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			Those who were seen dancing were thought to be insane by those who could not hear the music.


			—Nietzsche




		
			Chapter I

			Friday, 13th of December.




			The stone in Edinburgh is never truly warm. The soft sandstone is dug from the hills around the town, emerging golden and pink. Even in the height of the short summer, if you press your fingernails into the grey, sun-baked stone it will powder, and the damp and cold of centuries of winters and northern rain will chill your skin and seep through to your heart. And yet she reels and dances in her grubby finery, in carved stone of crowns and spires stretching into the sky above the monuments of church and state. But you can smell it on your hands, the reek of filth that once lined her streets and seeped into the sooty, rain-sodden stone, and hangs there like a sickness in an old whore. 

			In the midnight darkness of my room, the blue lights pulsating three floors below, I had not looked out the window. But in the morning as I hurried out the door to the street, the dark smear showed where blood had soaked into the stone. The DNA of the building had changed, and the rain would be too late. I ran from the scene and up the hill towards the Old Town, nauseous at the thought of all the blood that had leached into the soft stone of Edinburgh over the centuries.

			Once across Princes Street, the freezing wind pushed me up the Mound towards the Old Town, my legs shaking, and I stamped my feet in a rhythm to force an order and establish control. At the High Court on the corner, the Royal Mile ran left and right on the wide spine of rock that stretched behind the Castle, all the way to the Palace at the foot of the Mile. As on every working day, I paused and placed a hand against the stone of the High Court, imagining the beat of the Old Town’s black heart, then looked up and around at the high walls and gothic spires that seemed to pierce the low, shifting clouds. The only way for builders to clean Edinburgh stone was to remove a layer. Sometimes they had to go deep to scour out the blackness, from the centuries of smoke and soot suffocating the town under a black pall. Despite their efforts, it looked like the whole town had been wiped by a dirty cloth. Across the road were buildings of medieval stone, some of which remained untouched, and where the thick filth seemed slathered on, smothering the golden stone. 

			It was 07:30 and the nausea returned. I had stood in this spot every working day for the past twenty-two years, at 08:30. But Lord Campbell had asked me to attend an hour early. This had never happened before. He did not say why, or who else would be there. My vision swam and I flattened my back against the stone for support. There would be a good reason, no doubt. It could be any form of urgent legal investigation or enquiry, although there was nothing in the news, and no rumours in legal circles or on social media. My case files contained only contract disputes. Lord Campbell’s chambers were a few hundred yards away down the Mile, and I vowed to slip out and return to touch the stone at 08:30. These are habits that I hold dear and close to my heart. They give me an acute, tactile sense of control and order. 

			Sometimes, when my anxiety rises screaming from within, I retreat to the very bowels of the chambers, the dank medieval rooms below the basement that are too damp for habitation, and then stand alone in the dark until the fear of drowning in panic dissipates. 

			Swallowing hard, I pushed myself from the wall and stepped onto the Royal Mile, hurrying past St. Giles, then turned into the narrow entrance of the Advocates Close. It reeked of urine from the previous night’s revellers, as it had done for five hundred years when the ancestors of Lord Campbell had first established their legal chambers. On the wall the metal gate to the steps was unlocked and pinned open. 

			I climbed the short flight of steps to the old wooden door studded with iron and turned the handle. At the end of a low, narrow corridor, Lord Campbell’s door stood open. The metal-tipped heels of my brogues clicked against the uneven flagstones. Portraits of lawyers lined the walls, the paint blackened and stained with age, their faces almost indecipherable, but each resembling the other, in a dynasty that stretched to Lord Campbell’s door. The doors to the other offices were open, and showed the same low, medieval ceilings, flagstone floors and small, square windows. Computer cables ran up the wall and along the windows, or under ornate Persian rugs, some threadbare near the door. I could hear the crackling of the fire and smell the wood smoke, and strode forward to stand in the doorway. 

			Lord Campbell sat in his shiny suit, high on a cushion, like a child sitting in his father’s chair, leaning over his desk, his head bowed, engrossed in a sheaf of papers. The fire behind him spat sparks up the chimney. I always found him a vacuous poseur, and his position owing to his name, rather than any proficiency in law. He valued my work, although solely for its efficacy. He laughs with the others, treating me as an idiot savant, but that does not concern me. He’s just another noise outside my office. I care only for those things that matter. And Lord Campbell, for all his finery and frippery, does not matter. Above the fireplace was a picture of his father, the late Lord Advocate, a great man who had served every Conservative government since the Sixties. I despised them both and the line of swine that preceded them. 

			His head jerked up. “Ah, Lawless.” 

			My voice was hoarse. “Good morning.”

			“Come in, Lawless. Please, sit down.”

