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Three lawyers’ tongues, turn’d inside out,


Wi’ lies seamed like a beggar’s clout.


A couplet from Robert Burns’ original


manuscript of his epic poem, Tam O’Shanter,


which he was persuaded to leave out.




Chapter 1


Seventeenth Hole, Old Course


St Andrews, Fife


Scotland


Tam Dunn watched the golf ball take a hard kick left and slip into the infamous Road Hole Bunker, a sandy-bottomed pothole that guarded the seventeenth green.


Bud Amherst, one of an American four-ball that teed off at 7:00 that morning, first on the ballot, threw his five-iron to the ground. ‘Goddammit,’ he shouted, turning to Tam. ‘Course’s nuthin but sand traps. Why didn’t you tell me it was there?’


The way Bud played golf it would have made no difference if Tam had first led him by the hand and stood him in the bunker. But Tam the caddy, always hopeful of an American-sized tip, bit his tongue. ‘My mistake, sir.’


Close to the green, the bunker looked more like a hole in the ground, its face a vertical wall of divot bricks that even the pros struggled to overcome.


‘Whaddaya think?’ Bud asked Tam.


‘Sand-iron, sir.’


‘I know that, goddammit. Which way’s it gonna break?’


‘About three feet from the left.’


‘As much as that?’


‘At least, sir.’


Tam kept tight-lipped as Bud took a few clumsy practice swings. The only way Bud was going to get the ball onto that green, he thought, was to lift it and place it. He stood back as Bud prepared to step into the bunker then stood still, as if frozen. For a moment, Tam wondered if Bud was contemplating another club, but before Tam could offer, Bud stumbled backward and slumped to the ground. The sand-iron slipped from his grip.


‘Sir?’


‘Aw God, aw God.’


One of the Americans, the tall one called JD, trotted across the green. ‘Bud, you okay?’


Bud flapped an arm at the bunker.


Tam stepped to its lip and stared down at the hand, at skin as white as porcelain, bony fingers clawed like talons. Even from where he stood he could tell it was a woman’s hand, a fine hand, he thought, except the wrist looked butchered and bloodied, like a cut of meat hacked, not sliced, the bone glistening like a white disc smeared with blood.


And all of Tam’s hopes for an American-sized tip evaporated in the cold Scottish air.




Chapter 2


‘You’d better get down here, Andy.’


‘Where’s here, Nance?’


‘Seventeenth green on the Old Course. Next to the Jigger.’


Gilchrist pulled his Mercedes SLK Roadster off the A91, onto Old St Andrews Road, its dead-ended length at that location now little more than a lay-by. He pressed his mobile to his ear. It had been a while since he had heard DS Nancy Wilson as breathless. Not since they had run the length of the West Sands chasing what’s-his-name – McGregor, that was it, Murray McGregor, rapist, serial shagger, petty thief. How some people thought they could get away with it never failed to amaze him.


‘What’s got you fired up?’ he tried.


‘Severed hand in a bunker. Victim’s in her early twenties, late teens—’


‘Her early twenties?’


‘Sorry. Yes. It’s a woman’s hand.’


Gilchrist tugged the steering wheel, felt the tail-end throw out as the Merc spun in a tight circle. He caught a gap in traffic, floored the pedal, and nipped back onto the A91.


‘Any rings?’ he asked. ‘Moles? Scars?’


‘No jewellery, and nothing obvious. Short fingernails. Skin’s a bit rough.’


‘As in manual labour?’


‘As in someone who doesn’t use hand lotion.’


‘Or couldn’t afford to?’


‘Maybe.’


‘It couldn’t have come from the mortuary or been cut from—?’


‘Not a chance, Andy. She’s been murdered.’


‘Get onto the University,’ he said. ‘Find out if any students have gone missing, called in sick, not turned up, whatever,’ then added, ‘Has Mackie seen it yet?’


‘Just arrived. Along with the SOCOs.’


‘Make sure they take fingerprints and run them through AFR.’


‘Got it.’


If the victim had no criminal record, the Automatic Fingerprint Recognition System would draw a blank. But it was worth a shot. ‘Estimated time of’ – he wanted to say ‘death’, then chose – ‘amputation?’


‘Couldn’t say.’


‘How about the other bunkers?’


‘We’ve got a team walking the course. Nothing back from them yet.’


‘Any thoughts?’ he asked.


‘Nothing definite. The sand was smooth, which might suggest the hand was placed in the bunker.’


‘As opposed to thrown in?’


‘Odd, don’t you think?’


‘Maybe.’ Gilchrist was again struck by the undercurrent of excitement in Nance’s voice. He thought back to her statement – Not a chance ... She’s been murdered – and knew from the firmness of her response that there had to be more. ‘What’re you not telling me, Nance?’


