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    Liveaboard skipper and amateur sleuth Cass Lynch is busy at marine college in Scalloway, until one night she finds an acquaintance dead in a doorway, whose hand is smeared with peat ash. Rumours spread of a strange ritual linked to the witches once burned in Shetland’s ancient capital, of horned figures abroad in the night, and townsfolk behaving strangely. At first Cass dismisses these as mere superstition, until there’s a second murder, and she begins to wonder if the devil really does walk in Scalloway …
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  Dedication: To my daughter, Marnie.




  Wednesday 19th October




  




  Low Water Scalloway 03:34 BST 0.5m




  High Water 09:53 2.2m




  Low Water 015:480.5m




  High Water 22.08 2.3m




  




  Moon: New, 0.3%




  




  Sunrise 07:51




  Moonrise 08:00, 122 degrees




  Sunset 17:43




  Moonset 18:09, 233 degrees




  wrestin treed (n): a piece of knotted thread used by witches in their spells




  




  




  The knotted cord tumbled out from under my pillow. I didn’t register it for a moment. I was tired, after a morning of clearing undergrowth and an afternoon of college lectures on regulations for discharge of hazardous substances at sea. I’d cooked tea on my little stove, dangled a string for Cat, read a book as the autumn sunlight dipped down behind the hill, then gone for a brisk walk to warm me up before bedtime. I’d boiled the kettle, taking it off the gas ring at the first squeak of the whistle, filled my bottle, and slipped it under my pyjamas. I’d drawn the faded navy curtains along Khalida’s long windows, visited the toilet in the boating club, and brushed my teeth on deck. I’d loosened my dark plait so that my hair fell in curls round my shoulders.




  My bunk was the traditional captain’s starboard quarterberth, a long rectangle reaching back under the cockpit. The pillow was tucked under the downie at the open end. I pulled it out, and the cord fell from it like a snake striking.




  I stood for a long moment looking, my heart thumping, while Cat pounced on it, rolling on his back on the wooden floor, and kicking it with his hind legs. It wasn’t any cord I had aboard, but a fine grey twine, with five knots along its length. I stretched my hand down and eased it from Cat’s claws.




  It was about sixty centimetres long, and the knots were simple half-reef knots – or, I amended, looking closer, three were the correct right-over-left and two were half-grannies. I knew what it was: a wrestin treed, the old folk would call it, a witch-token, made by five people, a knot each, and an evil-eye charm muttered as the fingers tied. I found myself looking up at Khalida’s curtained windows as if there were eyes outside, watching to see how I reacted to their malice. One of them had come into my home and slipped this piece of malevolence where it would dissipate its poison into my head.




  If I believed that kind of thing, I told myself. Seven years ago I’d sailed with a Venezuelan who swore by it, and one of the other crew had almost given him a heart attack by slipping a knotted cord under his pillow; but I didn’t believe demons could harm me at the calling of a knotted piece of string. Human malevolence was different. I slipped forward to the forepeak and screwed the catch tight, then came back aft and slid home the bolts that would keep the washboards closed in the wildest of ocean storms. Nobody would come aboard my ship this night.




  I picked up the cord again. I wasn’t sure what to do with the thing. Eventually, I said an ‘Our Father’ before undoing each knot, and a ‘Hail Mary’ as my fingers worked on each one, then a final ‘Glory be’. The cord lay fluid in my hands. I never wasted cord – aboard ship, ropes are cut only in the severest of emergencies – but I wasn’t going to use this one to bind a loose shackle or whip a rope end. I set light to it in the sink, washed the ashes away and went to bed.




  I lay in my narrow berth and considered, chin propped up on my arms, the candle flickering gold beside me, and Cat purring in the crook of my neck. I’d only been in Scalloway for a month and a half. I knew my class at college, of course, and our lecturers, and Kate and Peter, whose garden I was helping clear. I’d chatted to the woman who ran the local shop. I hadn’t yet been to a dance or concert, and I hadn’t had a disagreement with anyone, so who disliked me enough to leave that unpleasant gift? I couldn’t think of a single person, let alone five of them.




  Furthermore, they’d dared to invade my space, my Khalida, my home, my sanctuary. She was my companion on soft nights with the stars hanging above us, my fellow voyager when the wind blew up and she was tilted over until the waves washed her lee window. She was my adventure and my safety. She was my self, now I was marooned ashore, one of a class of pupils in the busy North Atlantic Fisheries College. She reminded me of who I was: Cass, the mast-climber, who’d helmed tall ships in the black velvet of tropical nights. Cass, the planner, the decision-maker.




  Cass Lynch, the captain of her own ship.




  




  Wednesday 26th October




  




  High Water Scalloway 05:49 BST 1.4m




  Low Water 011:53 0.7m




  High Water 17:57 1.5m




  




  Moon waxing gibbous 73% of full




  




  Moonset 1:31, 253 degrees




  Sunrise 08:09




  Moonrise 15:43, 102 degrees




  Sunset 17:28




  ill (n): moral wickedness, evil; to do ill (v) to do evil, deal harshly with




  ill-viket (adj) : malicious




  




  

     Chapter One




    You’d have heard the door slam over the sea in Faroe. Cat froze at my heels. I hesitated on the other side of the garden wall, my hand on the old-fashioned door knob. If the household was in the middle of one of those daughter/parents rows, they wouldn’t want the gardener waltzing in. Then footsteps clattered down the flagstone path. Cat leapt nimbly into the ditch and skulked among the long, yellowed grass. I stepped back just as the door flung open, and Annette tumbled out.




    Yes, there had been a row. Her cheeks were scarlet, her eyes flashing. The wind caught her scarf as she came out of the walled garden into the sea air, and pulled one end upwards. She grabbed at it, swore, then realised I was standing there. She bit her lip, doubled her scarf with elaborate care, threaded the end through, and pulled it around her neck, grimacing as if it was too tight, then at last stood straight up to face me. Her eyes went first to the long scar running along my cheek, winced away from it and moved up to meet my eyes. ‘Hiya, Cass.’




    ‘Now then,’ I said, traditional Shetland style. Noo den, lass, foo’s du? How are you, what’s wrong? But we weren’t on those terms, and I didn’t want to be nosy.




    She shuffled one foot, as if she wasn’t sure what to say. She was one of those china-doll girls, with a smooth complexion, groomed brows, and perfectly separated eyelashes above velvet-brown eyes. Her lipstick was glossy, a dark plum colour. She was dressed in her usual purple jacket, with a black velvet beret tipped to one side on her blonde hair. Her black skirt trailed lace like the streamers on a jellyfish. It was all too artificial for a windy morning in Scalloway.