			Shoving the door closed, I sat opposite him on an ancient, upright wooden chair that creaked at every joint.

			Campbell sat back and placed his hands in his lap. “Firstly, thank you, Lawless, for coming in so early. I know you’re a man of habit, and I admire that. But the gravity of this issue requires a different and more confidential approach.”

			I clasped my hands to stop them shaking as a welcome anger warmed my stomach. If this sleekit gype had called me here for a private chat away from the others, it would not warrant such a self-important, clandestine approach. He simply had to close his bloody door. “If there is any issue with my work, then I see no need for…”

			“What? No…” He leaned forward. “Lawless, you are the most diligent and dedicated lawyer I have ever worked with. Your attention to detail is obsess… No, it’s…”

			“It is obsessive. It is a gift and a curse. I am well aware of my approach to matters of law.”

			“Well, it’s a blessing to me.”

			I did not reply. I hoped my indifference would be audible.

			“Lawless, we have not always seen eye to eye and there are occasions when I could have been a more considerate and supportive employer. But, you must know, I value your work a great deal more than any other member of these chambers, and that should have been made clear. You plough through the most complex case law faster than any other lawyer in Scotland. It is an extraordinary gift. I fully understand that you like to stay under the radar and not indulge in the usual showbiz antics of our brother lawyers. Others have come and gone over the years, but you are the bedrock of this firm. I see you happy and content in your work. Is that simply my comfortable illusion?”

			A wet log hissed on the fire. I am happy and content if I step out of these chambers intact every evening and make it back to the safe harbour of my flat. “No. I’m fine.”

			“You’re a man of strict habits. And in all your time here I’ve never seen you indulge in office romances or petty political battles, or even tittle tattle. You rise above it all. I have always admired that.”

			Others would describe me differently. The young lawyers upsetting the line of pencils on my desk to annoy me, and then laughing as I rearranged them with a ruler. They murmur about me being autistic, and their ignorance and insensitivity around such a condition infuriates me. I am nothing of the sort. I simply desire order and I am more than aware of my obsession, and the compulsion. It is who I am.

			Campbell sat back in his chair and had to stick his elbows out to reach the armrests. “Hector, you’re here because you are the only lawyer I can absolutely trust. You are the only person in whom I can confide with complete candour.”

			Shifting my weight in my chair, the creaking made me fear it would collapse under me. I had no idea how to reply.

			“Are you still involved with King George’s School,” said Campbell, “our old alma mater?”

			“Yes, I taught marksmanship to the Army Cadets last year. We use the Army’s firing range at Castlelaw in the Pentland Hills. They now have an Army instructor. I was no longer required.” If I had levelled a rifle at him, the muzzle would touch his forehead. 

			“Those schooldays at the range were always grand fun,” said Campbell. “But the army was never for me, so I’ve no idea why my father sent me to King George’s.”

			The lie stunned me into silence. It was well known that was he expelled from Heriots for some salacious transgression. King George’s was usually for sons of the military, a boarder school while officers and NCOs were overseas on service. My father had taught English there, and teachers’ children were allocated a place.

			“There have been...” Campbell closed his eyes for a moment, “some reports. Very disturbing reports.” He stood and looked out the narrow window onto the Royal Mile. He made to push his chair back, but it was too heavy for him to move. “What I’m about to tell you is in the strictest confidence. It is no exaggeration when I say that this is akin to a state secret. And many powerful men would go to any lengths to ensure that it stays a secret.” He looked directly at me. “I am not one of those men, Hector. I will not bow down.” He lifted his chin. “What is carved in stone above the close we enter every day?”

			My eyes were usually squeezed shut against the smell to bother reading it. “Fiat justitia ruat caelum.” Let justice be done though the heavens fall. “It originated in the Roman Senate.”

			Campbell sat down. “I am in possession of a signed statement by a young man. It describes a paedophile ring operating at King George’s School. It identifies a man and details his abuse. Another man is yet to be identified.”

			The blood rushed to my neck and face. For a moment the thought of grabbing him and pushing him face first into the fire flashed through my mind. “Is this why I’m here? You suspect me of…?”

			He held up his hands. “Hector, please, I hold your integrity in the highest regard. There is no doubt that if you had any knowledge of these terrible crimes you would have informed myself or the police. That’s why you are here. You are the last person on earth to be involved in such horror.”

			The blood pounded in my ears. A shiver ran through me and my face twitched. “Two men?”

			“Yes. Now, you have excellent skills in legal investigation, you know the school and how it operates. You have talked to the boys in the normal course of your association with the Cadets, no?”

			“Yes, on occasion, although they have said nothing.”

			“The abusers operate within a small group of boys. The most vulnerable and those they can threaten and manipulate. They are most likely not in the Cadets. What I want you to do, Hector, is use your skills to compile the evidence against these men.”

