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PRAISE FOR SAINTS OF THE SHADOW BIBLE


‘Rebus is determinedly centre-stage in Rankin’s finest novel for years. A first-rate thriller but also a forensic examination of contemporary Scottish society’


Independent


‘Subtle, and ambitious … it is a fascinating exploration of ideas of loyalty and allegiance in a changing world, as well as a welcome return for a battered but tenacious survivor’


Guardian


‘Praise be! Ian Rankin’s maverick inspector is a cop once again … It is a tribute to Rankin’s consummate skill that this complicated tale of “lying and cheating and concealing” is so streamlined … A brilliant return – for Rebus and Rankin’


Evening Standard


‘Saints of the Shadow Bible is a clever, subtle read. But most of all, it’s a genuine pleasure to see Rebus back in the CID’


Observer


‘A thoroughly compelling read’


Mail on Sunday


‘One of Rankin’s undoubted talents is his ability to manage parallel investigations without ever losing the reader … a richly satisfying read’


Independent on Sunday


‘Along come reminders of why Rankin, and Rebus, take their place at the head of the pack … add the novel to your contacts, or at least your Christmas list’


The Times


‘As ever Rankin’s characters are finely observed and the gritty underworld his detectives inhabit becomes real even to those with no experience of it’


Daily Express


‘Past and present collide in a satisfying police procedural, delivered in Rankin’s customary laconic style’


Irish Times
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The saints of the shadow bible following me From bar to bar into eternity …


Jackie Leven, ‘One Man, One Guitar’




Prologue




‘Where are we going?’


‘We’re just driving.’


‘Driving where, though?’


Rebus turned to look at his passenger. The man’s name was Peter Meikle. He had served almost half his adult life in various Scottish and English prisons and had the pallor and bearing common to ex-cons. His face needed a shave and his sunken eyes were black, wary pinholes. Rebus had picked him up from outside a betting shop on Clerk Street. A few sets of lights and they were heading past the Commonwealth Pool and into Holyrood Park.


‘It’s been a while,’ Rebus said. ‘What are you up to these days?’


‘Nothing you lot need worry about.’


‘Do I look worried?’


‘You look the same way you did when you laid me out in 1989.’


‘That far back?’ Rebus made show of shaking his head in surprise. ‘But be fair, Peter, you were resisting arrest – and you had a temper on you.’


‘You’re saying you didn’t?’ When Rebus made no answer, Meikle resumed staring through the windscreen. The Saab was on Queen’s Drive now, skirting the cliff-like Salisbury Crags on the approach to St Margaret’s Loch. A few tourists were trying to feed bread to the ducks and swans, though a troop of swooping gulls seemed to be winning more than its fair share. Rebus was signalling right, beginning the climb that would snake around Arthur’s Seat. They passed joggers and walkers, the city vanishing from view.


‘Could be in the middle of the Highlands,’ Rebus commented. ‘Hard to believe Edinburgh’s somewhere down below.’ He turned again towards his passenger. ‘Didn’t you live around here at one time?’


‘You know I did.’


‘Northfield, I seem to think.’ The car was slowing, Rebus pulling over and stopping. He nodded in the direction of a wall with an open gate. ‘That’s the short cut, isn’t it? If you were coming into the park on foot? From Northfield?’


Meikle just shrugged. He was wearing a padded nylon jacket. It made noises when he twitched. He watched Rebus break open a new pack of cigarettes and light one with a match. Rebus exhaled a plume of smoke before offering the pack to Meikle.


‘I stopped last year.’


‘News to me, Peter.’


‘Aye, I’ll bet it is.’


‘Well, if I can’t tempt you, let’s just get out for a minute.’ Rebus turned off the ignition, undid his seat belt and pushed open his door.


‘Why?’ Meikle wasn’t budging.


Rebus leaned back into the car. ‘Something to show you.’


‘What if I’m not interested?’


But Rebus just winked and closed the door, heading around the car and across the grass towards the gateway. The keys were still in the ignition, and Meikle studied them for a good twenty or thirty seconds before cursing under his breath, composing himself and opening the passenger-side door.


Rebus was the other side of the park’s perimeter wall, the eastern suburbs of the city laid out below him.


‘It’s a steep climb,’ he was saying, shading his eyes with his free hand. ‘But you were younger then. Or maybe you weren’t on foot – bound to be a mate’s car you could borrow. All you had to tell them was you had something needed shifting.’


‘This is about Dorothy,’ Meikle stated.


‘What else?’ Rebus gave a thin smile. ‘Almost two weeks before she was reported missing.’


‘It was eleven years ago …’


‘Two weeks,’ Rebus repeated. ‘Your story was you thought she’d gone to stay with her sister. Bit of a falling-out between the two of you. Well, there was no way you could deny that – neighbours couldn’t help hearing the shouting matches. So you might as well turn it to your advantage.’ Only now did Rebus turn towards the man. ‘Two weeks, and even then it was her sister who had to contact us. Never a trace of Dorothy leaving the city – we asked at the train and bus stations. It was like you were a magician and you’d put her in one of those boxes. Open it up and she’s not there.’ He paused and took half a step towards Meikle. ‘But she is there, Peter. She’s somewhere in this city.’ He stamped his left foot against the ground. ‘Dead and buried.’


‘I was questioned at the time, remember?’


‘Chief suspect,’ Rebus added with a slow nod.


‘She could have gone out drinking, met the wrong man …’


‘Hundreds of pubs we visited, Peter, showing her picture, asking the regulars.’


‘Tried thumbing a lift then – you can lose yourself in London.’


‘Where she had no friends? Never touching her bank account?’ Rebus was shaking his head now.


‘I didn’t kill her.’


Rebus made show of wincing. ‘This is just the two of us, Peter. I’m not wearing a wire or anything; it’s for my own peace of mind, that’s all. Once you’ve told me you brought her up here and buried her, that’ll be the end of it.’


‘I thought you weren’t working cold cases any more.’


‘Where did you hear that?’


‘Edinburgh’s being shut down, transferred.’


‘True enough. But not everyone would be as informed as you seem to be.’


Meikle gave a shrug. ‘I read the papers.’


‘Paying particular attention to police stories?’


‘I know there’s a reorganisation.’


‘Why so interested, though?’


‘You forgetting that I’ve a history with you lot? Come to that, why aren’t you retired – you must be on full pension by now?’


‘I was retired – that’s what the Cold Case Unit was, a bunch of old hands still itching for answers. And you’re right that our caseload has gone elsewhere.’ Rebus’s face was by now only a couple of inches from Meikle’s. ‘But I’ve not gone, Peter. I’m right here, and I was just getting started on reopening your case when it was taken away from me. Well, you know me, I like to finish what I start.’