    She glanced down at Cat, slipping out of the long grass, his plume of a tail lashing, and her brow cleared. ‘He’s a bonny cat.’ She bent down to him and put out her hand. ‘Here, puss.’ His yellow eyes looked at her with disdain. He didn’t do casual caresses. She said, almost to herself, as if she’d suddenly had an idea, ‘He’s a bonny, healthy cat …’ She moved forward on her hunkers, brought her other hand forward, as if she was about to grab him, and Cat hissed and backed away.




    ‘He doesn’t like being picked up,’ I said.




    She turned her head up with a look I couldn’t read, a mixture of defiance and apology, then stood up. The petulant frown returned. ‘You ran away from home, didn’t you? When you were much younger than me?’




    ‘Sixteen,’ I agreed. I didn’t want to encourage whatever daft ideas she was brewing. ‘It wasn’t thatna good idea. It’s a tough world out there.’




    ‘But you managed.’




    ‘I lived aboard tall ships, with someone else to do the cooking, and no money worries. Bed and board taken care of, at the price of climbing a mast or two daily.’ Whatever else she did, I’d bet my last shackle Annette wouldn’t run away to sea. For a start, nobody made sensible outdoor gear in her favourite Goth black with lacy frills, and her sleek hair wouldn’t last five minutes in the wind.




    She fiddled with her scarf again. As it slipped, I saw there was one deep scratch and several smaller ones on her neck, as though she’d picked up someone’s cat, and it had fought to get away. No, the marks looked too big, too indented, with the shadow of a bruise around each – dog’s claws? They had two pointers, Dan and Candy, a pair of soft lumps. I couldn’t imagine them going for anyone’s throat. She saw me looking and pulled the scarf up to cover the marks. Her cheeks reddened. She looked away from me, and reached into her pocket for gloves, put them on carefully, finger after finger, then sighed. ‘They don’t understand!’ It came out as a suppressed wail. She drew a ragged breath, then continued, ‘They’re suffocating me. Why shouldn’t I go out and meet people, if I want to? If I think they can help me?’




    ‘No reason,’ I agreed. It wasn’t any of my business, but although what I’d heard of the rows with her parents sounded like typical teenage angst, she was eighteen, past the most dramatic stage, and well old enough to be leaving home. ‘Why don’t you get a flat for your gap year, and do what you like?’




    ‘I’d have to get a job first,’ she said.




    From the look on her face, she wasn’t going to do that, not when Daddy was willing to keep her. She must have seen the thought, for she said, defensively, ‘It’s not that easy. My degree’s going to be research-based, so I’m waiting for something in my field, as useful experience.’




    At her age I’d cleared tables and washed dishes while I waited for another ship. She drew an angry breath. ‘Anyway, I think I’m old enough to decide where I can go, and who I can see.’




    And you know perfectly well, I thought to myself, that it’s someone you shouldn’t be seeing … There was something strung up about her, as if she was determined to come to what she knew full well was the wrong decision. She glared as her father’s dark-grey BMW slipped out of Ladysmith Drive and turned left towards Lerwick. Then her face smoothed to uncertain and young. She turned her eyes towards the sea, bit her lip, then looked back at me. Her hand went back up to the scarf. ‘Cass, do you ever feel as if you’ve lived before? Like, you know, another life?’




    ‘Reincarnation?’ I shook my head. ‘Do you?’




    ‘Sometimes.’ She tugged at the scarf again. ‘This – it’s choking me.’




    I wasn’t thirty yet, but she was making me feel like my own grandmother. ‘It’s not any good running away,’ I said. ‘I didn’t run away from. I ran to. I needed the sea. Listen, if you’d like to come and talk, you know where I live?’ I turned and pointed along the shore, towards the marina that jutted out in front of the glass and tiles of the Fisheries college. ‘That’s my boat, Khalida, the little white one with the sails still on. Just give a shout from the marina gate, and I’ll come and open up.’




    She looked relieved, as if she thought I could solve all her problems. ‘I’ll maybe do that.’




    ‘Any time,’ I said. ‘I’m in most evenings.’




    Her eyes went from my face to over my shoulder, and flared in alarm. I turned my head. Three girls of around Annette’s age were coming along the sea road towards us. They were dressed in that steampunk style, leather and flounces mixed together, in shades of grey and black, like a Victorian photograph. The style extended to their make up of spiky eyelashes and black lipstick. I’d seen them hanging around the corner just short of the shop, indistinct through a cloud of tobacco smoke, victims of the recession. Shetland used to have jobs for anyone who was willing to work, but now the council was slashing front-line troops, and people who had jobs as home helps, care-centre workers and office staff were clinging on to them. Furthermore, the first casualty of the Education Department’s rush to save five million pounds had been the secondary department of Scalloway’s Junior High School. Now all the teenagers were taken by bus to the big school in Lerwick, and the small army of cleaners who used to meet the home-going pupils had been made redundant.




    These girls knew Annette. The tallest of them was giving her a hard glare from under her dye-black fringe. Annette looked back, pleading at first, then her eyes hardened and her lips set in a straight line. The tallest girl lifted one hand, and rubbed her thumb against her first two fingers in the universal ‘money’ gesture. The other two sneered.




    Annette’s chin went up. Without saying goodbye, she swung around and set off along the sea front towards the shop, shouldering through them. Her heeled boots clacked on the pavement. I watched her go for a moment, then glanced back at the other girls. The tallest girl’s hand fell slowly. Her look would have stopped a seagull in flight. The black, glossy leather, the grey frills of skirt, the poised attention of the turned heads, gave them the look of a trio of hooded crows sizing up a dying sheep. They were an ill-viket trio. If I was Annette, I’d be watching my back.




    I had a garden to clear. I turned away from the sea, and pushed the heavy wooden door open. Cat slid out of the ditch and bounded in ahead of me, plumed tail held high, showing the paler grey underneath. The starving kitten I’d found on the hillside three months ago was now a glossy young cat, slate grey on his back, with darker guard hairs, and pale stripes leading down to a grey-pink belly and neat white paws. At Brae, he’d slept happily on board while I was out, because he’d had my friend Anders’ pet Rat with him. I’d tried leaving him on board alone when I’d first come to Scalloway, but he’d clawed gouges in my woodwork in his efforts to get out. When I left the hatch open for him, he’d bounded along the dock and wriggled under the wire fence to follow me. Now he charged around Kate’s garden with Dan and Candy while we worked; otherwise, he came to college. On classroom days, he curled up in my lap, and when it was an at-sea day, I left him with Nate, who worked in the college café. It was fine and warm in the cupboard off the kitchen, to say nothing of the occasional bit of fish, so I hoped he’d still want to come home to an unheated boat as the temperature dropped.