			“My skills?” So, this was it. My skill in building a criminal case. My attention to detail that had made me the enemy of many grandiose defence lawyers. I relaxed in the chair, but it creaked once more and I sat forward. “Does anyone else know of this?”

			“No. And we can trust no one. King George’s is a cradle of politicians and top brass. If news of an investigation got out, MI5 and Police Scotland would close it down. And possibly close these chambers. And you. So, think carefully. You can walk away and I will accept your word that you will tell no one. If you choose not to help me, then the abuse will continue. This task requires levels of dedication, guile and strength not found in ordinary men. Nevertheless, you have my complete assurance, Hector, that I understand.”

			We sat in silence. There was no doubt. I lifted my head and sat up straight, then grabbed the edge of chair as it groaned and threatened to collapse. “I’ll do it.”

			Campbell reached over and shook my hand. “Thank you. Thank you, Hector.” He lifted a folder on his desk and took out a piece of lined paper. It was torn from a school jotter. 

			He handed it towards me. A name. The bile rose high in my throat.

			“They say a problem shared is a problem halved,” said Campbell. “But that is really not the case here.” He held out a hand for the paper, folded it once then placed it on the fire. 

			The childish scrawl in pencil, of the name Mungo Hastings, flared and turned to silver ash.

			“Such is the influence and power of Mungo Hastings, that Westminster will not allow any scandal to emerge. It will bring down the Government. And I know from personal experience the lies and duplicity of Mungo Hastings.”

			I said nothing.

			“But then you probably knew such gossip,” said Campbell. “When I was young, we were close friends. We were never seen apart. Then he assaulted a boy at school. I got the blame and was expelled. His family were members of the school board. And he went on to be Head Boy. He was a liar and a pervert then, as he is now.” 

			“I had heard… Something of that story.”

			“I’m sure. But this is not revenge. A man in my position has no need of such tawdry desires.”

			And Mungo Hastings would wipe the floor with you in court, I thought. A mouse against a lion of the law.

			“No, my personal revenge pales into insignificance compared to the abuse of a child. It has taken all these years, but at last the beast has shown his true colours. We cannot let him continue.” His hands shook when he took them from the arm of the chair, and he rubbed them against his face, wiping his eyes.

			I had never seen him so affected.

			Campbell cleared his throat and thrust his chin into the air, his eyes blinking. “At least at King George’s I was away from his malign influence. God knows what would have happened to me if I stayed.”

			He sat in silence. Pressing my palms together, I slowed my breathing for a moment until I was ready. “You said two men?”

			“Yes. One remains unidentified. And I’m sure you can see why we cannot give this case to any of our regular legal investigators. Ex-policemen are part of a network that may be entirely compromised in this instance. I want you to gather the evidence on these two men. Please, do not talk to the boys. We cannot place them in any danger. Gather all the evidence you can. Try and find the second man, but Hector…”

			My hands gripped the chair.

			“If there is any suspicion of our activities, we will lose everything. And all the evidence will be destroyed.” Campbell opened a drawer in his desk and lifted out a large camera and lens. “I dabble in photography in my spare time. This is a 35mm SLR that uses rolls of film. A relic from before the digital age. Do you know how to use it?”

			“Yes, sir, I have something similar at home and have used it in the past.” The cold nights on the roof of my building, hidden from view, and trying to catch the Northern Lights or the storms coming over from Norway.

			“Good.” He handed over several rolls of film. “I have a darkroom at home. When a roll is complete, deliver it here at this time.”

			“I’m sure I can…”

			“I will hide the rolls and only develop them when we are ready to go public. It’s easier to hide rolls of film than stacks of photographs.”

			“But a digital camera and memory card will be safer.”

			“No, we must keep everything offline. Analogue and old school. Do not store any evidence in electronic form, it would be vulnerable to being hacked, stolen or destroyed. We must not underestimate the abilities of the Security Services.”

			I shoved the rolls of film in the pockets of my jacket. “Understood.”

			“You have little time to prepare, I’m afraid, although I know you will do what you can.” He turned to where the paper that had held the name was a thin film of ash. “Hastings returns to Edinburgh late tonight.”

			The thoughts raced in my head, but none that made sense. I needed order. I needed away from here.

			“Now, I’m giving you two weeks’ holiday. Your work will be delegated to others with an explanation that you have a medical condition that requires rest and that you are not to be contacted.”

			“But…”

			“Don’t worry, you have far more important things to deal with. Go home and prepare for your investigations and remember, nothing digital or online. If you have to contact me, then we shall meet here, at this time. Any questions?”

			“You said you had a statement from a young man, detailing the abuse. Would that not be sufficient testimony? Should we not search for corroboration as a priority?”

