgeton. The Lyceum was across the Clyde on the south side, definitely out of the way. As his flat was in Gibson Street, he could either jump on the underground and head into town or go for the one in Dumbarton Road.

The room had gradually grown darker as the winter evening began to draw in. Whatever he decided, it had to be soon. Liam grabbed his jacket from the back of the sofa.

He made his decision at the front door. He would head for the Rosevale. The image had suggested the front of the cinema was now a charity shop, so surely someone in the shop could tell him if Jude had been around?

He began to walk briskly along Kelvinway. The street lights were already on, but here between the two halves of Kelvingrove Park and its encroaching trees it always seemed dark. A short while later he was turning right into Dumbarton Road. He had no idea where exactly on the street the cinema was, but he knew he was looking out for a sign for the British Heart Foundation.

He eventually found it, though at first glance he thought he’d got it wrong. How could a cinema have existed here? All the others he’d seen in Jude’s photos had had impressive frontages, some even regal.

The building he stood outside now was a red sandstone tenement block with a shop at ground level, but according to Jude this had been the location of the Rosevale cinema.

Liam hesitated for a moment, then pushed open the door and stepped inside. The tinkling bell immediately brought a woman from a back room.

‘Can I help you?’

‘I’m looking for my friend Jude. She’s a photographic student at the Art College and she’s doing a project on old Glasgow cinemas, including the Rosevale?’

The woman smiled. ‘Oh yes, that’s right, but I’m afraid you’ve missed her. She was here yesterday, taking photographs of the foyer and projection room.’

Liam’s heart leapt. ‘So she was definitely here?’

‘I let her in myself, not long before closing time. Why? Is anything wrong?’

‘Can you tell me when she left?’

‘As a matter of fact, I can’t. She arrived quite late, so I agreed she could leave by the back entrance when she’d finished her photographs.’

‘You never actually saw her leave?’

The woman looked worried now. ‘No, but she definitely shut the door behind her. I checked this morning. Can I ask why you’re here?’

‘Jude didn’t meet me last night when she said she would.’

‘You think something’s happened to her?’ gasped the woman, horrified.

‘Is there a chance she could still be in there?’

‘What, all night? I hope not.’

‘Could we take a look?’

‘I can’t leave the shop, I’m afraid.’

‘Can I take a look, then?’

The woman frowned, clearly unhappy with this idea. She had already allowed one person to wander about on their own, and she didn’t seem keen to compound her error.

‘She could have fallen and hurt herself,’ Liam pleaded. ‘Could I just check? It would put my mind at rest.’

‘There’s only light in the foyer,’ she warned.

‘That’s OK. I’ll manage.’

The woman gave in. ‘I’ll unlock the door for you.’

Minutes later Liam was standing alone in the well-lit foyer. Despite his unease, he could appreciate why Jude had decided to spend more time here even though it would make her late.

He glanced round the circular room, noting that there was nowhere here for someone to lie hidden, then approached the stairs. He paused at the bottom and shouted Jude’s name, waiting for a moment in the answering silence before heading further up the stairs. Halfway up, the light faded to shadows as the staircase turned left, then disappeared entirely into impenetrable darkness. Liam stopped, nonplussed.

‘Jude. Are you up there?’

The blackness seemed to muffle his shout like a blanket, in contrast to the echo effect in the foyer.

Liam was unsure what to do next. Should he carry on and hope that there was light, however faint, further up? He felt ashamed of his nervousness about stepping into the shadows.

I bet Jude brought a torch, he thought.

Thinking about Jude’s preparedness and tenacity spurred him on. He edged nearer the wall and began to feel his way up. After a while the darkness seemed less dense and he could make out the edge of the steps. After a dozen stairs he reached a flat area and what looked like a set of double swing doors. Liam eased his way towards them and pushed open the right-hand one.

In here there was some light, albeit dim. He could make out descending rows of seats, some still upright, others dismantled. In the near-distance was the curve of a balcony rail and beyond, the hanging structures of a suspended ceiling, through which the light filtered.

‘Jude!’ he shouted again, knowing instinctively that there was no one else on the balcony. He felt his way down the central aisle, glancing along the rows of seats. When he reached the rail he looked over.

The new ceiling cut across the upper section of the main auditorium. On the far side Liam could make out the curved arch of the main stage. All around him the grandeur and detail of the upper walls and roof were in direct contrast to the seventies-styled suspended ceiling. Suddenly he understood why there had been no palatial frontage. The Rosevale had been built in the back court of the surrounding tenements and accessible through a close entrance. No wonder Jude had been excited to find it.

Liam turned and headed back up the stairs. As far as he was aware, there was only the projection room left to search. If that was clear, he could stop fretting that she was lying hurt somewhere and simply wait for her to get in touch.

Outside the swing doors he stood for a moment readjusting to the darkness. The problem now was to locate the projection room. Was it above the balcony or below?

Liam realised he had no idea. He’d never even thought about it before. He tried to recall anything that Jude might have said about the cinemas she’d visited. Nothing came to mind. He decided that since he’d climbed this far, he might as well go to the top of the stairs, pitch black or not.

He turned right and began to climb. Half a dozen steps more and the stairwell opened out on to a landing. Maybe this was the location of the fire exit the woman had spoken about?

His eyes had adjusted enough to spot a Yale lock, and he clicked it open and pushed. Cold night air flooded in along with light from the street lamps. Liam stepped out on to a fire escape. This is where Jude should have exited. He peered over on to a cobbled back alley below. He would check round there when he’d finished inside the cinema.

He pulled the door closed and made his way down the stairs. It was easier in this direction with the distant light of the foyer breaking the gloom. Probably that was the reason he spotted the narrow door on the left-hand side.

He pushed it open and called through it, waiting a few seconds before entering. The door opened on to a narrow corridor which ended in another door with a ‘No Smoking’ sign, suggesting this might indeed lead to the projection room. Liam tried the handle. It turned, but the door didn’t budge. He banged on it.
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