    Inside the gate, the flagged path stretched up between sycamore trees to the old house, grey stone, and built with that early eighteenth century square look, like a house drawn by a child: steps to central porch, with door in the middle, two windows each side, three on the next floor, a rectangle of tiled roof, a chimney stack trailing smoke at each side. At least, that was how I’d drawn houses; I wondered if my friend Inga’s toddler, Peerie Charlie, drew houses like that, or if his drawings were of modern Shetland houses, made of coloured wood, with triple-insulation picture windows, a small turbine by their side, and solar panels on the roof.




    This house had belonged to the last of the lairds, the Scott family who’d dominated Scalloway life for five centuries. It had been sold after his death to a couple from England, and I’d seen the notice in the shop: ‘Wanted, person for active gardening, through October, hours to be arranged.’




    Naturally, I’d asked my pal Magnie about them. He’d phoned an old whaling crony in Scalloway, and got all the information. ‘The man’s Peter Otway, and they’re been up here for ten years or so. He’s in his mid-forties. He’s the manager o’ the RBS in Lerwick, and they rented there, then when this big house came on the market, they bought it and moved to Scalloway. The wife’s called Kate. He must be fifteen year younger as what she is. They hae just the one lass. They came up when she was just out o’ the primary school. He’s one o’ these folk who’s involved in aathing. You ken. He’s in the Rotary, and the Masons too, I’ve no doubt, though I wouldna ken meself, and he gengs oot wi’ a squad at Up Helly Aa.’




    The Lerwick Up Helly Aa, the biggest of Shetland’s fire festivals, involved a thousand guizers with flaming torches.  It was men only, you needed to have lived in the town for five years, and getting into a squad was strictly by invitation.




    ‘The manager o’ the bank, that’s aristocracy in Lerook.’ Magnie’s voice gave the town name its full blast of country scorn. ‘He’s been right in the heart o’ organising the new museum and all.’ This, as it involved seafaring, was more acceptable.




    ‘The Shetland Bus Museum?’ I’d seen it from the road, a big, red-wood building, but hadn’t yet been inside.




    ‘The Scalloway Museum,’ Magnie emphasised. ‘It has the whole history o’ the place. ‘There’s a prehistoric ard, and a Viking bracelet – well, a replica, the Edinburgh museum took the real one – and stuff about witches, and the herring fishery, as well as the story o’ the Norwegian men.’




    I should have remembered that what a Shetlander doesn’t know about his own history’s not worth knowing. ‘I must go and look,’ I said. The Shetland Bus men were my heroes, young Norwegians in fishing boats who’d run arms and radio parts into occupied Norway, and brought refugees out.




    ‘That you should, lass. They’re done it brawly well. So he was involved wi’ that as well. The wife doesna work, she does painting, bonny peerie pictures o’ flowers, in these bright modern paints.’ Magnie himself had a weakness for the pictures his mother favoured: Victorian prints of a child with ringlets holding a kitten. ‘So she’s decided to get the gairding in order afore the winter sets in? It’s a great, rambling area just filled wi’ trees and brambles.’




    ‘Active gardening, right opposite where Khalida’s moored, and at times I can fit in around the college,’ I said, and dialled their number.




    ‘What gardening have you done?’ was Kate’s first question, once I’d introduced myself.




    I’d thought out my answer. ‘None,’ I replied promptly, ‘but spending my life at sea means I’m quick to learn and very good at following orders. I’ll do far less damage than someone who only thinks she knows about gardening.’




    She laughed out at that, and we agreed on me doing as much of the heavy clearing as I could before Bonfire Night, the first Saturday in November.




    Inga had found it very funny, ‘Given that you’ve done your best to stay away from the land since you got your first boat.’ In spite of that, I was enjoying myself. I was used to fresh air, and the occasional shower of rain didn’t bother me. Working for Kate got me outside, away from the strip-lighting and recycled air of the college, away from the constant admonitions-for-two-year-olds: Have you washed your hands? Don’t use two when one will do! The only notices aboard ship were serious ones, so the constant visual drivel was getting on my nerves.




    Kate was standing in the doorway, a dog at each side. Everything about her said ‘county’ – the dark brown cords, the green bodywarmer over a jumper and polo shirt, the scarf held round her neck with a cameo clip, the green rubber boots. They didn’t keep horses here, but you could bet she’d grown up with them, and could back a horsebox into a tight space as easily as I’d back a dinghy trailer. Her shoulder-length hair was bright and glossy as a newly fallen conker, and held back with an Alice band, sixties style. She had an outdoor complexion, with faint red veins running under the skin, and hazel eyes. One look told you that anything she organised would run like clockwork.




    Her eyes were on the gate, but looking beyond it, to where Annette had gone. The dogs saw us first; Candy, the black and white one, bounded forward from a standing start, leapt over Cat, turned in a circle, and began sniffing at his back. The male, Dan, rose more slowly, shook, and strolled forward to greet us. Then Kate turned and focused on us.




    ‘He’s not quite right yet,’ she said, watching Dan. ‘We still think it was food poisoning. Maybe we’re about to find a half-eaten dead sheep in the wilderness. He even refused his walk last night. Peter was talking of calling the vet out, but we decided to see how he was in the morning.’ She straightened her shoulders and came down the steps. ‘All set for another hard session of undergrowth clearing?’




    ‘All set,’ I agreed.




    We were clearing a patch of ground where the Japanese roses, tough as herring-gulls and spined like sea-urchins, had flung their suckers up through the grass for two yards around the parent plant. I’d come to enjoy these land colours: the primrose leaves held out from the rain-black stems, the shiny damson-red hips like miniature pomegranates. Here and there a bird had torn one open to show the yellow flesh and seeds within. There was a clump of autumn crocus among the central stems, veined violet globes on transparent stems, the petals shut against the cold.