‘She, I mean ... the hand, was holding a note. Addressed to you.’


A frisson of ice touched his neck. Past the cut-off to Strathkiness, the road cleared, and he booted the Merc to seventy. ‘What’s it say?’


‘Murder.’


Murder? ‘So whoever severed the hand is sending me a message.’


‘Looks that way.’


‘How was the note addressed?’


‘On the envelope. Your name. DCI Andrew Gilchrist.’


Andrew. Not Andy. Was that significant? ‘Typed? Or handwritten?’


‘Looks like a computer printer. Ink hasn’t run. Maybe a laser printer.’


Something tugged at his mind. ‘I thought you said note.’


‘I did.’


‘Inside the envelope?’


‘Yes.’


‘Someone opened the envelope?’


‘It wasn’t sealed.’


Although the envelope was addressed to him, found in the clutches of a severed hand, it niggled him that it had been opened and read. ‘Why use an envelope to put a note inside?’ he asked. ‘Why not just the note? Why the envelope, then the note?’


‘To keep the note dry?’


‘Maybe.’


‘Greaves wants to assign you as SIO.’


Senior Investigating Officer. Gilchrist laughed. ‘I would have thought a severed hand clutching a note addressed to me would make it obvious that I should be SIO.’


Hearing his own words made something slump to the pit of his stomach. He had always dreaded this moment, the day when he would be targeted by some sick pervert. And the pervert who severed the hand had asked for Gilchrist to be involved. No, worse than that, had wanted him to be involved. But why? Was the woman someone he knew? At that thought, a surge of panic jolted his system.


‘Describe the hand again, Nance.’


‘Not much to describe. It’s a left hand. All fingers intact. Skin’s flawless.’


‘What about the fingernails?’


‘None missing, if that’s what you mean. No varnish. Short. A bit cracked.’


‘Not bitten?’


‘No. They look as if they’ve been trimmed. But the cracks still show.’


‘Meaning?’


‘Not sure. But it might help ID her.’


Relief powered through Gilchrist. It was every policeman’s fear that their family would be the victim of revenge, their lives threatened by some previously convicted criminal bent on getting even. The thought that the hand could have been his daughter’s had hit him with the force of a kick to the gut. Maureen lived seventy miles away in Glasgow, near the west coast, but bit her nails and picked the skin. Despite the gruesome task ahead he almost smiled.


‘I’ll be with you in ten minutes,’ he said, and disconnected.


Dear God. Now this. A young woman’s hand. What had happened? Had her hand been severed in the course of torture? Was she still alive? No, he thought. She was already dead. So where was the rest of the body?


He floored the pedal, overtook three cars.


And why a hand? Why leave it where it was sure to be found?


Simple. Because the perpetrator of this crime wanted the hand to be found.


Hence the note. For him.


But who was this young woman?


At forty-seven, Gilchrist did not know many young women. His daughter, of course. But Maureen had never invited him to meet her flatmates or friends. Not that she hid them from him, but she lived away from home, ever since Gail left him. And then there was Chloe, his son’s girlfriend. And that was about it as far as young women were concerned.


Still, he needed to put his mind at rest.


He located Maureen’s number and felt a flush of irritation as her answering machine cut in. Leaving messages seemed to be his way of communicating with her these days. He ordered her to give him a call, then called Jack. It was a wild thought. But better to be sure.


‘Hello?’ Jack’s voice sounded tired, heavy.


‘Did I wake you up?’


‘What time’s it?’


‘Almost eleven. The day’s nearly done.’


Jack coughed, a harsh sound that seemed to come from his chest and made Gilchrist think he had started smoking again. ‘And to what do I owe this pleasure?’


‘Isn’t a father allowed to call his son and ask how he is?’


‘Come on, Andy. First thing in the morning?’


Gilchrist let out a laugh. Jack was a freelance artist whose creative side seemed to flourish only on the other side of midnight and sobriety. Midday could be an early start.


‘How’s Chloe’?’ Gilchrist asked.


‘Fine why?’


Gilchrist thought Jack’s answer was too quick. ‘I’d like to talk to her,’ he said.


‘Why? What’s up?’


Because we’ve found a severed hand and I’m scared to death it might be Chloe’s.


‘Might be interested in buying one of her paintings,’ he said. ‘Can I talk to her?’


‘Sure. I’ll get her to call when she gets back.’


‘Out shopping, is she?’


‘Something like that.’


Gilchrist pressed the mobile to his ear. Jack had a cavalier attitude about most things, but his voice sounded lifeless. ‘Everything all right?’ he tried.


‘We had a lovers’ tiff.’


‘And?’


A sniff, then, ‘And she’s stomped off to cool down.’