			Campbell face tightened and he sat back in his chair. “You would have found out in your investigations, so it makes sense to tell you.” He half-turned towards the window. “A young man came to me last week. An ex-pupil of King George’s. His behaviour at the school had become so disturbed that he was expelled three months ago. His father is overseas on operation. Social services soon lost track of the boy. He refused any help and took to the streets. His life descended into the gutter, into drugs and prostitution. It was he who told me of the abuse by Hastings. He was terrified.” Campbell’s voice shook. “But when I heard his story, I promised him I would protect him, and sat with him as he wrote his statement. The page was wet with his tears. The next day he was found dead. By his own hand.” Campbell looked down at the desk. “His name was Alex Gillan.” He pushed himself off the chair. “You must go. Others will arrive soon.”

			I stood and turned towards the door.

			“Though the heavens fall, Hector.”

		


		
			Chapter II

			I know who I am. My shoulder brushed the wall as I weaved down the corridor towards Advocates Close. I know why he chose me. At the end of the corridor is a mirror for those adjusting their wigs and robes before going to court. There are no mirrors in my house. I know what I look like.

			The bitter wind had picked up and funnelled down the narrow entrance to the close, cleansing the stink. To the left lay the steep steps descending towards Cockburn Street and then out to Waverley station, but I had to touch the High Court stone once more.

			The wind lessened once past the corner of the High Court and I stood with my back to the wall, one hand flat against the cold stone and the other pretending to check my phone. It took a few moments to get it out of my pocket, my freezing fingers slipping on the plastic. Staring at the blank screen, a faint sense of order tingled through my hand pressed against the stone. This time, the black heart would beat for me.

			Campbell might protest that his actions were not born out of petty revenge, and I had no doubt that any decent man would hold the justice of the children above all, but he would not deny himself that pleasure when the time came. He would dance alone in his chambers, in a childish jig of retribution.

			I know why he chose me. I am no fool. I am deniable. If MI5 found me then Campbell could deny everything and save his skin, and his chambers. And if it came to it, he would. His new found love for my work didn’t fool me. But he trusted me, the only one he could tell. The only one in that office with a shred of dignity or common decency. And they would not look away as I was torn apart. 

			My legs weakened and I knelt to stop myself from falling and placed a hand on my shoelaces, keeping my head low. I had to establish order. My anger rose at this public display of weakness, at having been put in this position and my blood coursed and the skin on my neck warmed, despite the chill. I tested the strength in my legs then stood, my hand on the stone one last time and turned away, down towards the Mound and Princes Street.

			Below me, from the top of the Mound, lay the roofs of the New Town and I wanted to be home. The panic started in my chest and surged through me and tears welled up in my eyes, and I was almost overcome with a desire to simply stop and lie down in the street. In front was a bench beside a bus stop. No, people would pass on the way to the office. Across the road an alley led up to the Writer’s Museum, and in the corner to the left, a heavy wooden table sat in the courtyard of a café. I stumbled across the road and sat on the bench, my collar zipped up until it was under my nose. 

			My legs were clamped together, arms folded tight across my chest, my torso rocking back and forth. There’s something different with me. What others would call wrong. But it’s not wrong to me, it is my suit of armour. It gives me power and control and makes me happy. From my pocket I took out five one pound coins, counting them and passing them from one hand to the other and spoke out loud, my voice masked by the wind whipping around my face and hair. One, two, three, four, five.

			My colleagues laugh and mock me behind my back, but I do not care. I do not care for their opinions. They are nothing to me. I treat them with kindness and respect even when it is often undeserved, because it pleases me, and because it is the right thing to do. And my indifference is my retaliation. Many can stand insults, few can stomach being ignored.

			One, two, three, four, five. My rules and habits have always held me together. A warm calm returned to my chest as my grip slackened to hold the coins in my palm.

			A picture of the name on the schoolbook paper was fixed in my mind. Mungo Hastings. Secretary of State for Scotland, and a Westminster cabinet minister. My head snapped back and I squeezed the coins tight and slowly passed them from one hand to the other until the tremors stopped. I had attended the trial of a man accused of child abuse. Mungo Hastings had given his personal witness and assurance under oath that the accused was with him and nowhere near the orphanage where the abuse had taken place. The case fell apart. The two victims took their own lives. And the accused man that walked free was now the Prime Minister.

			It didn’t take a lawyer to work out what would happen when Mungo Hastings was found guilty. 

			Hastings would face me in the dock, listening to my evidence and to the words that would bring down a Prime Minister and a government. 

