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			Prologue

			Eventually the passenger ejected the tape and tossed it on to the back seat.

			‘That was the Associates,’ the driver complained.

			‘Well they can go associate somewhere else. Singer sounds like his balls have been trapped in a vice.’

			The driver thought about this for a moment, then smiled. ‘Remember we did that to … what was his name again?’

			The passenger shrugged. ‘He owed the boss money – that’s what mattered.’

			‘Wasn’t a lot of money, was it?’

			‘How much further?’ The passenger peered through the windscreen.

			‘Half a mile. These woods have seen some action, eh?’

			The passenger made no comment. It was dark out there and they’d not encountered another car for the last five or so miles. Fife countryside, inland from the coast, the fields shorn and awaiting winter. A pig farm not too far away, one they’d used before.

			‘What’s the plan?’ the driver asked.

			‘Just the one shovel, so we toss to see who breaks sweat. Strip off his clothes, burn them later.’

			‘He’s only wearing pants and a vest.’

			‘No tattoos or rings that I saw. Nothing we need to cut off.’

			‘This is us here.’ The driver stopped the car, got out and opened a gate. A churned track led into the forest. ‘Hope we don’t get stuck,’ he said, getting back in. Then, seeing the look on the other man’s face: ‘Joke.’

			‘Better be.’

			They drove slowly for a few hundred yards. ‘There’s a space here where I can turn,’ the driver said.

			‘This’ll do, then.’

			‘Recognise it?’

			The passenger shook his head. ‘It’s been a while.’

			‘I think there’s one buried somewhere in front of us, and another over to the left.’

			‘Maybe try the other side of the track, in that case. Torch in the glove box?’

			‘Fresh batteries, like you said.’

			The passenger checked. ‘Right then.’

			The two men got out and stood for the best part of a minute, their eyes adjusting to the gloom, ears alert for unusual sounds.

			‘I’ll pick the spot,’ the passenger said, taking the torch with him as he headed off. The driver got a cigarette lit and opened the back door of the Mercedes. It was an old model, and the hinges creaked. He lifted the Associates cassette from the seat and slipped it into his jacket pocket, where it hit some coins. He’d be needing one of those for the heads-or-tails. Slamming the door shut, he moved to the boot and opened it. The body was wrapped in a plain blue bedsheet. Or it had been. The trip had loosened the makeshift shroud. Bare feet, pale skinny legs, ribcage visible. The driver rested the shovel against one of the tail lights, but it slid to the ground. Cursing, he bent over to retrieve it.

			Which was when the corpse burst into life, emerging from sheet and boot both, almost vaulting the driver as its feet hit the ground. The driver gasped, the cigarette flying from his mouth. He had one hand on the shovel’s handle while he tried to haul himself upright with the other. The sheet was hanging over the lip of the boot, its occupant disappearing into the trees.

			‘Paul!’ the driver yelled. ‘Paul!’

			Torchlight preceded the man called Paul.

			‘Hell’s going on, Dave?’ he shouted. The driver could only stretch out a shaking hand to point.

			‘He’s done a runner!’

			Paul scanned the empty boot. A hissing sound from between his gritted teeth.

			‘After him then,’ he said in a growl. ‘Or it’ll be someone else’s turn to dig a hole for us.’

			‘He came back from the dead,’ Dave said, voice trembling.

			‘Then we kill him again,’ Paul stated, producing a knife from his inside pocket. ‘Even slower than before …’
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			1

			Malcolm Fox woke from another of his bad dreams.

			He reckoned he knew why he’d started having them – uncertainty about his job. He wasn’t entirely sure he wanted it any more, and feared he was surplus to requirements anyway. Yesterday, he’d been told he had to travel to Dundee to fill a vacant post for a couple of shifts. When he asked why, he was told the officer he’d be replacing had been ordered to cover for someone else in Glasgow.

			‘Isn’t it easier just to send me to Glasgow, then?’ Fox had enquired.

			‘You could always ask, I suppose.’

			So he’d picked up the phone and done exactly that, only to find that the officer in Glasgow was coming to Edinburgh to fill a temporary gap – at which point he’d given up the fight and driven to Dundee. And today? Who knew. His boss at St Leonard’s didn’t seem to know what to do with him. He was just one detective inspector too many.

			‘It’s the time-servers,’ DCI Doug Maxtone had apologised. ‘They’re bunging up the system. Need a few of them to take the gold watch …’

			‘Understood,’ Fox had said. He wasn’t in the first idealistic flush of youth himself – another three years and he could retire with a solid pension and plenty of life left in him.

			Standing under the shower, he considered his options. The bungalow in Oxgangs that he called home would fetch a fair price, enough to allow him to relocate. But then there was his dad to consider – Fox couldn’t move too far away, not while Mitch still had breath in his body. And then there was Siobhan. They weren’t lovers, but they’d been spending more time together. If either of them was bored, they knew they could always call. Maybe there’d be a film or a restaurant, or just snacks and a DVD. She’d bought him half a dozen titles for Christmas and they’d watched three before the old year was done. As he got dressed, he thought of her. She loved the job more than he did. Whenever they met up, she was always ready to share news and gossip. Then she would ask him, and he would shrug, maybe offer a few morsels. She gulped them down like delicacies, while all he saw was plain white bread. She worked at Gayfield Square, with James Page for a boss. The structure there seemed better than at St Leonard’s. Fox had wondered about a transfer, but knew it would never happen – he would be creating the selfsame problem. One DI too many.

			Forty minutes after finishing breakfast, he was parking at St Leonard’s. He sat in his car for an extra few moments, gathering himself, hands running around the steering wheel. It was at times like this he wished he smoked – something to occupy him, to take him out of himself. Instead of which, he placed a piece of chewing gum on his tongue and closed his mouth. A uniform had emerged from the station’s back door into the car park and was opening a packet of cigarettes. Their eyes met as Fox walked towards him, and the other man gave the curtest of nods. The uniform knew that Fox used to work for Professional Standards – everyone in the ­station knew. Some didn’t seem to mind; others made their distaste ­obvious. They scowled, answered grudgingly, let doors swing shut into his face rather than holding them open.

			‘You’re a good cop,’ Siobhan had told him on more than one oc­casion. ‘I wish you could see that …’

			When he reached the CID suite, Fox gleaned that something was happening. Chairs and equipment were being moved. His eyes met those of a thunderous Doug Maxtone.

			‘We’ve to make room for a new team,’ Maxtone explained.

			‘New team?’

			‘From Gartcosh, which means they’ll mostly be Glasgow – and you know how I feel about them.’

			‘What’s the occasion?’

			‘Nobody’s saying.’

			Fox chewed on his gum. Gartcosh, an old steelworks, was now home to the Scottish Crime Campus. It had been up and running since the previous summer, and Fox had never had occasion to cross its threshold. The place was a mix of police, prosecutors, forensics and Customs, and its remit took in organised crime and counterterrorism. ‘How many are we expecting to welcome?’

			Maxtone glared at him. ‘Frankly, Malcolm, I’m not expecting to welcome a single one of them. But we need desks and chairs for half a dozen.’

			‘And computers and phones?’