‘Sounds serious.’


‘She’ll get over it.’


‘Good.’ And Gilchrist meant it. Chloe was the best thing that had happened to Jack. An artist too, she had a calming effect on his wild son, even assuring him that Jack no longer smoked cigarettes or any other substances. He almost hated to say it, but he trusted Chloe more than he did his own son. He held on, expecting Jack to continue, but it seemed as if the topic of Chloe was over.


Gilchrist decided to change tack and felt a flicker of annoyance that he had to bring the subject up. But he needed to know. ‘How’s Mum?’ he asked, and grimaced as he waited for the answer.


‘Not good, Andy. Not good at all.’


‘How long?’


‘Couple of months. Maybe less.’


‘Jesus.’


‘They’ve got her on morphine.’


‘Is she still at home?’


‘You know Mum.’


Gilchrist pulled to a halt behind a traffic jam. Ahead, the grey silhouette of St Salvator’s spire and the Abbey ruins lined the dark skyline. By the University buildings, black rocks fell to a blacker sea – a visual definition of the auld grey toon.


He closed his eyes, dug in his thumb and forefinger.


Gail. Sometimes he felt as if he still loved her. Other times he wondered if it was being betrayed that had given him the right to wallow in self-pity. He never understood why he still cared for her. Was it hurt over her infidelity? Or her utter rejection of him once she left? Or jealousy at her having found someone else? And now she was dying and—


‘Andy?’


Gilchrist looked up. ‘Sorry, Jack. Stuck in traffic. Is Maureen still helping out?’


‘I guess.’


‘You heard from her?’


‘About a week ago.’


‘I’ve left umpteen messages on her answering machine.’


‘That’s Mo for you.’


‘It runs in the family.’


‘Hey, we’re talking. Right?’


Gilchrist chuckled. ‘If you talk to her, Jack, tell her to check her messages and give me a call.’ Jack grunted, which he took to mean yes. The car in front, an old Morris Minor – when had he last seen one of these? – lurched forward with a burst of black exhaust. ‘Thanks, Jack. Catch you later.’


As Gilchrist trailed the Minor he thought it odd how different his children had become. Maureen and Jack were growing apart, had grown apart, professionally, politically, socially and, even though he hated to say it, financially. Where Mo was self-reliant and careful with money, Jack could go for months without selling a sculpture or painting, and no commissioned work in sight. He often wondered how Jack survived, then ditched that thought for fear of the answer.


But Mo was different. A young woman with definite views on how to run her life, with no sympathy for those who struggled. If Gilchrist felt his relationship with his daughter was sometimes an effort, what chance did Jack have of getting through to her?


He turned left off the A91, drove alongside the Madras playing fields, and found a spot in the Old Course Hotel car park, close to the Jigger Inn, its white walls and black trim a reminder of bygone days when it functioned as a railway station. Beyond the stone dyke that bordered the course, a white Ford Transit van spilled Scenes of Crime Officers in white hooded coveralls – six in total. The putting green was closed off with yellow tape that trailed to the wall at the side of the road for which the Old Course’s Road Hole was infamous.


Nance caught his eye as he cleared the dyke. Behind her, the stooped figure of Bert Mackie, the police pathologist, was slipping into the bunker, his assistant, Dougie Banks, helping him down. Nance signalled to Gilchrist as she walked across the green, away from the bunker and the SOCOs.


Puzzled, he followed her.


When she stopped, he said, ‘You look worried.’


‘Ronnie’s here.’


‘Ronnie?’ Then the name slotted into the tumblers of his mind with a surge of disbelief. ‘Ronnie Watt?’ He eyed the green, settling on the back of a broad-shouldered man in a dark blue suit, felt his legs move as if of their own accord—


Something clamped his arm.


‘He’s not worth it.’ Nance tightened her grip. ‘He’s Crime Scene Manager.’


‘Not on my shift, he’s not. Alan can take over.’


‘Greaves has assigned Ronnie.’


Gilchrist shook his arm free. ‘Is Greaves out of his bloody mind?’


‘Andy. Don’t. It’s in the past.’


But Gilchrist was already striding away.




Chapter 3


‘Greaves speaking.’


‘It’s Andy Gilchrist, Tom.’


‘Andy. I was wondering when I’d hear from you.’


I bet you were, you blundering old maniac. ‘I’ve got a complaint.’


‘Certainly, Andy. Let’s have it.’


Chief Super Greaves’ politeness almost threw him. So, rather than struggle with fake diplomacy, Gilchrist pulled the trigger. ‘What the hell’s Ronnie Watt doing here?’


‘He’s on temporary assignment from Strathclyde—’


‘You do know about Ronnie and me?’


‘I do, Andy.’