‘I’ve got nothing to say.’


‘Sure about that?’


‘You going to slam me into a wall, knock me out cold again? That’s the way you and your lot always liked to operate …’


But Rebus wasn’t listening. His attention had shifted to the mobile phone gripped in Meikle’s right hand. He snatched at it and saw that its recording function was on. With a grim smile, he tossed it into a thicket of gorse. Meikle gave a little yelp of complaint.


‘This the way you want it to go, Peter?’ Rebus asked, stubbing the remains of his cigarette against the wall. ‘Always watching over your shoulder for someone like me? Waiting for the day a dog goes sniffing where it shouldn’t and starts to dig?’


‘You’ve got nothing and you are nothing,’ Meikle spat.


‘You couldn’t be more wrong. See, I’ve got you.’ A finger was stabbed into Meikle’s chest. ‘And as long as you’re unfinished business, that makes me something you need to worry about.’


He turned and headed back through the gateway. Meikle watched him climb into the Saab and start the engine. The car sped off with a burst of smoke from its exhaust. Swearing under his breath, Meikle began trampling down the gorse in search of his phone.


The Chief Constable’s leaving party took place at the canteen of Lothian and Borders Police HQ on Fettes Avenue. He was heading to a new post south of the border and no one seemed to know whether anyone would take over his role. The eight regional Scottish forces were soon to be amalgamated into something called Police Scotland. The Chief Constable of Strathclyde had been given the top job, leaving seven of his colleagues scratching around for fresh opportunities.


A perfunctory attempt had been made to turn the canteen into a festive location – meaning a couple of banners, some streamers and even a dozen or so party balloons. Tables had been covered with paper tablecloths. There were bowls of crisps and nuts, and bottles of wine and beer.


‘Cake’s arriving in half an hour,’ Siobhan Clarke told Rebus.


‘Then I’m out of here in twenty.’


‘You don’t like cake?’


‘It’s the speeches that’ll no doubt accompany it.’


Clarke smiled and sipped her orange juice. Rebus held an open bottle of lager, but had no intention of finishing it – too gassy, not cold enough.


‘So, DS Rebus,’ she said, ‘what did you get up to this afternoon?’


He stared at her. ‘How long are we going to keep this up?’ Meaning her use of his rank – detective sergeant to her inspector. A decade back, the roles had been reversed. But when Rebus had applied to rejoin, he’d been warned of a surfeit of DIs, meaning he would have to drop to DS.


‘Take it or leave it,’ he’d been told.


So he’d taken it.


‘I think I can string it out a little longer,’ Clarke was saying now, her smile widening. ‘And you haven’t answered my question.’


‘I was looking up an old friend.’


‘You don’t have any.’


‘I could point to a dozen in this very room.’


Clarke scanned the faces. ‘And probably as many enemies.’


Rebus seemed to ponder this. ‘Aye, maybe,’ he conceded. And he was lying anyway. A dozen friends? Not even close. Siobhan was a friend, perhaps the closest he’d ever had – despite the age gap and the fact she didn’t like most of the music he played. He saw people he’d worked alongside, but almost no one he would have invited back to his flat for whisky and conversation. Then there were the few he would gladly give a kicking to – like the three officers from Professional Standards. They stood apart from the rest of the room, pariah status confirmed. Yet they had a haunted look – as with the Cold Case Unit, so too with their particular jobs: packed off elsewhere come reorganisation. But then a face from the past was squeezing through the throng and heading in Rebus’s direction. He stuck out a hand, which Rebus took.


‘Bloody hell, I almost didn’t recognise you there,’ Rebus admitted.


Eamonn Paterson patted what was left of his stomach. ‘Diet and exercise,’ he explained.


‘Thank God for that – I thought you were going to tell me you had some sort of wasting disease.’ Rebus turned towards Clarke. ‘Siobhan, this is Eamonn Paterson. He was a DS when I was a DC.’ While the two shook hands, Rebus continued the introduction.


‘Siobhan’s a detective inspector, which has her under the cruel delusion she’s my boss.’


‘Good luck with that,’ Paterson said. ‘When he was wet behind the ears I couldn’t get him to take a telling, no matter how hard I kicked his backside.’


‘Some things never change,’ Clarke conceded.


‘Eamonn here used to go by the name of Porkbelly,’ Rebus said. ‘Came back from a holiday in the States with the story he’d eaten so much of the stuff a restaurant had given him a T-shirt.’


‘I’ve still got it,’ Paterson said, raising his glass in a toast.


‘How long have you been out of the game?’ Clarke asked. Paterson was tall and slim, with a good head of hair; she wouldn’t have said he was a day older than Rebus.


‘Nearly fifteen years. Nice of them still to send me the invites.’ He waved his wine glass in the direction of the party.


‘Maybe you’re the poster boy for retirement.’


‘That could be part of it,’ he agreed with a laugh. ‘So this is the last rites for Lothian and Borders, eh?’


‘As far as anyone knows.’ Rebus turned towards Clarke. ‘What’s the new name again?’


‘There’ll be two divisions – Edinburgh, plus Lothians and Scottish Borders.’


‘Piece of nonsense,’ Paterson muttered. ‘Warrant cards will need changing, and so will the livery on the patrol cars – how the hell’s that supposed to save money?’ Then, to Rebus: ‘You going to manage along to Dod’s?’


Rebus shrugged. ‘How about you?’


‘Could be another case of last rites.’ Paterson turned towards Clarke. ‘We all worked together at Summerhall.’


‘Summerhall?’


‘A cop shop next door to the vet school on Summerhall Place,’ Rebus explained. ‘They knocked it down and replaced it with St Leonard’s.’


‘Before my time,’ she admitted.


‘Practically Stone Age,’ Paterson agreed. ‘Not many of us cavemen left, eh, John?’


‘I’ve learned how to make fire,’ Rebus countered, taking the box of matches from his pocket and shaking it.


‘You’re not still smoking?’


‘Someone has to.’


‘He likes the occasional drink, too,’ Clarke confided.


‘I’m shocked.’ Paterson made show of studying Rebus’s physique.


‘Didn’t realise I was auditioning for Mr Universe.’


‘No,’ Clarke said, ‘but you’ve sucked your stomach in anyway.’


‘Busted,’ Paterson said with another laugh, slapping Rebus’s shoulder. ‘So will you make it to Dod’s or not? Stefan’ll likely be there.’


‘Seems a bit ghoulish,’ Rebus said. He explained to Clarke that Dod Blantyre had suffered a recent stroke.


‘He wants one last gathering of the old guard,’ Paterson added. He wagged a finger in Rebus’s direction. ‘You don’t want to disappoint him – or Maggie …’


‘I’ll see how I’m fixed.’