			‘They’re bringing their own. They do, however, request …’ Maxtone produced a sheet of paper from his pocket and made show of consulting it, ‘“ancillary support, subject to vetting”.’

			‘And this came from on high?’

			‘The Chief Constable himself.’ Maxtone crumpled the paper and tossed it in the general direction of a bin. ‘They’re arriving in about an hour.’

			‘Should I do a bit of dusting?’

			‘Might as well – it’s not as if there’s going to be anywhere for you to sit.’

			‘I’m losing my chair?’

			‘And your desk.’ Maxtone inhaled and exhaled noisily. ‘So if there’s anything in the drawers you’d rather not share …’ He managed a grim smile. ‘Bet you’re wishing you’d stayed in bed, eh?’

			‘Worse than that, sir – I’m beginning to wish I’d stayed in Dundee.’

			

			Siobhan Clarke had parked on a yellow line on St Bernard’s Crescent. It was about as grand a street as could be found in Edinburgh’s New Town, all pillared facades and floor-to-ceiling windows. Two bow-shaped Georgian terraces facing one another across a small private garden containing trees and benches. Raeburn Place, with its emporia and eateries, was a two-minute walk away, as was the Water of Leith. She’d brought Malcolm to the Saturday food market a couple of times, and joked that he should trade in his bungalow for one of Stockbridge’s colony flats.

			Her phone buzzed: speak of the devil. She answered the call.

			‘You off up north again?’

			‘Not at the moment,’ he said. ‘Big shake-up happening here, though.’

			‘I’ve got news too – I’ve been seconded to the Minton enquiry.’

			‘Since when?’

			‘First thing this morning. I was going to tell you at lunchtime. James has been put in charge and he wanted me.’

			‘Makes sense.’

			She locked her car and walked towards a gloss-black front door boasting a gleaming brass knocker and letter box. A uniformed ­officer stood guard; she gave a half-bow of recognition, which Clarke rewarded with a smile.

			‘Any room for a little one?’ Fox was asking, trying to make it sound like a joke, though she could tell he was serious.

			‘I’ve got to go, Malcolm. Talk to you later.’ Clarke ended the call and waited for the officer to unlock the door. There were no media – they’d been and gone. A couple of small posies had been left at the front step, probably by neighbours. There was an old-style bell pull by the pillar to the right of the door, and above it a nameplate bearing the single capitalised word MINTON.

			As the door swung open, Clarke thanked the officer and went inside. There was some mail on the parquet floor. She scooped it up and saw that more was sitting on an occasional table. The letters on the table had been opened and checked – presumably by the major incident team. There were the usual flyers too, including one for a curry house she knew on the south side of the city. She didn’t see Lord Minton as the takeaway type, but you never could tell. The scene of crime unit had been through the hall, dusting for prints. Lord Minton – David Menzies Minton, to give him his full name – had been killed two evenings back. No one in the vicinity had heard the break-in or the attack. Whoever had done it had scaled a couple of back walls in the darkness to reach the small window of the garden-level laundry room, adjacent to the locked and bolted rear door. They had broken the window and climbed in. Minton had been in his study on the ground floor. According to the post-mortem examination, he had been beaten around the head, then throttled, after which his lifeless body had been beaten some more.

			Clarke stood in the still, silent hall, getting her bearings. Then she lifted a file from her shoulder bag and began to reread its contents. Victim had been seventy-eight years old, never married, resident at this address for thirty-five years. Educated at George Heriot’s School and the universities of St Andrews and Edinburgh. Rising through the city’s teeming ranks of lawyers until he reached the position of Lord Advocate, prosecuting some of Scotland’s most high-profile criminal trials. Enemies? He would have had plenty in his heyday, but for the past decade he had lived out of the limelight. Occasional trips to London to sit in the House of Lords. Visited his club on Princes Street most days to read the newspapers and do as many crosswords as he could find.

			‘Housebreaking gone wrong,’ Clarke’s boss, DCI James Page, had stated. ‘Perpetrator doesn’t expect anyone home. Panics. Game over.’

			‘But why strangle him, then start beating him again once the victim’s deceased?’

			‘Like I say: panic. Explains why the attacker fled without taking anything. Probably high on something and needing money for more. Looking for the usual – phones and iPads, easily sold on. But not the sort of thing someone like the noble lord would have in his possession. Maybe that annoyed our man and he took out his frustration then and there.’

			‘Sounds reasonable.’

			‘But you’d like to see for yourself?’ Page had nodded slowly. ‘Off you go then.’

			Living room, formal dining room and kitchen on the ground floor, unused servants’ quarters and laundry room below. The window frame of the laundry room had been boarded up, the window panel itself removed, along with all the shards of glass, to be taken away and examined by forensics. Clarke unlocked the back door and ­studied the small, well-tended private garden. Lord Minton employed a gardener, but he only visited one day each month in winter. He had been interviewed and had expressed his sadness, along with his concern that he hadn’t been paid for the previous month. 

			Climbing the noiseless stone staircase to the ground floor, Clarke realised that, apart from a toilet, there was only one further room to check. The study was dark, its thick red velvet curtains closed. From the photographs in her file, she could see that Lord Minton’s body had been found in front of his desk, on a Persian rug that had now also been taken away to be tested. Hair, saliva, fibres – everyone left traces of some kind. The thinking was: the victim was seated at his desk, writing out cheques to pay his gas and electricity bills. Hears a noise and gets up to investigate. Hasn’t got far when the attacker bursts in and smacks him on the head with a tool of some kind – no weapon recovered yet; the pathologist’s best guess, a hammer.

			The chequebook lay open on the antique desk next to an expensive-­looking pen. There were family photos – black and white, the victim’s parents, maybe – in silver frames. Small enough to be slipped into a thief ’s pocket, yet untouched. She knew that Lord Minton’s wallet had been found in a jacket over the back of the chair, cash and credit cards intact. The gold watch on his wrist had been left too.

			‘You weren’t that desperate, were you?’ Clarke muttered.

			A woman called Jean Marischal came in twice a week to clean. She had her own key and had found the body the following morning. In her statement she said the place didn’t really need that much attention; she just thought ‘his lordship’ liked a bit of company.

			Upstairs there were too many rooms. A drawing room and sitting room that looked as though they’d never seen a visitor; four bedrooms, where only one was needed. Mrs Marischal could not recall a single overnight guest, or a dinner party, or any other kind of gathering, come to that. The bathroom didn’t detain Clarke, so she headed downstairs to the hall again and stood there with arms folded. No fingerprints had been found other than those belonging to the victim and his cleaner. No reports of prowlers or out-of-place visitors.

			Nothing.

			Mrs Marischal had been persuaded to revisit the scene later on today. If anything had been taken, she was their best hope. Meanwhile, the team would have to look busy – it was expected that they would be busy. The current Lord Advocate wanted twice-daily updates, as did the First Minister. There would be media briefings at midday and four, briefings at which DCI James Page had to have something to share.

			The problem was: what?

			As she left, Clarke told the uniform outside to keep her wits about her.

			‘It’s not true that the guilty always come back, but we might get lucky one time …’

			On her way to Fettes, she stopped at a shop and bought a couple of newspapers, checking at the counter that they contained decent-sized obituaries of the deceased. She doubted she would learn anything she hadn’t already read on a half-hour trawl of the internet, but they would bulk out the file.