    It was satisfying work: the feel of the root giving, the speed you could clear a group of suckers when first one, then another, and another came free, and you had a whole bush in your gloved hand. Cat scampered about with Candy, leaping over him, pouncing on leaves, chasing trails of grass as they pulled through with the roots, and retrieving the jingly ball that Kate had bought him. It was covered with tinsel, and flat enough for him to carry in his mouth, so when you flung it, he’d play with it where it landed for a bit, then bring it back to be thrown again, just like a dog. Candy would join in that too, and where it was a good throw she usually got it first, but Cat would be on it before her if it went only ten yards, and bringing it back while she circled round him. She’d tried, just once, to pick him up like a puppy, but he wasn’t having that one.




    When we’d cleared back to the centre bush, Kate headed off with the barrowful of suckers, while I raked the brittle bluebell stems and gave the grass a last stamp, for luck. The bonfire was at East Voe, on the other side of the harbour, so she had to pile the suckers into a salmon feed bag in the back of her estate car and drive them over. The burning space was already piled high with old chairs and pallets and what looked like a shed roof. It would be a good blaze, come a week on Saturday.




    ‘Coffee and tabnabs,’ Kate said at last, leaning the emptied barrow back against the wall. It was part of our routine, a ten-minute tea-break and a biscuit to give us energy for the next onslaught. Cat, Candy, and I followed her into the kitchen, where the oil-fuelled Rayburn glowed gently, with the kettle tickling on the back burner, and Dan’s brown and white length sprawled out in front of it. The room smelt of warmth, coffee, and dog. Kate moved the kettle to the hotplate and fetched the biscuit tin while I got out the mugs and dished coffee into each, and Cat curled up in his bubblewrap box by the Rayburn. Then we sat down one each side of the wooden kitchen table and relaxed.




    I’d taken to Kate straight away. We’d not become mates during our tea-breaks, the age difference was too wide, but I’d learned a lot about her. She’d grown up in the Cotswolds, and her mother had been very proud of her garden: ‘She had real green fingers, you just gave her a root and it’d grow.’ She’d met Peter at a function in the children’s home she’d volunteered at; he’d been one of the trustees, and they’d caught each other’s eyes while one of the other trustees was making a particularly pompous speech, and somehow that had been that – ‘Although it took him nearly a year to get over me being almost twice his age – he was just twenty-three, and I was in my late thirties.’ She’d learned to entertain businessmen, instead of the hunt set – ‘Slightly less interested in the quality of the wine, and thought a pretty presentation was more important than a quantity of good, filling, warming food.’ Her face had softened. ‘And then Annette came along. She was the most beautiful baby, with a head of golden curls –’ Nothing had been too good for their child: a black Shetland pony called Ricky, dancing lessons, the baton-twirling club, private tutoring for the subjects she found hard in school. She’d got reasonable Highers, and was waiting for her university place. ‘So we can get back to our bachelor days!’ They still seemed a pretty stable couple (in so far as you dare say that of any couple, these days), in spite of the age difference. He was out all day, of course, but made the six-mile drive from Lerwick for lunch, and rarely stayed late in the office. His evenings were devoted to the museum, or socialising at the Rotary and the Legion, while she painted in her wooden studio hut by the house. She was a regular exhibitor in Bonhoga gallery out at Weisdale, and I’d managed to hitch my way over to see her recent show. That had been flowers, as Magnie had said, and most of them had a red dot on the label.




    Equally, she’d learned about me: brought up in Shetland, the only daughter of an Irish oil worker and a French opera singer. When I was a teenager, Dad was asked to oversee a new construction in the Gulf, and I’d been sent to Maman’s elegant town flat in Poitiers. I’d hated it; I was homesick for the sea, for my fellow sailors, and I’d emptied my bank account and run back to Scotland, via a berth on a Russian ship, Mir, in the Cutty Sark Tall Ships’ Race. After that, I’d wandered the high seas on tall ships, and taught dinghy sailing in Med resorts. I’d crossed the Atlantic with my lover, Alain – but I didn’t talk about that, nor about his death on the way home. My weight of guilt was lifting, slowly, but it hadn’t gone yet. Then I’d found my Khalida, lying neglected in a Greek marina, sailed her to Norway, and come home at last to Shetland, and reconciliation with Dad, with Maman, who were now themselves mending their sixteen-year separation, while I took the qualifications I’d missed as a teenager, so that I could be an officer on a tall ship.




    Kate stirred her coffee and took a second Kit Kat. ‘Did you meet Annette on your way in?’




    I nodded.




    Kate sighed. ‘I just don’t understand it. We used to get on so well – she was such a sweet little girl, and of course being the only one she got buckets of attention. We used to do everything together. I thought she’d always listen to me, at least …’ She got up and went to the sink, face turned away from me. ‘I think it’s a boyfriend, and one we wouldn’t approve of. What really worries me, Cass, is these uneven moods, flaring out at the least thing. I’m afraid she’s taking drugs. You can see she’s not happy, guilty-looking … do you think it could be that?’




    ‘I don’t know much about the drugs scene,’ I said. ‘It’s not something you see much in the sailing world. Well, for a start you can’t afford them, because any spare money goes on the boat.’ I’d got £4,000 from the job as skipper of a replica longship for a film. If I could live on £3,000 for this college year, the last thousand would go on a new suit of sails for Khalida. ‘And then you have to be alert at sea, you need all the senses you’ve got, and none making you see things that aren’t there.’ On a moonlit night, alone on deck, with the sea in a great saucer all around you, it was easy to see things. Once I could have sworn I saw the ghost of a long-gone square-rigger, with tattered sails and dead men pulling on the ropes. Then the moon went behind a cloud, and I was left alone on the sea that glinted like coal, wondering what was out there, until the moon returned to show empty water.




    ‘There’s a big drugs scene in Shetland, among the young ones,’ Kate said. She began twiddling her Kit Kat paper into a silver cup. ‘I’d hoped Annette was too old and too sensible to be drawn into it, but you never can tell. Parents always say that: “We thought our child was too sensible.” It just takes the wrong company.’




    ‘Do you have any idea,’ I asked, diffidently, for after all it was none of my business, ‘who the wrong company is?’




    She shook her head. ‘There’s a boy from the college who seems rather keen on her, fair-haired, rather protuberent eyes, quiet. James something. He’s phoned a couple of times.’




    ‘James Leask,’ I said. That explained how Annette knew I’d run away to sea. He was on the engineering component of the rather mixed course I was doing. ‘He wouldn’t lead anyone astray, nor be led himself. He’s one of the quiet, stubborn ones.’