Paterson tried staring Rebus out, then nodded slowly and patted his shoulder again. ‘Fine then,’ he said, moving off to greet another old face.


Five minutes later, as Rebus was readying his excuse that he needed to step out for a cigarette, a fresh group entered the canteen. They looked like lawyers because that was what they were – invitees from the Procurator Fiscal’s office. Well dressed, with shiny, confident faces, and led by the Solicitor General for Scotland, Elinor Macari.


‘Do we need to bow or anything?’ Rebus murmured to Clarke, who was fixing her fringe. Macari was pecking the Chief Constable on both cheeks.


‘Just don’t say something you might regret.’


‘You’re the boss.’


Macari looked as though she’d made several stops on her way to the party: hairdresser, cosmetics counter and boutique. Her large black-framed glasses accentuated the sharpness of her gaze. Having swept the room in an instant, she knew who needed greeting and who could be dismissed. The councillor who headed the policing committee merited the same kiss as the Chief Constable. Other guests nearby had to make do with handshakes or a nod of the head. A glass of white wine had been fetched, but Rebus doubted it was anything other than a prop. He noticed too that his own bottle of lager was empty, though he’d vowed to save his thirst for something more deserving.


‘Got a few words stored up in case she drifts this way?’ he asked Clarke.


‘I’d say we’re well out of her orbit.’


‘Fair point. But now she’s arrived, the presentations can’t be far behind.’ Rebus held up the packet of cigarettes and gestured in the direction of the outside world.


‘Are you coming back?’ She saw his look and gave a twitch of the mouth, acknowledging the stupidity of the question. But as he made to leave the canteen, Macari spotted someone and made a beeline for them, so that Rebus had to swerve past her. She frowned, as if trying to place him, going so far as to glance at his retreating figure. But by then she had reached her prey. Siobhan Clarke watched as the most senior lawyer in Scotland took Malcolm Fox by the arm and led him away from his Professional Standards cohort. Whatever was about to be discussed, a modicum of privacy was required. One of the canteen staff had arrived in the doorway, holding the cake, but a gesture from the Chief Constable told her the ceremony would have to wait until the Solicitor General was ready …




Day One




1


A flatbed lorry had arrived, the name of a local scrapyard stencilled on its doors. The previous night, a flimsy cordon had been erected, consisting of three-inch-wide tape with the word POLICE on it. The tape ran from an undamaged tree to a fence post and from there to another tree. The driver of the flatbed had sliced through it and was preparing to winch the crashed VW Golf up the slope towards the waiting ramp.


‘Not a bad afternoon,’ Rebus said, lighting a cigarette and examining his surroundings. A stretch of narrow country road on the outskirts of Kirkliston. Edinburgh Airport wasn’t far away, and the roar of approaching and departing passenger flights punctuated the rural scene. They had come in Clarke’s Vauxhall Astra. It was parked on the opposite verge, flashers blinking in a warning to approaching drivers. Not that there seemed to be any.


‘It’s a straight road,’ Clarke was saying. ‘Surface wasn’t icy or greasy. Must have been going at a fair clip, judging by the damage …’


True enough: the front of the Golf had become concertinaed on impact with the venerable oak tree. They made their way past the torn fencing and down the slope. The driver from the flatbed jutted out his chin in greeting but otherwise wasn’t about to ask who they were or why they were there. Clarke carried a folder, which was good enough for him – meant they were official, and therefore probably best avoided.


‘Is he okay?’ Rebus asked.


‘He’s a she,’ Clarke corrected him. ‘Car’s registered to Jessica Traynor. Address in south-west London. She’s in the Infirmary.’


Rebus was walking around the car. It was less than a year old, pearl-coloured. From what he could see of the tyres, there was plenty of tread on them. The windscreen was gone, driver’s-side door and boot gaping, both airbags deployed.


‘And we’re here because …?’


Clarke opened the folder. ‘Mainly because her father seems to have friends. Word came down from on high: make sure we’ve not missed anything.’


‘What’s to miss?’


‘Hopefully nothing. But this area’s notorious for boy racers.’


‘She’s not a boy, though.’


‘She drives the kind of car they like.’


‘I wouldn’t know.’


‘I think the Golf still qualifies as a “hot hatch”.’


Rebus wandered over towards the flatbed. The man from the scrapyard was reeling out a cable with a large hook on the end. Rebus asked him how many Golfs ended up in the compactor.


‘A few,’ he conceded. He sported oily blue overalls under a scuffed leather jacket, and dirt was ingrained on his palms and under his nails. The baseball cap he wore was so grubby the lettering on it was indecipherable, and a thick greying beard covered his chin and throat. Rebus offered him a cigarette, but the man shook his head.


‘Roads around here used as racetracks?’ Rebus continued.


‘Sometimes.’


‘You on a diet or something?’ The man looked at him. ‘Cutting back on your vocabulary,’ Rebus explained.


‘I’m just here to do a job.’


‘But this isn’t the first crash like this you’ve seen?’


‘No.’


‘How regular?’


The man considered this. ‘Every couple of months. Though there was one last week, the other side of Broxburn.’


‘And it’s cars racing each other? Any idea how it gets arranged?’


‘No,’ the man stated.


‘Well, thanks for sharing.’ Rebus walked back towards the Golf. Clarke was peering through the open door, examining the interior.


‘Take a look,’ she said, handing Rebus a photograph. It showed a brown suede boot in what seemed a woman’s size, framed against the floor of the car.


‘I don’t see any pedals.’


‘That’s because it was in the passenger-side footwell.’


‘Okay.’ Rebus handed the photograph back. ‘So you’re saying there was a passenger?’


Clarke shook her head. ‘It’s one of a pair of Ugg boots belonging to Jessica Traynor. The other was on her left foot.’


‘Ugg?’


‘That’s what they’re called.’


‘So it flew off on impact? Or came off when the medics pulled her out?’


‘First patrol car on the scene, the officer took a few shots on his phone – including the boot. Jessica was still in the car at the time. Ambulance arrived a few minutes later.’


Rebus pondered this. ‘Who found her?’


‘A woman on her way home from Livingston. She works shifts at a supermarket there.’ Clarke was studying a typed sheet of paper from the folder. ‘Driver’s-side door was open. Impact could have done that.’


‘Or the driver tried to get out.’


‘Unconscious. Head resting against the airbag. No seat belt.’


Rebus took the photographs from Clarke and studied them while Clarke spoke. ‘The supermarket worker called 999 just after eight in the evening, no light left in the sky. No street lamps either, just the distant glow from Edinburgh itself.’


‘Boot’s closed,’ Rebus said, handing the photos back.


‘Yes, it is,’ Clarke agreed.