			Because Lord Minton was who he was, it had been decided to locate the major incident team at Fettes rather than Gayfield Square. Fettes – aka ‘the Big House’ – had been the headquarters of Lothian and Borders Police right up to April Fools’ Day 2013, when Scotland’s eight police regions vanished to be replaced by a single organisation called Police Scotland. In place of a Chief Constable, Edinburgh now had a chief superintendent called Jack Scoular, who was only a few years older than Clarke. Fettes was Scoular’s domain, a place where admin took precedence and meetings were held. No CID officers were stationed there, but it did boast half a corridor of vacated offices, which James Page had been offered. Two detective constables, Christine Esson and Ronnie Ogilvie, were busy pinning photos and maps to one bare wall.

			‘We thought you’d like the desk by the window,’ Esson said. ‘It’s got the view if nothing else.’

			Yes, a view of two very different schools: Fettes College and Broughton High. Clarke took it in for all of three seconds before draping her coat over the back of her chair and sitting down. She placed the newspapers on the desk and concentrated on the reporting of Lord Minton’s demise. There was background stuff, and a few photographs dusted off from the archives. Cases he had prosecuted; royal garden parties; his first appearance in ermine.

			‘Confirmed bachelor,’ Esson called out as she pushed another drawing pin home.

			‘From which we deduce nothing,’ Clarke warned her. ‘And that photo’s squint.’

			‘Not if you do this.’ Esson angled her head twenty degrees, then adjusted the photo anyway. It showed the body in situ, crumpled on the carpet as if drunkenly asleep.

			‘Where’s the boss?’ Clarke asked.

			‘Howden Hall,’ Ogilvie answered.

			‘Oh?’ Howden Hall was home to the city’s forensic lab.

			‘He said if he wasn’t back in time, the press briefing’s all yours.’

			Clarke checked the time: she had another hour. ‘Typically generous of the man,’ she muttered, turning to the first of the obituaries.

			She had just finished them, and was offering them to Esson to be added to the wall, when Page arrived. He was with a detective sergeant called Charlie Sykes. Sykes was normally based at Leith CID. He was a year shy of his pension and about the same from a heart attack, the former rather than the latter informing practically every conversation Clarke had ever had with the man.

			‘Quick update,’ Page began breathlessly, gathering his squad. ‘House-to-house is continuing and we’ve got a couple of officers checking any CCTV in the vicinity. Someone’s busy on a computer somewhere to see if there are any other cases, within the city and beyond, that match this one. We’ll need to keep interviewing the deceased’s network of friends and acquaintances, and someone is going to have to head to the vaults to look at Lord Minton’s professional life in detail …’

			Clarke glanced in Sykes’s direction. Sykes winked back, which meant something had happened at Howden Hall. Of course something had happened at Howden Hall.

			‘We also need to put the house and its contents under a micro­scope,’ Page was continuing. Clarke cleared her throat loudly, bringing him to a stop.

			‘Any time you want to share the news, sir,’ she nudged him. ‘Because I’m just about ready to assume you no longer think this was a panicked housebreaker.’

			He wagged a finger at her. ‘We can’t afford to rule that possibility out. But on the other hand, we also now have this.’ He took a sheet of paper from the inside pocket of his suit. It was a photocopy of something. Clarke, Esson and Ogilvie converged on him the better to see it.

			‘Folded up in the victim’s wallet, tucked behind a credit card. Shame it wasn’t noticed earlier, but all the same …’

			The photocopy showed a note written in capital letters on a piece of plain paper measuring about five inches by three.

			I’M GOING TO KILL YOU FOR WHAT YOU DID.

			There was an audible intake of breath, followed by a few beats of complete silence, broken by a belch from Charlie Sykes.

			‘We’re keeping this to ourselves for now,’ Page warned the room. ‘Any journalist gets hold of it, I’ll be sharpening my axe. Is that understood?’

			‘Game-changer, though,’ Ronnie Ogilvie offered.

			‘Game-changer,’ Page acknowledged with a slow, steady nod.

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			

			2

			‘Why Fettes?’ Fox asked that evening as he sat across from Clarke at a restaurant on Broughton Street. ‘No, let me guess – it’s to reflect Minton’s status?’

			Clarke chewed and nodded. ‘If you’ve got brass or politicians coming for a look-see, Fettes trumps Gayfield Square. No grubby little neds for the suits to bump into.’

			‘And a more congenial setting for press conferences. I watched Page on the news channel. Didn’t manage to spot you, though.’

			‘He did okay, I thought.’

			‘Except in a case like this, no news isn’t exactly good news. First forty-eight hours being crucial, et cetera.’ Fox lifted his glass of water to his lips. ‘Whoever did it has to be on our books, right? Or is he a first-timer – might explain why he bolloxed it up.’

			Clarke nodded slowly, avoiding eye contact and saying nothing. Fox put his glass down.

			‘There’s something you’re not telling me, Siobhan.’

			‘We’re keeping it under wraps.’

			‘Keeping what under wraps?’

			‘The thing I’m not telling you.’ Fox waited, his stare fixed on her. Clarke put down her fork and looked to left and right. The restaurant was two thirds empty, no one close enough to overhear. Nevertheless, she lowered her voice and leaned across her plate until only inches separated their faces.

			‘There was a note.’

			‘Left by the killer?’

			‘It was in Lord Minton’s wallet, hidden away. Might have been there for days or weeks.’

			‘So you can’t say for sure it was from the attacker?’ Fox mulled this over. ‘All the same …’

			Clarke nodded again. ‘If Page ever finds out I told you …’

			‘Understood.’ Fox leaned back again and stabbed at a chunk of carrot with his fork. ‘Does complicate things, though.’

			‘Tell me about it. Actually, don’t – tell me about your day instead.’

			‘Crew from Gartcosh have arrived out of nowhere. Set up shop this afternoon and Doug Maxtone’s incandescent.’

			‘Anyone we know?’

			‘I’ve not been introduced yet. Boss hasn’t been told why they’re here, though apparently he’s going to be briefed in the morning.’

			‘Could it be a terrorist thing?’ Fox shrugged. ‘How big a team?’

			‘Six at the last count. They’re installed in the CID suite, meaning we’ve had to relocate to a shoebox along the corridor. How’s your hake?’

			‘It’s fine.’ But she had barely touched it, concentrating instead on the carafe of house white. Fox poured himself more water from the jug. Clarke’s water glass, he noted, was still full.

			‘What did the note say?’ he asked.

			‘Whoever wrote it was promising to kill Lord Minton for something he’d done.’

			‘And it wasn’t in Minton’s handwriting?’

			‘Letters were all capitalised, but I don’t think so. Cheap black ballpoint rather than a fountain pen.’

			‘All very mysterious. Just the one note, do you think?’

			‘Search team will be in the house at first light. They’d already be there if Page could have organised it – budget’s in place for seven-day weeks and as much overtime as we need.’

			‘Happy days.’ Fox toasted her with his water. Clarke’s phone started vibrating. She had placed it on the table next to her wine glass. She checked the screen and decided to answer.