    She nodded. ‘That’s the impression I got too. She met up with him a couple of times this week – let me see, on Saturday, and then they went out for a meal at the Scalloway Hotel on Monday. So I was hoping …’




    I thought, but didn’t say, that maybe Annette had a reason for feeling suffocated, if she was watched as closely as this. When I’d been Annette’s age, Dad had been busy with his new oil installation, and Maman had been in Poitiers. I’d been on board Sorlandet all summer, then on a Caribbean beach teaching dinghy sailing all winter, and neither of them who knew who I met, or how often, or where. They still didn’t, but at least bridges were being built. ‘James wouldn’t do drugs, I’m sure of it.’




    ‘Anyway,’ Kate said, ‘she’s off to some party at Hallowe’en, and that’s what this latest row was about.’ She gave me a sideways look, as if she was trying to assess whether I was a rabid anti-Hallowe’en fundamentalist. ‘Peter thinks it’s all going too far, dressing up as devils and witches, and skulls everywhere, all that. He was disgusted with that silly Hallowe’en play – did you see it?’




    I shook my head.




    ‘It was just a bit of fun,’ Kate said. ‘It was about this village where the dead came alive every 31st October. It was the minister’s son, Nate, that got it together for the Drama Festival, last March. He played one of the dead, a zombie, and she played one half of a honeymooning couple, and he carried her off. It was very silly, and they played it for laughs, and got a trophy for being the “most entertaining”. I thought it was harmless, but Peter was angry about it, said she should have shown us the play first.’




    ‘I know Nate,’ I said. ‘He works at the café in the college, and looks after Cat on days I’m at sea.’




    ‘Peter doesn’t like him.’ Kate sighed. ‘He’s turning into a Daily Mail reader. He says the boy has a brain that he’s wasting, and no good ever came of someone taking a job that was beneath their intelligence. Then he starting going on about Branwell Brontë, when I could have sworn he wouldn’t even have known who Charlotte was.’




    ‘What had Branwell to do with it?’ I asked, amused.




    ‘Search me. Wasn’t he supposed to be the really clever one who was going to make the world sit up, then he died a drunkard, and the unimportant girls became famous?’




    ‘I’ll take a good look at Nate this afternoon,’ I promised, ‘and tell you if there are signs of a neglected genius.’




    ‘You do that.’ She tilted her wrist to check her watch, and stood up. ‘Back to those suckers. I’m getting so excited about this garden, Cass. You know how there’s the remains of terracing? Well, I was standing at the door, yesterday evening, just looking, and the sun caught something red among the roses – a withered paeony leaf. It’s like digging on a treasure island.’




    I wouldn’t have gone that far, but I did wonder how the bulbs that the suckers brought up with them would look in spring, a drift of snowdrops under the roses, a yellow ribbon of daffodils down each side of the flagged path, and bluebells making a sky haze under the sycamores.




    We worked away until the click of the wooden door told us it was lunchtime. The dogs went barking forward. Peter came striding up the path towards us, a black plastic bin bag in each hand. ‘Hello, girls,’ he called. ‘You’re making good progress.’




    He said that every day.




    ‘Peter!’ Kate said, as if she was surprised to see him. ‘Is that really the time?’ She said that every day too.




    Peter didn’t look like a banker, which I supposed was just as well in the present climate, with ‘banker’ being synonymous for ‘scum’. Even with the dark grey suit and old school tie, you’d have said a naval man, or an explorer, or an entrepreneur. He was just into his forties now, with thick fair hair combed back from a broad forehead. He had level, sandy brows, blue eyes, and a rather beaky nose over a firm chin. Like Kate, he had a ruddy, outdoor complexion. He gave the impression of someone who’d make a good naval officer: efficient, decisive, ready to act quickly in an emergency. I’d have put him as watch leader without hesitating.




    Kate uncramped herself from under a lichened flowering currant, and went over to kiss his cheek. He flourished the black bags at her. ‘A present from an admirer.’




    ‘Mine, or yours?’ Kate unknotted the top of one bag. ‘Oh, the lamb! Fantastic. I’ll get it in the freezer straight away. How about you, Cass, could you use some lamb?’




    I would have loved some. ‘I don’t have an oven on Khalida.’




    ‘You have a grill, though. Come into the kitchen, and I’ll sort some chops out while you wash your hands.’




    By the time I’d stowed the barrow, cleaned the tools, and got the last of the grime out from under my nails, she’d spread the meat out over the table. The room was rich with the pink smell. Cat was stretching up a table leg, whiskers forward and grey nose twitching.




    ‘Do you eat kidneys?’ Kate asked. Her hands were already cleaning them, creamy-white fat peeling away to show the dark red oval beneath. ‘Peter and I don’t touch them.’




    ‘Fried kidneys would be a treat,’ I said. ‘Thank you.’




    ‘Here, then.’ She put them into a freezer bag, then into a Co-op carrier. ‘And some soup bits –’ she added a neck and several legs ‘– and a few chops. And your pay.’ She held out an envelope.




    ‘Thank you,’ I said. ‘We’ll eat well for a week on this.’




    I passed Peter on the way out. He was frowning, his mouth twisted downwards, but when he saw me, his face re-arranged itself into his usual cheery good humour. ‘Thanks for the work, Cass. See you next time.’




    But his voice echoed from the dining room as I let myself out. ‘Kate, I’ve found out who it is that Annette’s got herself entangled with –’




    It was none of my business. I closed the door on the name.


  




  




  

    Chapter Two




    Cat and I headed home for lunch. I was moored up at the westshore marina, right next door to the college. There were fifteen berths on each side of a long pontoon, protected from the long Atlantic rollers that washed straight into Scalloway harbour by a solid breakwater. Good luck had me up tucked on the inside, behind a wooden-masted Colin Archer ocean-crosser which protected me from the worst of the winds.




    The scenery was good. My stern was thirty metres from the shore that formed Scalloway’s curved seafront. Looking out of the cockpit, there was a vertical bank of rough grass, with chocolate brown heather on the left, and a tangle of rose bushes and yellow-leaved montbretia on the right. There were three or four houses at the top of the bank, backed by dark green pine trees, then the hill, chocolate dark with heather, and topped by a radio mast. The shore ran along the jumble of sheds and slips used by the Shetland Bus men and past the youth centre and shop, buildings that had once been herring curing stations. It ended at Burn Beach, with the square eighteenth-century front of the pink Haa above it. A street of coloured houses led along to the castle: a cream former inn where Sir Walter Scott once stayed, then grey stone, powder-blue, Minoan-red, creamy yellow, pale green.