‘Not any more, though.’ Rebus walked around to the back of the car. ‘Did you open this?’ he asked the man from the scrapyard, receiving a shake of the head in answer. The boot was empty, except for a rudimentary toolkit.


‘Scavengers, maybe?’ Clarke suggested. ‘Car was here all night.’


‘Why not take the toolkit?’


‘Don’t suppose it’s worth much. Anyone could have opened it, John – ambulance driver, our guy …’


‘I suppose so.’ He tried closing the boot. It was undamaged, and stayed locked once shut. The key was in the ignition, and he pressed the button to unlock the boot again. A clunk told him he had been successful.


‘Electrics still seem to work,’ he said.


‘Sign of a well-made car.’ Clarke was sifting through the paperwork. ‘So what do we think?’


‘We think a car was travelling too fast and came off the road. No sign of a prior collision. Was she maybe on her phone at the time? It’s been known to happen.’


‘Worth checking,’ Clarke agreed. ‘And the Ugg?’


‘Sometimes,’ Rebus said, ‘footwear is just footwear.’


Clarke was checking a message on her phone. ‘Seems its owner is back in the land of the living.’


‘Do we want to speak to her?’ Rebus asked.


The look Clarke gave him was all the answer he needed.


Jessica Traynor had a room to herself at the Royal Infirmary. The nurse explained that she had been lucky – a suspected fracture of one ankle, some bruised ribs, and other minor injuries consistent with whiplash.


‘Her head and neck are in a brace.’


‘But she’s able to talk?’ Clarke asked.


‘A little.’


‘Any sign of alcohol or drugs in her bloodstream?’


‘Looks the clean-living type to me. She’s on painkillers now, though, so she’ll be woozy.’ The nurse paused. ‘Do you want to speak to her father first?’


‘He’s here?’


The nurse nodded again. ‘Arrived in the middle of the night. She was still in A and E at the time …’ She had stopped by a window. It gave a view into Jessica Traynor’s room. Her father was seated bedside, holding her hand in his and stroking her wrist. Her eyes were closed. The brace seemed to be constructed of thick squares of polystyrene foam, fixed in place with an array of metal clamps. Looking up, her father saw the faces at the window. He checked his daughter was asleep, then placed her hand gently on the bed and rose to his feet.


Exiting the room quietly, he ran his fingers through his mop of silver and black hair. He wore the trousers from a pinstripe suit – the jacket was draped over the back of the chair next to his daughter’s bed. His white shirt was creased, and the cufflinks had been removed so the sleeves could be rolled up. Rebus doubted the expensive-looking watch on his left wrist was a fake. He had taken off his tie at some point, and undone the top two buttons of his shirt, showing tufts of greying chest hair.


‘Mr Traynor,’ Clarke said, ‘we’re police officers. How is Jessica doing?’


His large eyes were dark-ringed from lack of sleep and there was vending-machine coffee on his breath when he exhaled.


‘She’s all right,’ he eventually said. ‘Thank you.’


Rebus wondered if Traynor’s tan had come from a sunbed or a winter holiday. Probably the latter.


‘Are we any clearer on what happened?’ Clarke was being asked.


‘We don’t think another vehicle was involved, if that’s what you mean. Maybe just a case of too much acceleration …’


‘Jessica never drives fast. She’s always been supercautious.’


‘It’s a powerful car, sir,’ Rebus qualified.


But Traynor was shaking his head. ‘She wouldn’t have been speeding, so let’s rule that out right now.’


Rebus glanced down at the man’s shoes. Black brogues. Every inch the successful businessman. The accent was English, but not cut-glass. Rebus remembered Jessica’s age from the notes in Clarke’s folder: twenty-one.


‘Your daughter’s a student?’ he surmised. Traynor nodded. ‘At the University of Edinburgh?’ Another nod.


‘What’s her course?’ Clarke added.


‘Art history.’


‘Which year is she?’


‘Second.’ Traynor seemed to be growing impatient. He was watching his daughter through the glass. Her chest rose and fell almost imperceptibly. ‘I have to go back in …’


‘There are a couple of things we need to ask Jessica,’ Clarke told him.


He looked at her. ‘Such as?’


‘Just to make sure we have all the facts.’


‘She’s sleeping.’


‘Maybe you could try waking her up.’


‘She’s sore all over.’


‘What did she tell you about the accident?’


‘She said she was sorry about the Golf.’ Traynor’s attention had shifted to the window again. ‘It was a birthday present. Insurance cost almost as much as the car …’


‘Did she say anything about the accident itself, sir?’


Traynor shook his head. ‘I really do need to go back in.’


‘Mind if I ask where you’re from, Mr Traynor?’ The question came from Rebus.


‘Wimbledon.’


‘South-west London?’


‘Yes.’


‘And by the time you heard about Jessica, flights to Scotland would have finished for the day – did you take the train?’


‘I have access to a private plane.’


‘So you’ve been awake all night and half of today? Might be you could use some shut-eye yourself.’


‘I managed an hour or two on the chair.’


‘Even so … Your wife wasn’t able to join you?’


‘We’re divorced. She lives in Florida with someone half her age who calls himself a “personal trainer”.’


‘But you’ve told her about Jessica?’ Clarke checked.


‘Not yet.’


‘Don’t you think she should know?’


‘She walked out on us eight years ago – Jessica doesn’t get so much as a phone call at Christmas.’ The words were tinged with bile. Traynor was exhausted, yes, but in no mood to forgive. He turned towards the two detectives. ‘Is this because I called in a favour?’


‘Sir?’ Clarke’s eyes had narrowed at the question.


‘I happen to know a couple of people in the Met – phoned from the plane to make sure everything up here was kosher. Thing is, as you said yourself, it was the kind of accident that could happen to anyone.’ His tone hardened. ‘So I don’t see what’s to be gained from you talking to her.’


‘We didn’t quite say it could happen to anyone,’ Rebus broke in. ‘Straight stretch of deserted road – has to be a reason why the car decided not to stick to it. The locals out that way like to do a bit of racing once the sun’s gone down …’


‘I’ve already told you, Jessica was the safest driver imaginable.’


‘Then you’ve got to wonder what was causing her to do the speed she was doing. Was it maybe road rage? Was she trying to get away from someone tailgating her? Questions only she can answer, Mr Traynor.’ Rebus paused. ‘Questions I’d have thought you’d want to have answered too.’


He waited for this to sink in. Traynor ran his hand through his hair again, then gave a long sigh.


‘Give me your number,’ he conceded. ‘I’ll call you when she’s awake.’


‘We were just going to grab something from the café,’ Rebus told him. ‘So if it’s in the next twenty minutes or so, we’ll still be here.’


‘We can bring you a sandwich, if you like,’ Clarke added, her face softening a little.