			‘It’s Christine Esson,’ she explained to Fox, lifting the phone to her ear. ‘Shouldn’t you be at home with your feet up, Christine?’ But as she listened, her eyes narrowed a little. Her free hand reached for the wine glass as if on instinct, but the glass was still empty, as was the carafe. ‘Okay,’ she announced eventually. ‘Thanks for letting me know.’ She ended the call and tapped the phone against her lips.

			‘Well?’ Fox prompted.

			‘Reports of a gunshot in Merchiston. Christine just heard from a pal of hers at the control room. Someone who lives on the street called it in. A patrol car’s on its way to the scene.’

			‘Some old banger backfiring?’

			‘Caller heard breaking glass – living-room window, apparently.’ She paused. ‘The window of a house belonging to a Mr Cafferty.’

			‘Big Ger Cafferty?’

			‘The very same.’

			‘Well, that’s interesting, isn’t it?’

			‘Thank God we’re off duty.’

			‘Absolutely. Perish the thought we’d want to take a look.’

			‘Quite right.’ Clarke cut off a chunk of hake with the side of her fork. Fox was studying her over the rim of his glass.

			‘Whose turn to pay?’ he asked.

			‘Mine,’ Clarke replied, dropping the fork on the plate and signalling for a waiter.

			

			The patrol car sat kerbside with its roof lights flashing. It was a wide street of detached late-Victorian houses. The gates to Cafferty’s driveway were open and a white van was parked there. A couple of neighbours had come out to spectate. They looked cold, and would probably head in again soon. The two uniformed officers – one male, one female – were known to Clarke. She introduced Fox, then asked what had happened.

			‘Lady across the street heard a bang. There was a flash too, apparently, and the sound of glass shattering. She went to her window but couldn’t see any sign of life. The living room lights went off, but she could see the window was smashed. Curtains were open, she says.’

			‘He’s been quick enough getting a glazier.’ Fox nodded towards Cafferty’s house, where a man was busy fitting a plywood covering over the window.

			‘What does the occupant say?’ Clarke asked the uniforms.

			‘He’s not opening his door. Tells us it was an accident. Denies there was anything like a shot.’

			‘And he told you this by … ?’

			‘Shouting at us through his letter box when we were trying to get him to open up.’

			‘You know who he is, right?’

			‘He’s Big Ger Cafferty. Gangster sort of character, or at least used to be.’

			Clarke nodded slowly and noticed that a dog – some kind of terrier – was standing next to her and giving one of her legs an exploratory sniff. She shooed it, but it sat back on its haunches, staring up at her quizzically.

			‘Must belong to a neighbour,’ one of the uniforms surmised. ‘It was padding up and down the pavement when we got here.’ He bent down to scratch the dog behind one ear.

			‘Check the rest of the street,’ Clarke said. ‘See if there are any more witnesses.’

			She headed up the path towards the front door, taking a detour to where the glazier was nailing the panelling into the window frame.

			‘Everything okay here?’ she asked him. As far as she could tell, the living-room curtains were now closed, the room behind them in darkness.

			‘Just about finished.’

			‘We’re police officers. Can you tell us what happened?’

			‘Accidental breakage. I’ve measured up and it’ll be good as new tomorrow.’

			‘You know neighbours are saying a bullet did this?’

			‘In Edinburgh?’ The man shook his head.

			‘You’ll need to give your details to my colleagues before you leave.’

			‘Fine by me.’

			‘Have you done work for Mr Cafferty before?’

			The man shook his head again.

			‘But you know who he is? So it’s not beyond the realms of fantasy that there was a gunshot of some kind?’

			‘Tells me he tripped and fell against the pane. I’ve seen it happen plenty times.’

			‘I’m guessing,’ Fox interrupted, ‘he made it worth your while to come out straight away.’

			‘It says “Emergency” on my van because that’s what I do – emergency repairs. Immediate response whenever possible.’ The man hammered the final nail into place and checked his handiwork. There was a toolbox on the ground next to him, along with a portable workbench where he had sawn the plywood to size. The shards of glass had been swept up into a dustpan, larger pieces placed one on top of the other. Fox had crouched down to examine them, but when he stood up, the look he gave Clarke told her he hadn’t gleaned anything. She turned towards the solid-looking door, pressing the bell half a dozen times. When there was no response, she bent down and pushed open the letter box.

			‘It’s DI Clarke,’ she called out. ‘Siobhan Clarke. Any chance of a word, Mr Cafferty?’

			‘Come back with a warrant!’ a voice from within yelled. She put her eyes to the letter box and could see his shadowy bulk in the darkened hall.

			‘It’s good you’ve turned the lights off,’ she said. ‘Makes you less of a target. Do you reckon they’ll come back?’

			‘What are you on about? You been on the sauce again? I hear you’re getting too fond of it.’

			Clarke could feel the blood rising to her cheeks. She managed to stop herself checking Fox’s reaction. ‘You could be endangering your neighbours’ lives as well as your own – please think about that.’

			‘You’re dreaming, woman. I knocked against the glass and it broke. End of story.’

			‘If it’s a warrant you want, I can fetch one.’

			‘Bugger off and do that then, and leave me in peace!’

			She let the flap of the letter box clack shut and straightened up, fixing her eyes on Fox.

			‘You reckon you’ve got something better than a warrant, don’t you?’ he said. ‘Go on then.’ He motioned towards the phone she was clutching in her right hand. ‘Give him a bell …’

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			

			3

			The Oxford Bar was almost empty, and John Rebus had the back room to himself. He sat in the corner with a view of the doorway. It was something you learned to do as a cop – anyone coming in who might mean trouble, you wanted as much warning as you could get. Not that Rebus was expecting trouble, not here.

			And besides, he was no longer a cop.

			A month since his retirement. He had gone quietly in the end, demanding no fanfare, and turning down the offer of a drink with Clarke and Fox. Siobhan had phoned him a few times since, on various pretexts. He’d always managed to find some excuse not to meet up. Even Fox had got in touch – Fox! Ex-Professional Standards, a man who had tried snaring Rebus many a time – calling in an awkward attempt to share gossip before getting to the point.

			How was Rebus doing?

			Was he coping?

			Did he want to hook up some time?

			‘Bugger that,’ Rebus muttered to himself, finishing the dregs of his fourth IPA. Time to call it a night. Four was plenty. His doctor had told him: best cut it out altogether. Rebus had asked for a second opinion.

			‘Here it is then,’ the doctor had said: ‘You should stop smoking too.’

			Rebus smiled at the memory and rose from his pew, taking the empty glass with him to the bar.

			‘One for the road?’ he was asked.

			‘That’s me done.’ But as he stepped outside, he paused to get a cigarette lit. Maybe one more, eh? Freezing outside, and a wind that could slice bacon. Quick cigarette and back inside. There was a coal fire burning. He could see it through the window, sharing its warmth with no one now he was out here. He looked at his watch. What else was he going to do? Walk the streets? Take a taxi home and sit in his living room, failing to pick up any of the books he’d promised himself he would read? Bit of music and maybe a bath and then bed. His life was turning into a track on a CD with the repeat function engaged, each new day the same as the one before.