    In front of the coloured street were three stone houses, each built above a buttress jutting into the water, one square buttress, two curved. The last of them had been a smithy, and it was said to be haunted. The water below it was where they had put witches to the test: bind your arms and throw you into the water. If you sank, you were innocent, though unfortunately dead; if you floated, the Devil was holding you up, and they took you up the Gallow Hill that I could see from Khalida’s cockpit, garotted you, and burned your body to ashes. Scalloway was the last place in Scotland to burn witches.




    Past the smithy was Blackness Pier, a great space fronted with tyres, and above the pier, in a space of its own against the green hill of East Voe, was Earl Patrick’s castle. It was sand-brown, with four rows of windows topped by a great chimney. In its day it had been a Renaissance chateau like the ones along the Loire where my Maman performed in operas by Rameau or Lully, the composers of the Court of the Sun King. There were pictures inside showing how it had been, with tapestries on the walls, and wooden panelling, and a great fire blazing in the hearth. Now it was bleak and bare, dominating the town like a reminder of what the power of the lairds had meant for ordinary Shetlanders: wood from the tidelines to be diverted ‘for the Lairdis works’, the extra work of cutting and drying more peats for ‘the Lairdis fires’, and taxes, taxes, taken in fish and wool and butter. It was the taxes that had been Earl Patrick’s downfall; his cousin King James, son of Mary Queen of Scots, hadn’t minded the way he’d mistreated his tenants, but objected to him pocketing the taxes levied in the king’s name. He’d been executed in Edinburgh in 1615.




    Below the castle, modern Shetland fought back. The descendants of the men who had fished for the lairds had their own boats now, parked alongside the pier, where they could offload their catch straight to the green sheds of the auction room, linked electronically to the big fish market in Lerwick, and to buyers all over the world. There was a salmon processing factory here, and a brown square tower of ice plant, to fill the holds of these trawlers with ice before they went to sea. The boats here mostly caught whitefish, cod, haddock, and whiting; the big pelagic trawlers, who went down to Ireland, up to Iceland and across to Norway, were moored in Lerwick and Whalsay.




    A long finger of sea went behind the castle. I couldn’t see it from here, but it too was modern Scalloway, another marina filled with little motorboats and tall yachts. A fleet of wooden houses, navy, red, and dark brown, held the overspill of Scalloway folk from this old town of Scottish-looking houses among sycamore trees.




    I opened the washboards and went below. After I’d wrapped the meat up in newspaper and stowed it below the waterline to keep cold, I heated up the last of my pot of stock-cube soup. Real lamb soup tomorrow! Cat scoffed some of his fish, and washed his whiskers, then we headed along the twenty yards to the college.




    We walked straight into trouble: Antoine, the college chef, was on the warpath. He came bursting out from the café, in his chef’s apron and white hat, brandishing a rolling pin as if he was going to brain me with it. ‘Cass Lynch, you come here, immediately.’ He paused in mid-eloquence to kiss me on each cheek, French-fashion. ‘Come and see what that animal of yours has done now.’




    I sighed and followed, hoping that the latest outrage had happened at a time when I could give Cat an alibi. I reckoned that most of the thefts Antoine blamed him for weren’t his doing, but, cats being cats, I couldn’t swear a hundred per cent that he was innocent. I suspected that Antoine didn’t really believe he’d committed them either. He just enjoyed the chance to make a good scene in French.




    They were busy clearing away the debris from today’s lunches, and preparing for tomorrow. A girl was loading plates into the dishwasher, her face flushed. Nate bent over a bucket of fish; a little pile of fillets lay on one side of the steel draining board, a heap of heads and backbones on the other. His long, dark hair was shoved up under a cap. He looked up as I came in, and grimaced sympathetically, then drew a finger across his throat.




    ‘There!’ Antoine said, pointing dramatically. The damage wasn’t hard to spot. The greaseproof paper on top of a tray of plaice fillets had been pulled aside by a set of efficient claws, the fillets had been nosed among, one or two pulled out of the tray, and it was a fair suspicion that at least one was missing.




    ‘When did it happen?’ I asked.




    ‘Not half an hour ago.’ Antoine flourished the rolling pin. ‘I set the plaice aside so that we could clear the tables, and then have a cup of tea once all the customers were gone. A proper tisane, not your horrible strong English tea, with a spoonful of honey in it, real French honey that I brought from home, in spite of the airport madness. I do not overwork my staff.’ A sweeping gesture warned them they were being talked about; he returned to English. ‘I do not overwork you.’ When he turned back to me, Nate rolled his eyes. The girl made an ‘oh yeah’ face. ‘We hear nothing, nothing, then suddenly there is a clatter.’ His rolling pin indicated a fork on the floor. ‘I shouted, because I remembered your cat stealing before, and then I looked, and there was no sign, just the door open a little, and this. Now it will all have to be thrown out, these beautiful plaice.’




    ‘That seems an awful waste,’ I said. ‘Can’t it just be washed? Cooking will kill any germs.’




    Antoine sniffed. ‘And look at those clawmarks. That is definitely cat, and I ask myself, what cat is around the college?’




    ‘Several,’ I cut in. ‘There’s that big black and white bruiser from over the road, I’ve often seen him hanging about on the slip. There’s the ginger one from Ladysmith Drive. He comes down the hill every morning about nine o’ clock.’ I joined him in the drama, flinging an arm out towards the marina. ‘Half an hour ago, Cat was curled up on a bunk aboard Khalida, washing his whiskers after a good meal of the little fish I catch for him.’




    ‘You catch fish for him?’ Antoine’s tone expressed deep scepticism, in spite of having seen me doing it, when he’d come out of the back door to flap a discloth.




    ‘Off the end of the pier,’ I asserted. ‘Those little ones that hang around there. He loves them.’ Boiling them up made Khalida smell for the rest of the day, but Cat liked them so much better than tinned cat food that it was worth it. ‘And also, look at the size of those claws. You know very well Cat is just a baby. Those were made by a beast at least this long.’ Getting into the spirit of the debate, I indicated a size which would have done credit to a young puma. Nate stifled a grin. ‘And how would he have got in here? Through that open window?’ I pointed at the narrow upper window, which was propped outwards on a metal stick. ‘He is a very little kitten, you know.’ My hands made the size of the average hamster. ‘He could not jump up there.’