Traynor shook his head, but took her card when she offered it.


‘Mobile’s on the back,’ she said. ‘Oh, and one more thing – could we take a look at Jessica’s phone?’


‘What?’


‘I’m assuming it’ll be by her bedside somewhere …’


Traynor was starting to look annoyed again, but turned and went into the room, emerging moments later with the device.


‘Thank you, sir,’ Clarke said, taking it from him and turning to lead Rebus back down the corridor.


Rebus headed outside for a cigarette while Clarke bought the drinks. When he returned, he brought a hacking cough with him.


‘Should I see if they’ve a spare bed in the emphysema ward?’ she asked.


‘I wasn’t lonely out there – hard to know if staff out-numbered patients or vice versa.’ He took a sip from the cardboard cup. ‘I’m going to guess tea.’


She nodded, and they drank in silence for a moment. The café opened on to the hospital’s central concourse. There was a shop across the way, people queuing for sweets and crisps. Further along, another concession specialising in health foods was doing no trade at all.


‘What do you make of him?’ Clarke asked.


‘Who? The David Dickinson lookalike?’


Clarke smiled. ‘Bit more George Clooney than that.’


Rebus shrugged. ‘He wears expensive suits and travels by private jet – I want to marry him, naturally.’


‘Join the queue.’ Her smile widened. ‘You have to say, though – he does love his daughter. Probably head of some big corporation, but drops everything to come north.’


Rebus nodded his agreement and managed another mouthful of tea before pushing the cup away.


‘What you said to him about road rage,’ Clarke went on, ‘was that off the top of your head?’


‘Just trying to think of reasons why a careful driver would be putting the foot down.’


‘It’s an idea. Reckon she lives in the city?’


‘Bound to – maybe even in a flat bought by Mr Pinstripe.’


‘So what was she doing out there in the first place? It’s more or less a road to nowhere.’


‘Something else for us to ask her,’ Rebus agreed. ‘What did her phone offer up?’


‘Unanswered calls and texts.’


‘No sign she was using it while driving?’


Clarke shook her head. ‘On the other hand, if her dad is as sharp as he dresses …’


‘He might have decided to delete any evidence of her stupidity.’ Rebus nodded slowly.


Clarke’s own phone pinged, alerting her to a message. ‘It’s Page,’ she said, checking the screen. ‘Wants an update.’


‘That won’t take long.’


Another ping.


‘And with perfect timing, Jessica’s awake.’ Clarke started to rise from the table.


‘Taking your tea with you?’ Rebus asked.


‘What do you think?’ came the reply.


The same nurse was just leaving Jessica Traynor’s room as they arrived.


‘Go easy on her,’ she said in an undertone.


‘We’re famous for it,’ Rebus assured her.


The bed was still flat, the patient staring towards the ceiling. She moved her eyes, blinking a few times as she focused on the new arrivals. Her lips were moist, as though she’d just accepted some liquid from the beaker on the nearby tray. Her father was seated again, holding her hand as before.


‘Jessica,’ Clarke began, ‘I’m Detective Inspector Clarke and this is Detective Sergeant Rebus. How are you feeling, or is that a stupid question?’


‘Like I got hit by a car.’


‘I saw the state of your Golf. The airbag probably saved your life. Silly not to have your seat belt fastened.’


Traynor stiffened as he took this in. Jessica’s eyes widened. ‘I always do up my seat belt,’ she protested.


‘The motorist who found you, the one who called for the cavalry, says you weren’t strapped in.’


‘Couldn’t it have come undone on impact?’ Traynor asked.


‘I’ve not heard of that happening,’ Clarke told him. Then, to his daughter: ‘Any idea why one of your boots ended up on the passenger-side floor?’


‘I don’t understand.’ Jessica Traynor’s eyes flitted from one face to another.


‘There you are in the driver’s seat,’ Clarke obliged, ‘but one of your Uggs somehow lands the other side of the central console. Again, it’s something I’ve not come across before.’


Her father leaned in towards her. ‘The officers were asking me earlier if someone was maybe driving too fast behind you, causing you to do what you did.’


‘I don’t know what happened.’ Tears were filling Jessica Traynor’s eyes.


‘Was there some sort of race going on?’ Clarke asked. ‘Maybe you got in the way and they forced you off the road?’


‘No …’


Traynor had risen from his chair. His daughter had her eyes screwed shut and he was asking her if she was in pain.


‘I don’t want to think about it,’ she told him. ‘I don’t want to remember any of it. The car went off the road, that’s all.’


With her hand still in his, Traynor turned towards the two detectives. ‘Probably best if you leave now. Give her some time to recover.’ His eyes told them he would brook no argument. But still Clarke lingered. It was Rebus, however, who spoke.


‘We just need Jessica’s address here in Edinburgh.’


‘Why?’ The question came from the bed. Jessica had balled her free hand into a fist. Her eyes were still closed but her face looked pained.


‘We just do,’ Clarke said.


Traynor gestured towards the corridor. ‘Jessica,’ he said, ‘just try and relax. I’m going to show the officers out.’


‘I still don’t understand why they’re here.’


‘They’re leaving right now.’ He gave her wrist a final squeeze, then let it go, extending an arm to indicate to Rebus that he should lead the way.


Once they were out in the corridor and the door was closed, he proffered the address. Clarke tapped it into her phone.


‘Speaking of which …’ Traynor held out a hand, palm up. Clarke dug his daughter’s phone from her pocket and handed it over.


‘Does Jessica have flatmates?’ she asked.


‘Another student. Her name’s Alice or Alison – I only met her once.’


‘Does she know about Jessica?’


‘I’m guessing she’d be here if she did.’


Rebus had a question of his own. ‘Is Jessica seeing anyone?’


‘A boyfriend? There was someone called Forbes. She hasn’t mentioned him lately.’


‘Is Forbes a first name or a last?’


‘I’ve really no idea.’ Traynor’s eyes were trained on the window and the bed beyond. ‘I need to get back.’


‘If she confides anything …’


He turned to face Rebus, then nodded slowly before reentering his daughter’s room. They watched him take his seat again.


‘You don’t think she was alone out there,’ Clarke suggested.


‘I don’t even think she was driving,’ Rebus replied.
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In his cramped office – previously a storeroom off the main CID suite – Detective Chief Inspector James Page listened to their report. Gayfield Square police station was part of the city’s B Division, but that designation would soon vanish, and Page feared that the station itself would be closed, knocked down and redeveloped. The ‘Square’ outside was an area of grass which didn’t get mowed enough. Traffic rumbled up and down Leith Walk, sometimes causing the windows at the front of the building to vibrate. Not that this affected Page, his office having no windows.