			He’d made a little list at the kitchen table: join the library, explore the city, take a holiday, see films, start going to concerts. There was a coffee ring on the list, and soon he would crumple it into the bin. One thing he had done was sort out his record collection, finding a few dozen albums he hadn’t played in years. But there was a problem with one of the speakers – the treble kept coming and going. So he’d have to add that to the list, or else start a new one.

			Redecorate.

			Replace rotting windows.

			New bathroom suite.

			New bed.

			Hall carpet.

			‘Easier just to move,’ he said to the empty street. No need to flick ash from his cigarette – the wind was doing that for him. Back indoors or taxi home? Toss a coin?

			Phone.

			He dug it out and peered at the screen. Caller: Shiv. Short for Siobhan. Not that she would countenance being called Shiv to her face. He considered not answering, but then tapped the screen and pressed the device to his ear.

			‘You’re interrupting my training,’ he complained.

			‘What training?’

			‘I’m planning on doing the Edinburgh Marathon.’

			‘Twenty-six pubs, is that? Sorry to break into your schedule.’

			‘I’m going to have to stop you there, caller. There’s someone on line two with a less smart mouth.’

			‘Fine then – I just thought you might like to know.’

			‘Know what? That Police Scotland is falling to pieces without me?’

			‘It’s your old friend Cafferty.’

			Rebus paused, his brain switching gears. ‘Keep talking.’

			‘Someone might just have taken a potshot at him.’

			‘Is he all right?’

			‘Hard to say – he’s not letting us in.’

			‘Where are you?’

			‘His house.’

			‘Give me fifteen minutes.’

			‘We can come fetch you …’

			A taxi had turned into Young Street, its orange light on. Rebus walked into the road and waved for it to stop.

			‘Fifteen minutes tops,’ he told Clarke, before ending the call.

			

			‘Want me to try the bell for you?’ Fox asked. He was on the doorstep in front of Cafferty’s home, flanked by Rebus and Clarke. The glazier had gone, and the officers from the patrol car were still collecting information from neighbours. The blue flashing light had been turned off, replaced by the orange sodium glow of the nearby street lamps.

			‘He seems to want to communicate by shouting through the letter box,’ Clarke added.

			‘I think we can do better than that,’ Rebus said. He found Cafferty’s number on his phone and waited.

			‘It’s me,’ he said when the call was picked up. ‘I’m standing right outside and I’m about to come in. So you can either open the door, or wait for me to put in another of your windows and climb in through the wreckage.’ He listened for a moment, eyes on Clarke. ‘Just me – understood.’ Clarke opened her mouth to protest, but Rebus shook his head. ‘It’s baltic out here, so quick as you can and we can all go home.’

			He put the phone back in his pocket and offered a shrug. ‘It’s okay for me to go in because I’m not a cop these days.’

			‘He said that?’

			‘He didn’t need to.’

			‘Have you spoken to him recently?’ Fox added.

			‘Contrary to received opinion, I don’t spend my days fraternising with people like Big Ger.’

			‘There was a time.’

			‘Maybe he’s just more interesting than others I could name,’ Rebus bristled.

			Fox looked ready to respond, but the door was being opened. Cafferty stood behind it, mostly hidden in shadow. Without another word, Rebus stepped inside and the door closed behind him. He followed Cafferty from outer hall to inner. Cafferty walked past the closed door to the living room, turning into the kitchen instead. Rebus wasn’t about to play that game, so entered the living room, turning on the light. He’d been in the room before, but there had been changes. A black leather suite. A vast flat-screen TV above the fireplace. The curtains in the bay window had been pulled shut; he was drawing them open when Cafferty walked in.

			‘You’ve tidied most of the glass,’ Rebus commented. ‘Still wouldn’t risk it in bare feet, mind. But at least floorboards are better than carpet – the splinters are easier to spot.’

			Hands in pockets, he turned to face Cafferty. They were old men now, similar build, similar background. Sat together in a pub, they might be mistaken by a casual onlooker for pals who’d known one another since school. But their history told a different story: fights and near-deaths, chases and prosecutions. Cafferty’s last stint in jail had been cut short after a cancer diagnosis, the patient making a miraculous recovery once free.

			‘Congratulations on your retirement,’ Cafferty drawled. ‘You didn’t think to invite me to the party. Hang on, though – I hear there was no party. Not enough friends left to even fill the back room at the Ox?’ He made a show of shaking his head in sympathy.

			‘The bullet didn’t hit you, then?’ Rebus retorted. ‘More’s the pity.’

			‘Everyone seems to be talking about this mysterious bullet.’

			‘I just wish we still had a tap on your phone. I’m betting that in the minutes after, you were shouting the odds at every villain in the city.’

			‘Look around you, Rebus. Do you see bodyguards? Do you see protection? I’m too long out of the game to have enemies.’

			‘It’s true plenty of people you hate have predeceased you – one way or another. But I still reckon there are enough to make a decent-sized list.’

			Cafferty smiled eventually and gestured towards the doorway. ‘Come into the kitchen. I’ll pour us a drink.’

			‘I’ll take mine in here, thanks.’

			Cafferty sighed and shrugged, turning to leave. Rebus did a quick circuit of the room and was by the fireplace when Cafferty returned. It was not an overly generous helping, but Rebus’s nose told him it was malt. He took a sip and rolled it around his mouth before swallowing, Cafferty opting to knock his back in one gulp.

			‘Nerves still jangling?’ Rebus guessed. ‘Don’t blame you for that. So you didn’t have the curtains closed. Probably reckon you don’t need them – nice big hedge between house and pavement. But that means he was standing on the lawn, directly outside. What were you doing? Crossing the room to find the TV remote, maybe? At which point he’s not more than eight or ten feet away. You still can’t see him, though – lights on in here, darkness out there. Yet somehow he misses. Meaning it’s either a warning or he’s some kind of rookie.’ Rebus paused. ‘Which would you guess? Maybe you don’t need to – could be you already know.’ He took another sip of whisky and watched Cafferty ease himself on to the leather sofa.

			‘Say someone was trying to kill me, would I be daft enough to stay put? Wouldn’t I be heading for the hills?’

			‘You might. But if you’ve no idea who’s behind it, that isn’t going to help you find them. Maybe you get tooled up, call in some favours and bide your time until he tries again. Morris Gerald Cafferty prepared is a very different creature from one who’s been caught on the hop.’

			‘So when I tell you that I’d had a nip too many and tripped over my own feet, smacking the window …’

			‘You’ve every right to stick to your story. I’m not a detective these days; nothing I can do one way or the other. But if you did feel you needed some help, Siobhan’s right outside and I’d trust her with your life. I’d probably even trust her with mine.’

			‘I’ll bear that in mind. Meantime, I hope I’ve not taken you away from whatever it is cops like you do when they’re put out to pasture.’

			‘We tend to spend our days reminiscing about the scum we’ve put in jail.’

			‘And the ones who got away too, no doubt.’ Cafferty pulled himself back to his feet. He acted like an old man, but Rebus felt sure he could be dangerous when cornered or threatened. The eyes were still hard and cold, mirroring the calculating intelligence behind them. ‘Tell Siobhan to go home,’ Cafferty was saying. ‘And the door-to-door is wasting time and effort. It’s just one broken window, easily fixed.’