    Antoine snorted. Given that he’d seen Cat jump-scramble up to my shoulder, it was maybe too obvious an exaggeration. ‘Beside,’ I finished, with the air of one clinching the thing, ‘he’s a friendly little cat. If it had been him, he’d still have been here, ready to talk to you.’




    Antoine snorted again, but seemed to be conceding Cat’s alibi. ‘Well, if he was really with you on your boat this last half hour … but do not let me catch him in here again.’




    ‘You haven’t caught him in here yet,’ I pointed out.




    ‘Well, make sure I do not. We had a visit from those health and hygiene people, and they would not like a cat making himself at home here. Nate had to put him in his pocket, at high speed, and smuggle him out of the back door to the janitor, while Sarah –’ he indicated the girl ‘– put his dish into the sink and hid his box.’ I grinned. Antoine saw he’d given himself away, and shooed me out. ‘Off you go. We have work to do, and you have classes to attend, and already you are late.’




    I allowed myself to be shooed. I had just reached the café when one of the biologists came in, a tall woman with dark hair, swept up to show pearl earrings. She wore a businesswoman suit, grey with a narrow paler stripe, the colours of Cat’s coat, and shiny, long-toed boots. She nodded to me, and went on to the counter.




    Nate came out from the kitchen, his professional welcoming smile turning to sourness. ‘Now, Rachel?’




    It was obvious, seeing them together, that they were brother and sister. They both had dark wavy hair, the same long, narrow nose, and high cheekbones. That was an odd setup, I thought, the sister up among the lecturers, and the brother washing dishes. I wondered if she’d got him the job. If so, his tone said he resented it.




    Hers was equally brusque. ‘Is Antoine there?’ She flicked a glance at me, as if she was reminding him that there were students present.




    Nate inclined his head towards the kitchen, but she made no move to go through the door. ‘Go and get him, will you please?’




    Nate gave her a murderous glance. I was at the door into the foyer now, and just about to go out, but a crash of glass made me turn. Nate bent to the floor and picked up the stem and shattered bowl of a wineglass. He turned it in the light, and gave a twisted smile, then set it on the counter. His dark eyes met hers. ‘Still breaking things, are you?’




    ‘You know very well,’ she retorted, ‘that I was nowhere near it.’




    ‘Oh, yes,’ he agreed smoothly, ‘you certainly didn’t touch it.’ He picked up the glass again. ‘But it’s broken.’




    ‘Nothing to do with me.’ Her voice was made ragged by uneven breathing. She took a step back from the counter, then turned and hurried away, brushing past me as if she didn’t see me. Behind the counter, Nate watched her go, smiling and turning the glass in his hand, so that the jagged edges splintered the light.
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    When I came out, two hours later, Nate was waiting. He had a plastic bag in his hand. ‘A present from Antoine,’ he said, falling into step beside me. ‘The fillets he said would have to be wasted.’




    ‘Very nice,’ I said. ‘Thanks.’ I had every intention, as Antoine knew full well, of eating most of them myself, giving only obviously tooth-marked bits to Cat, who’d slipped out halfway through the class on dealing with an airlock. When he’d returned, he’d spent the last of the session washing his whiskers. ‘And thanks for looking after him.’




    ‘No problemo.’ Nate turned his head to look at me. Without the cap, his hair fell in waves to his shoulders. If it was cut short, it would be a mass of curls. He had a thin, agile face, dominated by his eyes; they were dark too, staring at me in a way I found uncomfortable. I tilted my chin and stared back, and the moment drew out, becoming a duel. I wasn’t going to look away first, but I could see that he’d now taken it as a challenge, and wasn’t going to be beaten. I kept looking, raising my brows slightly as if I was amused, and in the end it was he who blinked first, and turned his head away.




    I smiled, and looked back at the bag in my hand. ‘We’ll eat well tonight. Thanks.’




    ‘He’s a clever little cat.’ Nate gave me another dark, glittering glance, then nodded ahead at the Otways’ garden. ‘Do you see much of Annette?’




    Branwell Brontë, Peter had called him, the talented one everyone expected to go far, except that here he was, well through his twenties, washing dishes in a two-bit café for nautical students. So what was he doing with all that talent? Getting to the highest level of fantasy computer games, drawing intricate pictures of motorbikes, smoking dope, and thinking universal thoughts so deep that the rest of us couldn’t possibly understand them? He had that superior air I’d noticed in people who take drugs. I liked him, but I wasn’t going to discuss Annette with him. ‘I’m the hired help,’ I said. ‘I don’t mix much with the family.’




    ‘It’s just that I’m worried about her.’ He grimaced. ‘We’re not particularly mates, but we got on fine during that play we did – did you see it? A Hallowe’en one, about zombies. I had to carry her off.’




    ‘No,’ I said, ‘I didn’t see it, but someone was just telling me recently how good it was.’ Maybe that was where his energy went, on directing plays and acting in them. ‘What makes you worried about her?’




    ‘Well, it’s just …’ He gave an artistic pause, gripping his underlip with his top teeth. ‘See, I was out for a walk, I often do that, late at night, when I can’t sleep. I just go out, around the castle, and down to the Blacksness Pier, then back along New Street. So, three, no four, days ago, I was out, and I’d just got to the old smithy when I saw this girl on the pier. There was only a crescent of a moon, but there weren’t any clouds, so it was bright as day, with that silvery light, and I could see her, clear as anything, staring down at the ripples on the water. I was going to call out, you know, I thought she was going to jump, but then I was afraid to, in case I startled her and made things worse. Just as I was thinking I’d really have to do something, she moved away from the water, and came fast up the path towards me. I just had time to duck into the little lane by the anti-German inscription, opposite the Smiddy gate.’ He paused to draw a much-needed breath. ‘As she passed me, I saw it was Annette. Her hair was all over the place, and she looked as if she’d been crying.’




    He paused again, but I didn’t say anything.




    ‘And then I realised she’d been looking at the witches’ ducking stone, you know, where they put them to the test.’ His dark eyes gleamed at me. ‘You know about that?’




    ‘Yes,’ I said.




    He jerked his head backwards, as if he hadn’t expected so brusque an answer; as if he’d wanted to re-tell the story and see how I reacted.




    ‘Maybe,’ I suggested, ‘she was thinking about how horrible it must have been for those poor women.’