‘So the boot ended up there how?’ he asked. Rebus and Clarke were both standing, since there was no space for any chair other than the one their boss sat on.


‘Whoever was driving fled the scene,’ Rebus explained. ‘That leaves two possibilities. One, she regained consciousness for a bit, realised she was alone, and dragged herself across to the driver’s seat.’


‘Why?’


‘To protect the other person. We would assume she’d been behind the wheel.’


Page considered this. ‘And the second option?’ he asked.


‘Is that the driver either didn’t black out or else came to before her. He or she panicked – for whatever reason – and hoofed it. But not before undoing her seat belt and hauling her across to the driver’s side.’


‘Not bothering to do up her seat belt after,’ Clarke added.


‘And you get all of this from the fact that a brown suede boot was in the wrong footwell?’ Page looked from Clarke to Rebus and back again.


‘Yes,’ she replied.


‘Well, say you’re right – what exactly does it change?’


‘Driver could have been drunk or stoned,’ Rebus offered.


‘Or taking part in an illegal race,’ Clarke said. ‘Or being chased – we really won’t know unless we keep looking. Jessica has a flat in Great King Street, shares with someone called Alice or Alison. There was also mention of a boyfriend.’


Page scratched at his nose while he thought.


‘Don’t want anyone thinking we were sloppy,’ Rebus prompted. ‘One quick visit to the flat should do it.’


‘We’d go this evening,’ Clarke confirmed. ‘This Alice or Alison is a student – might have classes during the day.’


‘All right then.’ Page had made up his mind. ‘But answer me this: why is it that nothing with you two is ever straightforward?’


‘Blame her,’ Rebus said, pointing a finger.


‘Blame him,’ Clarke said, at almost exactly the same time.


Out in the CID suite, they both took a series of deep breaths. It was always so airless in Page’s little cupboard, yet somehow he thrived there, as if discomfort were as vital to his well-being as oxygen. Two detective constables, Christine Esson and Ronnie Ogilvie, were busy with paperwork. Clarke checked her phone for messages while Rebus made himself a coffee.


‘Out of milk,’ Esson warned him.


‘The amount we get through, we should chip in and buy a cow,’ Ogilvie added.


‘It would keep the grass down,’ Rebus agreed, staring down on to Gayfield Square, the windowpane thrumming as a lorry rattled past the end of the road. He offered to boil the kettle for Clarke but she shook her head.


‘Not if we’ve got no milk.’


‘I might have a sachet of powdered stuff in a drawer somewhere,’ Esson offered.


‘Powdered?’ Rebus said. ‘What is this, World War Two? I thought we were at the dawn of a shiny new country?’


‘Only if you can be bothered to vote for it,’ Clarke chided him.


‘I’ll tell you the box I’m ready to mark my cross in – a couple of drinks after Great King Street.’


But Clarke was shaking her head. ‘Dinner plans,’ she explained.


‘I thought it was all over with …’ Rebus gestured towards Page’s office.


‘It is.’


Christine Esson decided that Rebus needed enlightening. ‘A single girl doesn’t go hungry for long in this town.’


‘Is that you speaking from experience?’ Ogilvie chipped in.


‘Who is it then?’ Rebus was asking Clarke from above the rim of his mug.


‘Am I not allowed a private life?’


‘Absolutely – just as soon as you convince me his intentions are honourable.’


Clarke rolled her eyes and decided to busy herself making a coffee after all. Rebus stood his ground, mouth puckered, deep in thought. Then he ambled forward and leaned in towards her ear.


‘A lawyer,’ he whispered.


She froze for a second before spooning granules into a clean mug.


‘My, my,’ Rebus said. Her eyes were on him now, seeking an explanation. ‘It was when Macari and her team walked into the canteen,’ he obliged. ‘You straightened your back a little and checked your fringe. I thought maybe it was for her benefit. I don’t remember any of the men looking particularly bright or beautiful.’


‘Then you’re not much of a detective.’


‘It has been said. So is he taking you somewhere nice?’


‘Why do you need to know?’


‘Takes a bit of time to get gussied up – I was just thinking I could do Great King Street on my own …’


But Clarke was shaking her head. ‘You’re still on “probation”, remember? One screw-up and you’re back where you started.’


‘Yes, boss.’ He paused. ‘So he’s not taking you anywhere posh? Means he’s not very senior – don’t tell me you’ve got yourself a toy boy?’


Clarke jabbed a finger into his chest. ‘Everybody has a breaking point, John.’ But she was smiling, and Rebus was smiling too. He turned towards Esson and Ogilvie.


‘Either of you two up for a bit of surveillance tonight?’


‘I’m warning you,’ Clarke said, jabbing him harder this time.


Great King Street was a wide thoroughfare in the New Town, stretching from Howe Street to Drummond Place. Three and four storeys high, the terrace had probably all been houses when built in the early nineteenth century, but now many of these had been subdivided into flats. Rebus had never been a huge fan of the New Town. For one thing, you had to climb a steep incline to get back to the city centre. There were also no front gardens, and parking was difficult. The door they were looking for had four buzzers beside it, with TRAYNOR/BELL at the top.


‘Presumably meaning top floor,’ Rebus muttered.


‘Maybe no one’s home,’ Clarke offered by way of consolation. But when she pressed the button, a voice crackled through the intercom.


‘Miss Bell?’ Clarke guessed.


‘Yes.’


‘It’s the police. We need to talk to you about Jessica.’


‘I knew it! Door’s unlocked – we’re on the top floor.’


‘I knew it,’ Rebus echoed, turning the handle.


By the time they had climbed the first flight, he was breathing heavily, and Clarke was asking him to remind her how he’d passed the physical. He coughed a reply and watched as a head appeared over the banister.


‘Up here,’ Alice or Alison Bell said. As she ushered the two detectives inside, Clarke decided to check.


‘It’s Alice,’ the student confirmed.


Rebus had expected high ceilings and airy rooms, but they seemed to be in the eaves. The hall was narrow, not helped by the presence of two bicycles. Alice Bell hadn’t bothered to ask for ID. She was leading them past the galley-style kitchen into the living room. Music was playing from an MP3 player hooked up to a speaker. It was classical – unaccompanied cello. An actual cello sat on a stand in one corner.


‘Yours or Jessica’s?’ Rebus asked, but Bell was concentrating on Siobhan Clarke.


‘I’m almost afraid to ask,’ she blurted out.


‘She’s going to be fine,’ Clarke assured her. The young woman’s knees seemed to buckle in relief and she sat down heavily on an armchair. Clarke and Rebus decided to settle themselves on the sofa. It was white and modern and just about up to the task.


‘What happened?’ Bell was asking.


‘A car smash. You’ve been worried about her?’