			‘It’s not, though, is it?’ Rebus had followed Cafferty for a few steps but then stopped by the wall opposite the bay window. There was a framed painting there, and as Cafferty turned towards him, he dabbed at it with the tip of one finger. ‘This painting used to be over there.’ He nodded towards another wall. ‘And the wee painting hanging there used to be here. You can tell from where the emulsion has faded – means they’ve been swapped over recently.’

			‘I like them better this way.’ Cafferty’s jaw had tightened. Rebus gave a thin smile as he reached out with both hands and lifted the larger painting from its hook. It had been covering a small, near-circular indentation in the plaster. He shut one eye and took a closer look.

			‘You’ve prised out the bullet,’ he commented. ‘Nine mil, was it?’ He dug in his pocket for his phone. ‘Mind if I take a snap for my scrapbook?’

			But Cafferty’s hand had gripped him by the forearm.

			‘John,’ he said. ‘Just leave it, okay? I know what I’m doing.’

			‘Then tell me. Tell me what’s going on here.’

			But Cafferty shook his head and relaxed his vice-like grip.

			‘Just go,’ he said, his voice softening. ‘Enjoy the days and the hours. None of this is yours any more.’

			‘Then why let me in?’

			‘I’m wishing I hadn’t.’ Cafferty gestured towards the hole. ‘I thought I was being clever.’

			‘We’re both clever, it’s why we’ve lasted as long as we have.’

			‘You going to tell Clarke about this?’ Meaning the bullet hole.

			‘Maybe. And maybe she’ll go get that warrant.’

			‘None of which will get her any further forward.’

			‘At least the hole rules out one theory.’

			‘Oh aye?’

			‘That you fired the gun yourself from in here.’ Rebus nodded towards the window. ‘At someone out there.’

			‘That’s some imagination you’ve got.’ 

			The two men stared at one another until Rebus exhaled loudly. ‘I might as well head off then. You know where to find me if you need me.’ He got the painting back on its hook and accepted the handshake that Cafferty was offering.

			Outside, Clarke and Fox were waiting in Fox’s car. Rebus climbed into the back.

			‘Well?’ Clarke asked.

			‘There’s a bullet hole in the far wall. He’s got the bullet out and won’t be handing it over to us any time soon.’

			‘You think he knows who did it?’

			‘I’d say he hasn’t a clue – that’s what’s got him spooked.’

			‘So what now?’

			‘Now,’ Rebus said, reaching forward to pat Fox on the shoulder, ‘I get a lift home.’

			‘Are we invited in for coffee?’

			‘It’s a flat, not a fucking Costa. Once you’ve dropped me, you young things can finish the evening doing whatever takes your fancy.’ Rebus looked towards where the terrier was sitting on the pavement, watching the occupants of the car, its head cocked. ‘Whose is the mutt?’

			‘Not sure. The uniforms asked around, but nobody’s missing a pet. Couldn’t be Cafferty’s, could it?’

			‘Unlikely. Pets need looking after, and that’s not the man’s style.’ Rebus had dug his cigarettes out of his pocket. ‘Mind if I smoke in here?’

			‘Yes,’ came the chorus from the front.

			The dog was still watching as the car moved off. Rebus feared it was about to try following them. Clarke swivelled around so she was facing the rear seat.

			‘I’m fine,’ Rebus told her. ‘Thanks for asking.’

			‘I hadn’t quite got round to it.’

			‘No, but you were going to.’

			‘It’s good to see you.’

			‘Aye, you too,’ Rebus conceded. ‘Now, is there any chance you can get Jackie Stewart here to put the foot down? There’s a cigarette with my name on it waiting at the other end …’ 

			

			In his kitchen, Cafferty poured another whisky, adding a drop of water from the cold tap and finishing it in two swallows. He expelled air through his teeth and slammed the empty glass on to the table before running his hands down his face. The house was locked, all doors and windows checked. From his pocket he took the bullet, compressed from impact. Nine mil, just as Rebus had surmised. Once upon a time, Cafferty had kept a nine-mil pistol in the safe in his den, but he’d had to ditch it after having had recourse to use it. He placed the misshapen bullet next to the empty whisky glass, then opened a drawer and found what he was looking for, tucked away near the back. The note that had been shoved through his letter box a few days before. He unfolded it and examined the words again:

			I’M GOING TO KILL YOU FOR WHAT YOU DID.

			But what had Cafferty done? He pulled out a chair, sat down, and began to consider.
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			Next morning, Doug Maxtone gestured for Fox to follow him out of the cramped office into the empty corridor of St Leonard’s police station.

			‘I’ve just been briefed,’ Maxtone said, ‘by our friends from the west.’

			‘Anything you can share?’

			‘We discussed their request for that “ancillary support” I mentioned yesterday …’ Maxtone broke off and waited.

			Fox tapped a finger against his own chest and watched his boss nod slowly.

			‘You worked Professional Standards, Malcolm, so you know all about keeping your mouth shut.’ Maxtone paused. ‘But you also know about spying. You’re going to be my eyes and ears in there, understood? I’ll want regular updates.’ He checked his watch. ‘In a minute, you’re going to go knock on the door. By then they’ll have decided how much they need to tell you and how much they think they can get away with not sharing.’

			‘I seem to remember they wanted to vet potential candidates.’

			Maxtone shook his head. ‘I’ve made it pretty clear you’re what’s on offer.’

			‘Do they know I used to work Complaints?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘In which case I expect I’ll be welcomed with open arms. Any other advice?’

			‘The boss is called Ricky Compston. Big wide bastard with a shaved head. Typical Glasgow – thinks he’s seen it all while we spend our days directing tourists to the castle.’ Maxtone paused. ‘None of the others bothered with introductions.’

			‘But they did tell you why they’re here?’

			‘It’s to do with a—’ Maxtone broke off as the door to the CID suite swung open. A face appeared, glowering.

			‘That him?’ a voice barked. ‘When you’re ready …’

			The head disappeared, the door remaining ajar.

			‘I better go say hello,’ Fox told his boss.

			‘We’ll talk at the end of the day.’

			Fox nodded and moved off, standing in front of the door, giving himself a moment before pushing it all the way open. There were five of them, all standing, mostly with arms folded.

			‘Shut the door then,’ the man who had originally opened it said. Fox reckoned this must be Compston. He had the rough dimensions and general demeanour of a prize bull. No handshakes, just down to business.

			‘For the record,’ Compston said, ‘we know this is shite, yes?’

			He seemed to require an answer, so Fox gave something that could have been construed as a nod of agreement.

			‘But in the spirit of cooperation, here we all are.’ Compston stretched out an arm, taking in the room. The desks were sparsely furnished – just laptops and mobile phones, plugged into chargers. Almost no paperwork and nothing pinned to the walls. Compston took a step forward, filling Fox’s field of vision, so he knew who was in charge. ‘Now I know what your boss is thinking: he’s thinking you’re going to run straight back to him every five minutes with the latest gossip. But that wouldn’t be very wise, Detective Inspector Fox. Because if anything leaks, I know for a fact as hard as my last shit that it won’t have come from my team. Is that clear?’