			 Leaning over, I placed my forehead onto my cold fists and thought of the boys laying on the ground and pointing their rifles down the range. Had any of them been abused? Their faces appeared, looking back at me, but they did not talk or smile. They had no voice. They could not stand up in court. They would be torn to shreds. As would their lives. 

			Even if they came for me, it must be done. The name of Hector Lawless would be on the lips of every news organisation across the globe. My life would be picked apart on news shows and social media. And a few hundred yards behind me, my papers and my evidence would be recorded and stored in the annals of Scottish history, in the vaults of the National Library of Scotland.

			Looking north, the clouds seemed to reach down to touch the skyline of the New Town as if to smother the truth, but everyone would know the name of Hector Lawless. The boys would have a voice through me. And the thought of what came after and the hounds of the press made my head twist hard to the side. Although for once, it did not seem to matter. It truly did not seem to matter. I stood and leaned on the table and found my strength. I held on tight to the coins for a moment then placed them back in my pocket, took a few deep breaths of the freezing air and stepped down onto the Mound towards Princes Street.

			There would be no return to this life once the truth was told. I would disappear. Sell the flat and take off somewhere warm, somewhere quiet, where no one could find me. This dream that often came to me in the night. Now, the idea made me smile. Because my work would be done. There could be no greater work than this. A career of contract disputes and defending wealthy capitalist criminals would be forgotten, as all the ghosts of the men and women who had sat at my desk for five hundred years before me were forgotten. The boys would be believed and helped, and those that followed would be saved. I would save them. 

			Taking longer strides, I pulled down the zip of my jacket and let the wind blow around my neck and face. The cold gave me a power. Campbell could not trust any other legal investigator, or those retired policemen playing at being private eyes. They could not do what needed to be done. They have their masters. They will always have masters. Campbell had asked me to simply gather evidence. But he knew that if Hector Lawless gathered evidence it would be detailed and comprehensive. I am, after all, a details man. He knows the depth of my planning, my passion for the finer points of law that infuriates those around me. It would be more than a few photos. He was expecting a report that would nail a defence lawyer to the deck before he even opened his mouth. Picking up speed, I let my arms swing at my sides, feeling the coins jangle in my pocket as I turned onto Princes Street. Campbell was right, none of this evidence could be kept online. Any suspicion of an investigation and they would close ranks and MI5 would destroy any evidence. The entire combined forces of the establishment would rise against me.

			I turned towards George Street, striding to the top of the hill, my jacket open and the gusting wind spurred me on. Across the River Forth the hills of the Kingdom of Fife were still in darkness under coal-black clouds.

			The wind turned and came from behind, pushing me down the hill. Campbell said he wanted everything on film. But if Campbell’s office or home were raided then everything would be gone. And all my evidence. 

			The entrance to my street was crowded with parked cars and lined on both sides with Georgian terraced houses, four storeys high. It always reminded me of Downing Street in its simplicity, which hid grand Georgian ballrooms and light-filled drawing rooms, even though most of these mansions had been divided up into flats. My own flat was on the top floor. If they came for me, there was no escape other than over the rooftops, the secret playground of my youth.

			At the corner of the building was a gap in the terrace, where a cobbled lane led through an arch to a row of mews cottages behind the building, used as garages. The lane under the arch was dark and damp, but I was nearly home, and soon emerged into a courtyard. The rear of the terraced houses lacked the style and finely worked sandstone of the front and were covered in cast-iron pipes and heating vents. My garage door opened into semi-darkness, then locked behind me. Above the workbench was pinned a Polaroid of my father and me, bent over the engine bay of a Morris Minor. I was wearing my King George’s school kilt. Anger made my head fly back and my shoulders twist around, one leg giving way, but I held on to the workbench and slowly forced myself down until the scent of old oil in the wood, that had fallen from my father’s hand, calmed and strengthened me. 

			Campbell might prosecute the case and demand the full penalty of the law, but while the evidence was gathered, I would be outside their world, which made me almost laugh out loud. 

			Outlaw.

			If they came for me, I would lose everything. Both preparations and sacrifices must be made. 

		


		
			Chapter III

			The door closed behind me. At the end of the short passage lay the square hall at the centre of my flat, and where my bedroom door lay open. My bed was unmade. A shock stabbed through me, thinking I had disturbed a burglar, then realising the covers lay where I had thrown them back early in the morning. I strode down the hall and made a vow that this would never happen again. From now on, whatever happened, order and routine would be paramount, for there was no moment in my life where it had been more important. This is what happened when my daily habits were disturbed. It was unacceptable. 

			Pulling the bed clothes tight around the edge of the mattress, I leaned over and picked up her pillow, which lay untouched next to mine. 

			I held her pillow in my hands. It would be twenty years this summer. She had left early in the morning before I woke. She had loved me. She had told me so the night before, in my arms. In the morning, all that was left was the depression in the pillow where her head had been. It was silly and sentimental to keep it all these years, but it’s all I had of her. It is truly all I had. For she had come to say goodbye. 