‘Texted her a few times – she missed a class this morning, and that’s not like her.’


‘Do you study art history too, Alice?’


The young woman nodded. She was dressed in a T-shirt with an unbuttoned cardigan over it, and black denims. No piercings that Rebus could see, and no tattoos. Her face was round and her cheeks slightly puffy, reminding him of a cherub in a painting, an effect heightened by curly chestnut hair.


‘How long have you known Jessica?’ Rebus asked.


‘Almost a year. She put adverts up around the department – room to rent – and I jumped at the chance.’ She paused. ‘She’s really going to be okay?’


‘Whiplash, sprains and bruises,’ Clarke explained. ‘Her father seems to think she’s a careful driver.’


‘That’s true.’


‘Not last night, though.’


‘What happened?’


‘The crash was the other side of the airport, on a country road. Any idea why she’d be out that way?’


Bell shook her head. ‘Is her father here?’


‘He’s with her at the Infirmary,’ Rebus said.


‘I should go see her.’


‘Any other friends who should be told?’ Clarke asked.


‘Her boyfriend, for example,’ Rebus added.


‘Forbes?’ Bell’s voice lifted a little. ‘Has no one …?’ She broke off, hands clasped between her knees, staring at the varnished wooden floor.


‘We don’t have his contact details,’ Clarke confided.


‘I can phone him.’


‘That’s fine, but we’d like a word with him too.’ Rebus cleared his throat. ‘When did you last see Jessica, Alice?’


‘Yesterday. Around four or five.’


‘Here at the flat?’


‘She was headed off out.’


‘Headed where?’


‘Not sure.’


‘In her car, though?’


‘I suppose so.’


‘And as far as you know, she hasn’t got friends in Kirkliston or Broxburn?’


‘I’m not even sure where those places are.’


‘Where are you from?’


‘Stirling.’


Rebus digested this and glanced towards Clarke, unsure where else to go.


‘A number for Forbes,’ Clarke prompted the student. ‘And his surname.’


‘He’s Forbes McCuskey.’


‘McCuskey,’ Clarke echoed, adding the name to her phone.


‘As in Patrick McCuskey.’


Clarke looked up at Alice Bell. ‘The politician?’ Bell nodded, and Clarke turned her eyes towards Rebus, who gave a twitch of the mouth in response. Bell was digging her own phone out of a trouser pocket, finding Forbes McCuskey’s number. She recited it for Clarke’s benefit, then asked: ‘Should I ring him now?’


‘If you like.’


But Bell seemed to reconsider. She turned the phone over in her hand and said she would wait till she’d seen them out.


‘You’re still going to want to talk to him?’ she checked. ‘And it’s okay for me to warn him?’


Clarke was nodding her agreement.


‘All right then.’ The student had risen to her feet. Clarke and Rebus followed suit and Bell led them back along the passageway. Rebus was half minded to ask to see Jessica’s room, but knew he didn’t have a good reason. At the door, Bell shook hands with both detectives. She was readying to close the door when Clarke remembered that she didn’t have a contact number for Bell herself. The student reeled it off, then retreated into the flat.


‘“Warn him”?’ Rebus repeated.


‘Yes, I noticed that.’


‘So what do we do?’


She looked at her watch. ‘I need to go home and get changed for this cut-price dinner.’


‘Having given me a lift first, obviously.’


‘Up the hill to the Oxford Bar?’


‘We’ll make a detective of you yet …’


Bia Bistrot was a small French-style restaurant on Colinton Road. Locals called the area Holy Corner due to a preponderance of churches at the intersection – Clarke counted four, though she couldn’t be certain how many were still active. David Galvin was already at the table. He beamed a smile as he rose to greet her. Tall and slim, he was wearing a dark suit with a white shirt, open at the neck. As she leaned in for a peck on the cheek, she asked if this was as casual as he cared to dress.


‘I was going for Reservoir Dogs,’ he explained. ‘Dapper but dangerous.’


‘Good try.’


Galvin was only a couple of years younger than her and had been at the Procurator Fiscal’s office since arriving in the city half a decade back. They’d worked together on a case the previous autumn and that was when he had asked her out for a drink, on the pretext of going over some notes. It was now their agreed code, and every week or so he would text to ask if she could spare an evening for ‘a consultation’.


‘I’ve not been here before,’ Clarke said, taking in her surroundings.


‘I like it – and it’s only five minutes from home.’


‘Not for me.’


His smile faded. ‘I should have thought …’


‘It’s fine, David – plenty of cabs around.’ She accepted a menu and ordered a gin, lime and soda.


‘I might try one of those,’ Galvin told the waiter. Then, to Clarke: ‘Busy day?’


‘Not particularly. How about you?’


He offered a shrug. ‘Same old same old.’


‘What did you make of the Chief Constable’s leaving do?’


‘It was nice to be invited.’


‘Was that the Solicitor General’s doing?’


‘She does like to travel with a few bodies.’


‘To make her feel important?’ Clarke guessed.


Another shrug. Galvin was concentrating on the menu. ‘Everything here’s good,’ he said.


‘Salmon rillettes, and then the lamb shoulder,’ Clarke decided.


‘That didn’t take long.’


‘I’m not one for dithering.’ Their drinks were arriving. They clinked glasses and sipped.


‘How are things working out with your old sparring partner?’ Galvin asked.


‘John? He’s doing okay so far.’


‘Toeing the line? Obeying orders?’


Clarke looked at him. ‘Something on your mind, David?’


Galvin shook his head. The waiter was hovering, so they ordered. There was bread on the table and Clarke tore at a chunk, realising it had been some time since her last meal.


‘Are we ordering wine?’ her companion asked.


‘A glass of white will do me.’


‘House?’ the waiter asked.


‘House,’ Clarke agreed.


‘Small or large?’


‘Large.’


‘Same for me,’ Galvin told him. Then he leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes for a second.


‘Nice to switch off?’ Clarke guessed.


‘I’m not convinced the likes of you and me ever switch off, Siobhan. The motor is always idling.’


‘You wouldn’t say that if you saw me slouched on the sofa with a tub of ice cream. But since we do seem to be talking shop …’


‘Yes?’


‘Have you ever met Patrick McCuskey?’


‘The Justice Minister?’ Galvin raised an eyebrow. ‘Well above my pay grade. I mean, I’ve been in rooms when he’s been speaking.’


‘I looked him up on Google – Scottish National Party stalwart … face of the Yes campaign … married to a lawyer called Bethany …’


‘She’s American, I think. Practises commercial law in Glasgow.’


‘He’s not got a legal background, though?’


‘Studied it at university but ended up in politics instead – I dare say he did some cramming before taking on the Justice portfolio. What’s this all about?’


‘There’s a son called Forbes. He goes out with a student called Jessica Traynor.’