    ‘They were witches, though. They confessed to all sorts of things – meetings with the Devil, casting spells, having a familiar.’ He looked along the pontoon at Cat, who’d got tired of waiting, and was trotting to the boat by himself. ‘You’d have been in the frame if you’d lived back then, you and Greymalkin.’




    ‘They also happened to be women who challenged the existing male hierarchy by surviving without a man.’




    HIs smile was unexpectedly charming. ‘Like you.’




    ‘So,’ I said, cutting that one off, ‘you think that Annette’s a bit depressed?’




    He shook his head. ‘I don’t think it’s anything as simple as that. She came out into the light as she passed me, you know, under the streetlight, it shone on her face and head, and I noticed –’ He let the silence hang, looking from the sea to my face, as if he was judging how much I’d believe. Finally, he came out with it. ‘I noticed what looked like claw marks around her throat.’




    Claws … ‘Maybe she was playing with the dogs, and got a bit rough.’




    ‘Maybe. But then …’ He looked over his shoulder, then his voice softened to a sly whine. ‘What if the Devil was loose in Shetland?’




    His tone sent a shudder down my spine, but I wasn’t going to let him scare me. ‘Nonsense.’




    His gaze shifted back to the sea again. His voice hardened to venom. ‘You saw that glass shatter. Today, in the canteen. Rachel was nowhere near it.’




    ‘Certainly not near enough to touch it,’ I conceded. ‘But why are you blaming her? Things just fall sometimes.’




    ‘They “just fall” a lot more often than sometimes when Rachel’s there. She’s done it all her life. Light bulbs go phut, TVs flicker, glasses break.’ He jerked his chin across at the Smiddy. ‘She’d have been on that ducking stone.’




    ‘Thank goodness we live in a more enlightened age.’




    ‘Sometimes.’ He leaned closer to me. I felt his breath warm on my cheek. ‘What are you doing on Hallowe’en?’




    Whatever it was, it wouldn’t be anything to do with witches. ‘Going to the All Saints’ vigil Mass,’ I said tartly. ‘Thanks for the fish, Nate.’ I unlocked the marina door, eased it open with its usual squeak, and closed it between us. ‘See you tomorrow.’




    I was conscious of his eyes on me as I strode along the pontoon. I swung myself aboard, raised a hand, then waited until he’d begun to walk along the shore before I took the washboards out and went below. His voice was whispering still in my ear: You saw that glass shatter … Rachel had certainly been too far away to touch it. I hadn’t been watching Nate’s hands, though. He could have dropped it – but why should he?




    What if the Devil was loose in Shetland? ‘Nonsense,’ I repeated to Cat, and busied myself putting the kettle on.


  




  




  

    Chapter Three




    

      It began to rain off and on as dusk fell, but by bedtime it was clear again, the moon shining like a frosted lantern behind thin clouds. The wind was rising from the north west. Little wavelets slapped against Khalida’s stern, and the wind tugged strands of my hair from its plait as I headed out for my evening walk. I was used to more exercise than this round of garden and college was giving me, and after an evening spent aboard, with the candle lamp shedding an amber circle my notes and books, I was glad of a breath of air to help me sleep.




      Cat lifted his grey nose as I got up, but didn’t stand. I was glad of that. I felt like a good long tramp without having to worry about my little shadow. Nate’s stories had set up an uneasiness in my mind, so that I found myself glancing out at the dark water beyond my oblong windows, until I scolded myself and drew the curtains shut. I pulled on my sailing jacket, gloves, and hat, and headed out into the night.




      The air smelt of seaweed, of wet leaves and grass. I strode out along the west shore road, past Norway House, the dark red hut where the men of the Shetland Bus had stayed in the war, past the rusting slip where they had launched their boats. I paused to bow my head at their memorial, and marvel again at their youth. Their headquarters, with its carved wooden door, was fifty yards further, then I walked between the shops of the main street, former herring sheds on the sea side, and, facing them, houses with old-fashioned windows and front doors opening onto the pavement. Just past them, above Burn Beach, was a skip in the car park which was always worth casting an eye over. There’d been a notice in the shop that this would be the last one, due to council cost-cutting, so it was filling up quickly. Someone had flung in a snakes-wedding of blue nylon rope, a good thirty metres of it, but it looked too worn to be worth untangling. I went on past Mary Ruislip’s Garden, furred now by yellowed montbretia leaves, past the ironwork gate of curving plaice with goggle eyes, past the lavender blue wood of Seaholme, to the first of the coloured houses of New Street. The street lights cast a circle of orange in front of each one. On my right, below the Smiddy, the coal-black water rose and fell, as though the sea was breathing.




      Usually at this point I turned up Smiddy Closs. Today, though, I wasn’t sure I wanted to pass the witch’s garden behind the first house. It stretched right back to the big white house at the top of the hill, two sides of a square of low sycamores around tussocked grass hanging down from old steps and a rockery. At the lower end was a thick wall, which was all that remained of the house. There were the broken poles of a square-meshed fence, but the only barrier now was the iron railing to help older folk up the steep hill.




      Magnie had told me about it. ‘It was afore I went to sea,’ he’d said, ‘and I’d got work laying pipes to the Coonty. We had to dig in this gairdin. Well, this wife came out as we were digging, and said, ‘Boys, you’d maybe better no dig ower deep in here, for the house used to belong to a witch, and I’m aye been told there are twa babies buried in it.’




      I glanced up at the darkness and shuddered, then headed forwards, alongside the coloured houses. My footsteps echoed on the flagstones. I was just level with the green house when I heard a shout in the night, swirling on the wind, then an angry voice. I paused for a moment, not wanting to run into a drunken quarrel, but the sound wasn’t repeated. Young men, high spirits. All the same, I slid into the little steps that led down the water and spent a few moments admiring the lines of a long-keeled yacht that someone was restoring on the far side of the pier: a lovely curve from stem to stern. She’d hold her course in waves halfway up her mast. When I was sure all was quiet, I came back into the lamplight and strolled on once more.




      The Chinese restaurant around the corner was open, spilling tantalising smells into the night, but we’d gorged ourselves on fresh plaice, Cat and I, and it wasn’t hard to walk past it. The castle’s jagged gables were floodlit in orange so that the shadows stood sharp and sinister against the stonework. Next to it was the wood-clad side of the new Scalloway Museum, with its glass porch and double logo on the corner, the stylised castle on its promontary echoing the real one beside it.
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