			By the time the winter sun shone through my bedroom window and woken me, she would have been on a train with her parents, on the journey that would take them to Australia. There was no question of her staying behind. We were so young. 

			And from that night she carried our child. She did not know. In the days before such things were possible, I did not know her final destination, other than the ship docked in Sydney. I placed her pillow next to mine. 

			I am told I am not an unattractive man. I have enough vanity to be pleased by this, but it has no relevance to my work. There has been occasion where young ladies have been especially kind to me, although they are soon dissuaded. I no longer have the skills to engage in a relationship and do not know if I would value such a thing.

			I turned out of the bedroom and stood in the middle of the hall, the doors leading off to the other rooms. My flat was much the same as all the other flats in the building. They were alike in the size of the rooms, the bedrooms and box rooms. But the layout was always different where the smaller rooms had been arranged to fit into the larger, older layout and much grander rooms of the original mansion house, with vast drawing rooms, music rooms and ballrooms. In the years after 1800 when the building was completed, staff numbers had slowly declined as the factories grew, and over the years the political and social power of the aristocracy and haute bourgeoisie had melted away. From the Crimean War to the Second World War, each grand building in the New Town had been subdivided and sold off. Grand fireplaces still stood in the entrance halls, black and empty, and the wide, winding staircases remained, leading to every level, lit by a central cupola during daylight hours. But now the high doors on each floor led off to narrow corridors and to much smaller rooms. It was not uncommon to see a fragment of an ornate cornice appear high on the wall of a windowless box room that had once been the corner of a ballroom and lit by high Georgian windows and candelabra.

			My front door opened onto the original grand staircase. I had grown up in this flat and knew every inch of the building and every noise made by its ancient wooden skeleton, clothed by soot-flecked sandstone. Above me was the hatch to the attic and in front, the door of a small, windowless box room. I opened the door. Shelves lined one side and were filled with my collection of stationery. On one shelf was a thick plastic ring binder. I picked it up and turned to the other side of the box room, lined with cardboard storage boxes, then laid the folder on a box and blew dust from the cover. It was not marked with a name. I know her name.

			And if the storm comes, she must never be found.

			She became a teacher. Years later, when such things were possible and information appeared online, it was evident that she had moved with her parents to Queensland. As online access increased so did the picture of her life and a little of what had happened since that day. Over the years I gathered more information and on occasion very much enjoyed looking through the folder, perhaps at Christmas or New Year, wondering what might have been. Like me, she had little time for social media, but as a teacher, her photograph appeared on the school website. She was so beautiful. And so was her daughter. My daughter.

			The shock of discovery has never left me. I saw a young girl in her arms and assumed a happy union with her husband. He was tall and seemed kind and affectionate, and in the photographs they had together she looked so young, yet happy and content, and it made me happy. This was, in fact, akin to an act of voyeurism, though there was no malice in my intent. 

			For a long time, I told myself to be satisfied with my findings, that she had taken a profession, started a family, and from accounts she seemed happy and content. But, I am a details man. On discovering the date of the young girl’s birth, it was a simple task to trace back to the day her mother had left Edinburgh. For years this kept me awake when sleep was all I desired. My daughter grew, proud and happy, but the joy in my heart was to see the face of her mother once again.

			That day I placed the folder in the box room and for ten years it was never opened. Then, on the anniversary of the day she left, I wanted to see her face, her beautiful face because it would make me happy even though it had been so long ago, and to see how they had grown. I found my daughter’s social media page.

			There was no happiness. Only a message saying that after a short illness her mother had died and her family loved her and missed her so much. That day the folder was closed and stored in the box room once more, and I did not believe I would ever be happy again. But after this morning, there was a light, shining and warming in my soul, if you believe such a thing exists.

			 It was not happiness, it was something much greater. 

			I held the folder tight to my chest and carried it into the hall. Even if she had escaped the storm yet to come, the jackals of the press would be there to feast on her memory.

		


		
			Chapter IV

			I never thought I’d grow old here. I never pictured myself, back bent, shuffling from room to room, and I’ve never known why. Standing in the hall, the doors led off to each room. The door to the box room stood open, the boxes neatly stacked against the wall. Whatever happened from this day on, everything would change.

			My mouth dried and an anger arose in me, flaring through my chest and down to the tips of my fingers which gripped the folder. What would happen to those men in prison would not be enough, yet such was the law. This was how it should be, how it had to be. The alternative was chaos and butchery. My heart slowed as the anger passed. But it would return. Because I knew myself, and knew it was time to leave. 