‘No relation to Owen Traynor?’ Galvin interrupted.


Clarke realised she didn’t know Traynor’s first name. ‘Who’s Owen Traynor?’


‘A businessman down south. There was a case a while back. It was in the papers.’


‘What happened?’


‘One of his companies crashed and burned. A lot of angry investors.’


‘And?’


‘The loudest and angriest investor got beaten up on his doorstep.’


‘This was where – in London?’ Galvin nodded. ‘So what drew your attention?’


‘It reminded me of a case we studied at university, that’s all.’


Clarke was picturing Jessica’s father. ‘This Traynor has friends high up in the Met.’


‘Might not be him then. Anyway, you were telling me about Forbes McCuskey.’


‘Jessica Traynor was in a car smash. Found in the driver’s seat, but we’re not convinced she was driving at the time.’


‘Is she all right?’


‘She will be.’


Galvin was thoughtful. ‘Forbes did a runner?’


‘We don’t know that – we’ve not spoken to him yet.’


‘Wouldn’t look good for his father.’


‘An embarrassment, certainly.’


‘Not to mention a possible criminal offence.’ Galvin sounded intrigued.


‘We won’t be bringing it to your lot for a while yet,’ Clarke cautioned. ‘Like I say, we’ve no real evidence – plus our boss doesn’t like things messy.’


‘I know – I’ve met him. Is he still fretting about the future of Gayfield Square?’


‘We all are.’


‘You’ll be fine, Siobhan. It’s mostly civilian posts you’ll be losing.’


‘I’ll have to do my own typing? And fingerprinting? Maybe train myself up to carry out autopsies …?’


They broke off as their starters arrived, and ate without saying much more. In the pause before the mains, Clarke took out her phone, thinking she might do a Google search for Owen Traynor, but she was getting no signal.


‘Reception comes and goes,’ Galvin explained. ‘Hard to believe sometimes we’re in the middle of a city.’


‘A capital city at that.’ She closed the phone down again. Their waiter had returned to ask how they were enjoying the wine. ‘It’s fine,’ Clarke told him, though she noticed Galvin hadn’t touched his. Nor had he made much headway with the aperitif.


‘Keeping a clear head for the morning?’ she chided him.


‘Something like that,’ he replied.


Half an hour later, as the plates from their main courses were cleared, they were asked if they wanted to see the dessert list. Clarke looked at her companion and shook her head.


‘Any teas or coffees?’


Clarke and Galvin shared another look. ‘There’s coffee back at mine,’ he offered.


‘And broadband?’ she queried.


‘And broadband,’ he confirmed. Then, after a pause: ‘Is this us continuing the consultation?’


‘It is,’ Clarke said with a widening smile.


Rebus only had the one drink at the Oxford Bar, then took a cab back to the car park at Gayfield Square so he could pick up his Saab. He knew he could always change his mind, but knew too that he probably wouldn’t. The lights were red at South Clerk Street. If he signalled right, he would be heading home. But when the light turned green he went straight ahead, towards Cameron Toll and Old Dalkeith Road. This time of night, the car parks at the Royal Infirmary were half empty, but Rebus pulled up at a double yellow line, sliding out the POLICE OFFICIAL BUSINESS sign from beneath the passenger seat and wedging it between dashboard and windscreen. He popped a stick of peppermint gum into his mouth, locked the car and walked into the hospital.


He was nearing Jessica’s room when the door opened. He recognised Alice Bell. She was with a young man. He had tousled hair and wore faded baggy denims, plus a black V-neck T-shirt. Clean-shaven, with pale green eyes.


‘Bit of a limp you’ve got there,’ Rebus said, indicating Forbes McCuskey’s left leg.


‘Twisted my ankle.’


‘Any whiplash to go with that?’


Bell was squeezing McCuskey’s forearm. ‘This is the policeman,’ she told him.


‘I’d kind of worked that out.’


Rebus slid his hands into his pockets. ‘Any chance we could have a word, Forbes?’


‘What about?’


‘Jessica’s accident.’


‘What do you need to speak to me for?’


‘We usually like to interview witnesses – helps us compile an accurate picture …’


‘But I wasn’t there.’


‘And your ankle’s just a coincidence?’


‘Happened a few days back in the stairwell at Great King Street.’


‘That’s true,’ Alice Bell confirmed hurriedly.


Rebus nodded slowly, eyes flitting between the two. ‘Coincidence, then. But we’d still like to get a few details from you.’


‘Tonight?’


‘Tomorrow will do. You could come to Gayfield Square at ten.’


McCuskey thought for a moment. ‘Ten should be okay,’ he decided.


Rebus handed him a card with his number on. ‘In case of complications. And if you need a lift back into town, I’ll be heading that way in five minutes.’


‘We’ve got a taxi coming,’ Bell said.


‘Tomorrow, then.’


‘Tomorrow,’ Forbes McCuskey agreed.


Jessica’s father had appeared in the doorway. ‘Everything okay?’ he asked.


‘Fine, sir,’ Rebus assured him, watching as McCuskey and Bell headed for the exit. Rebus turned towards Traynor. ‘Still managing to stay awake, then?’


‘I’ve found a hotel room in town. They’re sending a car for me in half an hour or so.’


They had made their way into the room. ‘Hello again,’ Rebus said by way of greeting to Jessica Traynor.


‘Hello,’ she answered.


‘Nice of your friends to drop in.’


‘Yes.’


‘Especially when it’s such an effort for Forbes, him having hurt his leg and all.’


She didn’t bother replying.


‘Is there something I should know?’ Traynor asked.


Rebus shrugged. ‘Not really, sir. Just that there’s a train of thought says maybe a careful driver wasn’t behind the wheel.’ He turned towards the patient. She still lay flat on her back, and her hair needed a wash. ‘I’m thinking maybe he wasn’t insured, or he had something in his system. All minor stuff as far as it goes, but fleeing the scene of an accident … and tampering with the scene …’


‘Placing Jessica in the driver’s seat, you mean?’ The muscles in Traynor’s face had tightened. He went to the side of the bed, looming over his daughter. ‘Is that what happened? Did that little shit leave you there, not even phoning an ambulance?’


But Jessica’s eyes were closing. ‘He wasn’t there,’ she said, her voice just above a whisper. ‘He wasn’t there, he wasn’t there.’


Traynor saw Rebus out, walking with him all the way to the main foyer.


‘We’ll question him in the morning,’ Rebus explained. ‘See if we can move things along.’


‘And if not?’


‘No huge harm done, I wouldn’t have thought. I mean, you can blame him for speeding maybe, but unless one of them tells us the truth …’ Rebus paused. ‘You know he’s the son of a prominent politician?’
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