			‘I think I’ve some lactulose in my drawer, if that would help.’

			One of the detectives gave a snort of laughter, and even Compston eventually broke into a brief smile.

			‘You know I used to be Professional Standards,’ Fox ploughed on. ‘That means I’ve got a fan club here with precisely no members. Probably explains why Maxtone chose me – keeps me out of his hair. Besides which, I don’t expect he thinks this is going to be a laugh a minute. You might need me and you might not. I’m happy to sit on my arse playing Angry Birds for the duration – salary still goes into my bank.’

			Compston studied the man in front of him, then turned his head towards his team.

			‘Initial assessment?’

			‘Standard Complaints wanker,’ a man in a light blue shirt said, seeming to act as the voice of the group.

			Compston raised an eyebrow. ‘Alec isn’t usually so effusive. On the other hand, he seldom gets people wrong. Standard Complaints wanker it is. So let’s all sit down and get uncomfortable.’

			They did, and introductions were finally made. The blue shirt was Alec Bell. He was probably in his early fifties, a good five or six years older than Compston. A taller, younger, undernourished-looking officer went by the name of Jake Emerson. The only woman present was called Beth Hastie. She reminded Fox a little of the First Minister – similar age, haircut and facial shape. Finally there was Peter Hughes, probably the youngest of the team, dressed for the street in a padded denim jacket and black jeans.

			‘I thought there were six of you,’ Fox commented.

			‘Bob Selway’s otherwise engaged,’ Compston explained. Fox waited for more.

			‘That makes five,’ he said.

			The group shared a look. Compston sniffed and shifted a little in his chair.

			‘Five it is,’ he stated.

			Fox noted that no ranks had been mentioned. It was clear Compston was in charge, with Bell as his trusted lieutenant. The others seemed like foot soldiers. If he had to guess, he’d say they hadn’t known each other for any great length of time.

			‘Whatever it is you’re up to, there’s a surveillance element,’ Fox said. ‘You’ll appreciate that surveillance used to be a big part of my job, so that might be the one skill I have that’d be useful to you.’

			‘Okay, smart-arse, how did you work that out?’

			Fox’s eyes met Compston’s and stayed there. ‘Selway is “otherwise engaged”. Meantime Hughes is dressed so he doesn’t stand out in certain situations. He looks fairly comfortable, too, which means he’s done it before.’ Fox paused. ‘How am I doing?’

			‘Maxtone really didn’t tell you?’

			Fox shook his head, and Compston took a deep breath.

			‘You’ll have heard of Joseph Stark?’

			‘Let’s pretend I haven’t.’

			‘Your boss hadn’t heard of him either. Unbelievable.’ Compston made show of shaking his head. ‘Joe Stark is a Glasgow gangster of long and ugly standing. He’s sixty-three years old and not quite ready to pass the baton to his son—’

			‘Dennis,’ Alec Bell interrupted. ‘Otherwise known as a nasty little turd.’

			‘With you so far,’ Fox said.

			‘Joe and Dennis, along with some of their crew, have been enjoying a wee road trip of late. Inverness first, then Aberdeen and Dundee.’

			‘And now they’re in Edinburgh?’

			‘Been here a couple of days and don’t look like budging.’

			‘And you’ve had them under surveillance throughout?’ Fox surmised.

			‘We want to know what they’re doing.’

			‘You don’t know?’

			‘We’ve got an inkling.’

			‘Do I get to hear it?’

			‘They might be looking for a guy called Hamish Wright. He’s based in Inverness but has friends in Aberdeen, Dundee …’

			‘And here.’

			‘I say “friends”, but contacts might be a better description. Wright runs a haulage business, which means he has lorries crossing to the Western Isles, Orkney and Shetland, even Ireland and the Continent.’

			‘Could be useful if there was something illegal that needed distributing.’ A head-and-shoulders shot of Wright had been handed to Fox. He studied the face. It was chubby and freckled and topped by curly red hair. ‘Looks like a Hamish,’ he commented. 

			‘Right.’

			‘Would it be drugs he’s moving?’

			‘Oh yes.’

			‘For the Starks?’ Fox watched Compston nod. ‘So why haven’t you busted him?’

			‘We were about to.’

			‘And we reckoned we’d take down Stark and his son too,’ Bell added. ‘But then Wright went AWOL.’

			‘And Stark’s your best chance of finding him?’ Fox nodded his understanding. ‘But why’s Stark so interested?’

			‘There’ll be reasons,’ Compston said.

			‘To do with money?’

			‘Money and goods, yes.’

			‘So where are Stark and his men? Who are they talking to?’

			‘Right now, they’re in a café in Leith. They’re staying at a bed and breakfast nearby.’

			‘Bob Selway’s watching them?’

			‘Until I relieve him in forty minutes,’ Peter Hughes broke in.

			‘Reckon young Peter will blend in?’ Compston asked Fox. ‘We did wonder if these days he’d need one of those hipster beards, seeing how Leith is going up in the world.’

			‘Like he’s old enough to grow a beard,’ Alec Bell snorted.

			Hughes made a single-digit gesture but looked as though he’d heard all the jokes before. Fox could sense the team softening a little. He wasn’t being accepted, but they were ceasing to see him as an immediate threat.

			‘So that’s where we are and why we’re here,’ Compston said with a shrug. ‘And if you’ll let us get on with it, we’ll leave you to your Angry Birds.’

			But Fox had a question. ‘Stark and his men were in town last night? What did they get up to?’

			‘Dinner and a few drinks.’

			‘You had eyes on them all evening?’

			‘Pretty much. Why?’

			Fox gave a twitch of the mouth. ‘You’ll have heard of Morris Gerald Cafferty, known as Big Ger?’

			‘Let’s pretend I haven’t.’

			‘Unbelievable,’ Fox echoed. ‘He was a major player on the east coast until recently. Similar age to your Joe Stark.’

			‘And?’

			‘Someone decided to take a potshot at him yesterday evening around eight o’clock.’

			‘Whereabouts?’

			‘At his home. Shooter was outside, Cafferty was inside, meaning it might have been a warning of some kind.’

			Compston ran a hand across his jaw. ‘Interesting.’ He looked to Alec Bell, who offered a shrug.

			‘Seven till nine they were in the Abbotsford,’ Bell recited. ‘Drink at the bar, meal in the upstairs restaurant.’

			‘And where were we?’

			‘Peter was at the bar throughout.’

			Hughes nodded his agreement. ‘Apart from a quick break for a slash. But Beth was posted outside.’

			‘At the end of Rose Street, not more than twenty yards away,’ Beth Hastie confirmed.

			‘Probably nothing to it then,’ Compston said, not quite managing to sound as if he meant it. Then, to Fox: ‘Would your man Cafferty have had dealings with the Starks?’

			‘I can try to find out.’ Fox paused. ‘Always supposing you’re willing to trust me that far.’

			‘You know Cafferty to talk to?’

			‘Yes.’ Fox managed not to blink.

			‘You can bring up the Starks without him getting wind of the surveillance?’

			‘Absolutely.’

			Compston looked at the other members of his team. ‘What do we think?’

			‘Risky,’ Hastie offered.