			For good or bad, when I stood in the dock to give evidence, my name would be on the lips of every newsreader or screaming headline of the vacuous, vicious print media. They would tell of my behaviour, my dedication to my job, but they would titillate their readers with tales from former colleagues, and turn a simple desire for order and neatness into a freak show. I am no fool. I know how they sell their news. Give the readers what they want. Scandal, treachery and filth. Feed their fears and soothe them just enough to let the terror return each day, so they buy another daily edition to get their fix. Facts don’t sell advertising. 

			My head fell back and I closed my eyes to rid myself of these thoughts. What would happen could not be stopped, although precautions could be taken to protect myself. 

			The folder was heavy in my hands. Nothing must be allowed to taint her memory or identify our daughter. And when she held her newborn, did she think of me? And when she was dying, was my name on her lips, unspoken? 

			Did she remember my name?

			It was of no matter. No one would find any connection to her. The only connection was here, in this folder. 

			In the sitting room, the morning was grey through the windows. And for all the brown, heavy Victorian furniture that my parents had left me, all still in the same place, the room seemed irrelevant and ethereal, then cold and empty and it was comforting to me. 

			At first, it was a pinprick of light in the darkness of my mind, but it grew. Faint yet strong. It was exciting in a small way, then it made me shiver with fear, or pleasure. A heat rose in my throat against the cold around me, then on my face and hands, and through the coldness of everything in my life it felt like the end of a season. Winter would end, and I had the unyielding sense that this was my leaving. I would shuffle off this chill skin and find somewhere by a warm sea. My Spring, which would come. It felt natural and true. And it could not be stopped. 

			But I must leave before the storm broke. When I had finished compiling my evidence against Mungo Hastings, then the verdict would be next and then the heavens would fall. 

			The flat would have to be abandoned and everything in it. Except my yellow bowl in the kitchen. This did not make me pause. Around, above and below me was just wood and stone. I was proud of not being emotionally attached, then I held the folder tight against my chest. Such is the way and the weakness of human nature. Yet it would not be a threat to me. Preparations would be made, in detail. Avoiding the press before a trial would be straightforward. My passport was up to date and a taxi would take me to a container port down the coast rather than an airport, and the next day would see me in the Netherlands with the European continent open before me. Money would not be an issue. My parents had moved their wealth offshore many years before they passed away. It was not a fortune, but would enable me to live comfortably. And since my youth, perhaps I had always wanted to leave.

			And there was so much to leave behind, but nothing that mattered. Nothing other than what was in my hands, her pillow and the bowl in the kitchen. I crossed the room to the fireplace, where the logs were stacked ready to light, and knelt and placed the folder on the floor. 

			I did not need this paper and ink. Her face was clear in my mind, every detail, lit by candlelight on our last night. I struck a match to light the kindling under the logs, which burned fast with a yellow flame, blackening the logs on top. To the left of the fireplace was a basket with more kindling, but the flames died. The chimney was cold and might fill the room with smoke. That would not matter. It would burn, and that was all that was needed. The leaving could not truly begin until this step, this offering, this cleansing. 

			To the right of the fireplace was an Edinburgh press, a tall cupboard that looked like a doorway to another room. I opened the door to the shallow shelves, only six inches deep, and took out a box of firelighters. 

			Crumbling the firelighters over the kindling, I stared into the fire, behind the logs to the blackened bricks, then stood and placed both hands on the wall while the fire smoked beneath me. What if Campbell inadvertently destroyed the evidence when processing the roll of film? Or MI5 got to him before he presented the case to the world? 

			Behind the stone of the chimney breast was the box room. One copy of the evidence was not enough, and the windowless box room would make an excellent darkroom for processing. After all, I thought, I am a details man.

			The logs began to smoke and smoulder.

			Shops would be opening soon. Hardware and DIY stores in Stockbridge or on the outskirts of town would have the photography equipment I required to construct a darkroom, and all the chemicals required for film processing. I turned away from the fire and hurried to the box room, and took down three fresh notebooks and three boxes of new pencils, then returned to the sitting room and sat at my table. I headed the first notebook ‘Facts and Assumptions’ and began to list the known details of the case. In the other two books, I would list the equipment that could be bought locally and that which could be bought online and delivered. 

			The fire had caught now, and yellow flames rolled around the logs.

			Lord Campbell said that Hastings would return tonight. That did not give me much time. The darkroom aside, there were many things required. The Shipping Forecast during my morning bath had said that there was a storm coming in from the Atlantic. The words of my father came back to me, as we stood before a wide Highland glen, the mountains lost in mist, and the wind buffeting the heather around us. 

			There is no such thing as bad weather, laddie. Only the wrong clothes. 

			I decided to add some waterproofs to the list. Preparation is everything. I worked methodically, moving between notebooks as the thoughts filled my head, listing every requirement and their priority, every eventuality and its likelihood. Then I wrote each list out again and placed them in front of me on the table, and read them once more, making relevant annotations. Once finished, I felt the calm return. The simple, peaceful pleasure of working in a logical manner gave me joy. The fire was burning evenly and well across the neatly stacked logs, and that pleased me very much. It was time. 

			I knelt before the fire and turned the folder over and opened it at the last page, to hide her face. Her memory would leave this place. We would leave together. I fed the first photograph face down into the fire.

			Her name was Elspeth.

		


		
			Chapter V

			It had taken most of the day and several trips in my car, mostly stuck in rush hour traffic under a darkening sky, but the last of my photographic purchases lay in the hall, and as the stack of boxes became higher, the unease began, followed by the clamour behind my eyes. I knew how it would end, and that it must not happen. It had to be stopped before the new things engulfed me.

			Unopened boxes surrounded me on each side and in a moment my mouth was dry and my vision blurred with tears. All these things had been selected and paid for, yet I had not yet touched them. I had to touch them for them to be mine.

			I grabbed a box cutter and slashed each box in turn, hacking through the plastic and packing to touch the contents with at least two fingers. A folding table, trays, lamp stands, bottles of chemical and others things I couldn’t recall; I pushed the boxes aside as each object became mine. 

			When finished, I stood still among the ugly chaos, but now they were mine and would be dealt with alphabetically and in good order. I did not like strange objects in my flat. I do not like unfamiliarity. Although everything was now mine until it was released due to breakage or redundancy. All that remained was to empty each box, cut and sort the cardboard and packing into similar sizes, bind them with tape and stack them for disposal. There were so many different sized boxes. The last vestiges of panic swirled in my head and flickered in my chest, then grew like anger and my head flicked back.

			My eyes squeezed shut for a moment as the horror grew, but this time I knew what to do. I can stop this, I thought. I am home, in my flat, this is mine, all this is now mine. Order and prioritise.

			Hearing the words in my head warmed me. My head flicked again, this time not so hard, and holding the box cutter high above me, I began breathing slowly. I was in control. Everything could wait another few moments. Everything here, everything around me was mine, and entirely at my disposal.

			A tremor under my feet told me my neighbours had arrived home, slamming their ill-fitting door. In the first days after the death of my parents this had continually annoyed me, but as I became truly alone and found my peace, I understood I could hold my calm as if in my palm, and the noise outside my world soon became irrelevant. It was all just detritus around me. 

			I turned to the biggest box, cutting straight slow lines to cut the cardboard into equal sizes and stacked each item against the opposite wall. The physical movement and the smooth action of the blade calmed me as it harvested each box in a clockwise direction, until they were emptied, cut and stacked. 

			Happy with my work, I walked through to the sitting room and sat at the table in front of my lists, checking off each item. The other purchases would arrive tomorrow via several delivery services. This thought brought back a distant flare of panic, of continual strange faces at my door and more boxes. I tried to ignore the tightening of my throat and read each list twice out loud. When my voice stopped shaking, I stood and took slow, measured steps through to the kitchen, each step in time with my breathing. 

			In the middle of the table was my yellow pear bowl. I lowered myself into a chair, then reached out and held the bowl in my hands. Despite the season, the yellow ceramic was never cold to the touch, and the burning sunshine colour filled me with warmth and joy. It was the colour of the sun when you look at it just before it blinds you. But this colour, I could stare at for hours. This colour healed me. 

			It was a school project, the first thing I ever made, and the slight imperfection of the shape made it warm and welcoming. It was me, and it was mine. Once, my mother had filled it with green and yellow pears, and the combination of colours held me in rapture. I had sat in the kitchen, pretending to read a book, and sneaking glimpses when my mother was at the stove. I had gone back to see it in the night, and sat for hours, for I could not sleep without looking at it once more. 

			In the morning, the shine of the fruit had faded. Over the years I have tried to buy fruit that might bring back that sensation, but never succeeded. Nothing shone like that summer day, except the bowl. 

			 I filled the kettle and switched on my iPad then stood, eyes closed until the kettle had boiled, added two bags to the pot and counted three minutes exactly on my watch, before removing the bags. I poured the tea and carried it to the table then propped up the iPad. It was set to one page only. The Shipping Forecast.

			The ‘Sailing By’ theme tune played, then the sea areas and forecasts were read out. The rhythm and the words, the tone and timbre, delighted and soothed me. This simple joy always centres me and locates me in the chaos of the world. Each sea area is a reference point; I would know where I am, set against the other little maritime worlds around this island, each with their own life and existence and each indifferent to the little worlds of clamour and filth that closer surround me.
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