			‘Agreed,’ Alec Bell muttered.

			‘Fox is right about one thing, though,’ Compston said, rising to his feet. ‘Starks hit town and almost immediately someone fires a shot across the bows of the competition. Could well be a message.’ His eyes were boring into Fox’s. ‘You reckon you’re up to this?’

			‘Yes.’

			‘How will you do it?’

			Fox shrugged. ‘We just chat. I’m pretty good at reading people. If he suspects the Starks, he may let something slip.’ He paused. ‘I’m assuming they’d have access to a gun?’

			Alec Bell snorted.

			‘I’ll take that as a yes.’ Then, to Compston: ‘So do I talk to him or not?’

			‘You don’t so much as hint at the surveillance.’

			Fox nodded, then gestured towards the silent, cadaverous figure of Jake Emerson. ‘Doesn’t say much, does he?’

			‘Not in front of Complaints he doesn’t,’ Emerson sneered. ‘Scumbuckets, the lot of you.’

			‘See?’ Compston said with a smile. ‘Jake keeps his counsel mostly, but when he does speak, it’s always worth hearing.’ He held out a hand for Fox to take. ‘You’re on probation, but for what it’s worth – welcome to Operation Junior.’

			‘Junior?’

			Compston gave a cold smile. ‘If you’re any kind of detective, you’ll work it out,’ he said, releasing his grip.

			

		

	
		
			

			

			

			

			5

			Fox stood on the pavement outside the four-storey tenement on Arden Street and made the call, his eyes fixed on one of the second-floor windows.

			‘What do you want?’ Rebus’s voice asked.

			‘You at home?’

			‘Bowls game doesn’t start for another hour.’

			‘Using your bus pass to get there?’

			‘You’re sharper than you used to be – that’s what a spell in CID does for you.’

			‘Can I come up?’

			Rebus’s face appeared at the window. ‘I was just nipping out to the shop.’

			‘I’ll walk with you. I thought we could talk about Cafferty.’

			‘Why would we want to do that?’

			‘I’ll tell you when you come down.’ Fox ended the call, holding the phone away from him for effect. Rebus remained at the window for a moment, then disappeared. Two minutes later, wrapped in a three-quarter-length black woollen coat, he emerged into the street, turning left and heading uphill, Fox at his heels.

			‘Before you ask, I’ve cut back,’ he informed Fox as he lifted a cigarette from a near-empty packet.

			‘Have you tried vaping?’

			‘I hate that word.’

			‘Have you, though?’

			‘A couple of times. It’s just not the same.’ Rebus stopped briefly to get the cigarette lit. ‘There’s some news on Cafferty?’

			‘Not exactly.’

			Rebus looked at Fox for the first time since coming out of the tenement. ‘So I’m here under false pretences?’ He started walking again.

			‘Do the names Joe and Dennis Stark mean anything to you?’

			‘Joe’s an old-time Glasgow thug. His son didn’t fall far from the tree.’

			‘Ever had dealings with either of them?’

			‘No.’

			‘Might Cafferty?’

			‘Almost certainly. You couldn’t have one city tramping on the other’s turf, not without war breaking out.’

			‘So there’d have been powwows between the two?’

			‘And their equivalents in Aberdeen, maybe Dundee …’

			‘That’s interesting.’

			‘Why?’

			‘Because the Starks visited both those places recently.’

			‘What’s your thinking, Malcolm?’ Rebus glanced in Fox’s direction. ‘And by the way, are you and Siobhan sleeping together?’

			‘Would it bother you if we were?’

			‘I’ll always look out for her. Anyone hurts her, it’ll be me they answer to.’

			‘She’s an adult, John. She might even be tougher than either you or me.’

			‘Maybe, but just so you know.’

			‘We’re friends – that’s as far as it goes.’

			They had turned the corner at the top of the street. There was a Sainsbury’s across the road, and Rebus stopped by its door, taking a final couple of drags on his cigarette before stubbing it out.

			‘Didn’t even smoke the whole thing,’ he said. ‘Be sure and tell her that. You never did answer my question.’

			Fox followed him into the shop. ‘What question?’

			‘Why do you want to know about the Starks?’

			‘They arrived in town a couple of days back. Just wondered if there might be a reason for them to target Cafferty.’

			Rebus’s eyes narrowed as he picked up a basket. He was silent while they perused the first aisle. Instant coffee, a small loaf, a litre of milk, packets of link sausages and bacon. As they passed by the wine and beer, Rebus gestured with his free hand.

			‘Tell her I didn’t buy a single can or bottle.’

			At the counter, however, he added a fresh pack of cigarettes to his purchases, along with a sausage roll from the hotplate.

			‘A man has to have some vices,’ he said as they made for the exit. Outside, he slid the first inch from its paper bag and took a bite. Flecks of pastry broke off and peppered the lapels of his coat.

			‘What do you want me to do?’ he asked.

			Fox slipped his hands into his pockets, hunching his shoulders against the stiff breeze. ‘Would Cafferty talk to me about the Starks?’

			‘You think Joe Stark is responsible for last night?’

			‘Maybe the son. Revenge for some grievance.’

			‘I’m not sure Dennis would have missed. He’ll have had a bit of practice down the years.’

			‘So it was a warning of some kind, somebody trying to put the wind up Cafferty. You have to admit, it’s odd how this happens the day after the Starks hit town.’

			‘There is that,’ Rebus conceded. ‘But say we mention as much to Cafferty …’

			‘Yes?’

			‘Well, he might want to explore the possibility.’

			‘He might,’ Fox agreed.

			‘And that could get ugly.’

			Fox was nodding slowly as Rebus chewed on another mouthful of food. When the chewing stopped, replaced by a widening smile, Fox knew he’d done his job.

			

			Lunchtime, and the Golden Rule was almost empty. The main bar was connected by a set of steps to a larger seated area that boasted another bar, only open when the place got busy. They had this room to themselves. Cafferty looked comfortable, seated at a corner table well away from the window. He had a double whisky in front of him. Rebus carried a pint through, while Fox, a couple of steps behind him, brought nothing at all.

			‘Malcolm Fox, isn’t it?’ Cafferty reached out a hand, which Fox shook. ‘Out of the Complaints these days, I hear. I suppose with John heading into the wilderness, you felt the job had lost any sense of challenge.’ He toasted both men and took a sip from his glass.

			‘Thanks for agreeing to meet me,’ Fox said.

			‘It’s not you I’m meeting, son – it’s your ex-colleague. Always worth finding out what’s going on in that head of his.’

			‘Be that as it may …’

			Cafferty was flapping one hand, signalling for Fox to stop. There was silence around the table, broken only by the sounds of the TV from the distant bar. Eventually Rebus put down his glass and spoke.

			‘A shot was fired at you last night – we all know it. Most of your obvious enemies are long gone—’

			‘Present company excepted,’ Cafferty interrupted, making another toast.

			‘But then DI Fox discovers that Joe Stark is in town, along with his son.’

			‘They’ve not sectioned Dennis yet?’ Cafferty feigned surprise.

			‘We’re wondering if there’s any possible connection,’ Rebus continued. ‘I’ve spent half the night turning it over, and I’m not coming up with more than two or three names.’
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