‘Well, surely you must appreciate—’


‘Watt is back with Fife Constabulary and assigned to the St Andrews Division of the Crime Management Department, as are you. Part of my remit is to assign officers to solve crimes as I see fit. And with the shortage in manpower I’m bloody grateful for experienced overload relief—’


‘As Senior Investigating Officer I assign my own team. And the last—’


‘You’re not the SIO on this case.’


For one confusing second, Gilchrist wondered if he had misunderstood. ‘They found a note with—’


‘Yes yes I know all about the note.’


‘Whoever committed this crime wants me on it. I need to be involved.’


‘I’ll be SIO, Andy. But with all the paperwork I’ve got at the moment I’m assigning you to take charge. Ronnie will be your assistant.’


‘I thought he was Crime Scene Manager.’


‘DC Alan Bowers will take over. Is that clear?’


Crystal. Gilchrist gripped his mobile. He had misjudged the Chief Super. Greaves had no intention of becoming involved. Assigning Gilchrist as a temporary SIO was like fiddling the books. ‘One final question,’ he said. ‘Why put Watt and me together?’


‘Because in this division I don’t want anyone to harbour past grievances. We work together as a team. Does that make it any clearer?’


Watt was staring at him, chewing gum like some tough-guy posing. And in that instant, Gilchrist made up his mind. ‘Clear as mud,’ he said, and clapped his mobile shut.


Watt widened his stance as Gilchrist stepped down the slope on the other side of the green. At six-one, Gilchrist and Watt were identical in height. But where Gilchrist was long-limbed and lean, Watt was stocky and broad. And Gilchrist was a young forty-seven to Watt’s ravaged thirty-three. Too many late nights drinking and bullying had aged Watt beyond his years.


Watt thrust out his hand. ‘Good to see you again, Andy.’


Gilchrist eyeballed him. ‘Don’t push it,’ he snarled. He waited for Watt to lower his hand. ‘And it’s DCI Gilchrist,’ he added, then turned to Mackie. ‘What’ve you got, Bert?’


Watt stepped forward. ‘This—’


‘Is your name Bert?’ Gilchrist snapped.


Watt flashed his teeth, worked his gum. ‘... is addressed to you.’ He held out an envelope, creased where it had been crushed between the dead woman’s fingers.


Gilchrist noted his name printed on it. ‘Tell me it’s been dusted,’ he said to Nance.


‘It’s been dusted,’ she said.


‘Anything?’


‘Nothing.’ Watt again. ‘It’s been wiped clean.’


Gilchrist eyed Watt. ‘We seem to have a problem here.’


‘We do?’


‘You have a habit of answering questions not addressed to you.’


‘Is that a fact?’


‘Let’s get one thing clear—’


‘Oh for goodness sake stop squabbling and lend me a hand.’ Mackie clambered from the bunker, his face reddened from the effort, or frustration at having to listen to two grown men bickering.


Gilchrist grasped Mackie by his gloved hand and pulled.


Out of the bunker, Mackie gave a stiff stretch, grimacing as he pulled his shoulders back. ‘Oh to be young again.’ He peeled back the hood of his coveralls to reveal a bald pate as red as his face. Then he padded up the slope to the green.


Gilchrist struggled to ignore Watt’s presence as he trailed Mackie.


On the green, Gilchrist said, ‘What do you think?’


Mackie grimaced. ‘That it’s only a matter of time until the rest of the body turns up.’


‘So it’s murder. Not amputation.’


Mackie shook his head. ‘Impossible to say. But whosever hand that is was dead when it was hacked off.’ He flapped a hand at Dougie. ‘Bring it,’ he grumped.


Dougie removed a plastic bag from the SOCO Transit van and carried it across the putting green. Although Dougie was a doctor in his own right, in the presence of Mackie he seemed more like a student. Mackie grabbed the bag with a thankless lunge, and it pleased Gilchrist to watch Watt step in beside Dougie as he returned to the Transit van.


Mackie dangled the bag in front of Gilchrist, prodded the stiffened fingers with a gloved hand. ‘See here?’ he said. ‘The tips of the first three digits are slightly flattened. Base of the thumb, too. And what could be lividity at the heel of the palm. See?’


Gilchrist peered through the clear bag, thankful that it protected him from the smell of decomposing flesh.


‘I’d say she was killed first, then placed on her back, probably on something hard, while she was cut up.’ Mackie held out his left arm, bent his fingers into the shape of a claw. ‘Imagine this is her arm. If it was by her side, it would rest on the floor like this. See?’


‘She died without a struggle?’


Mackie lowered his arm. ‘There appear to be no signs of distress in the fingernails, or the skin. No self-defence wounds. Nothing that would suggest she put up a struggle. But I’ll be more definitive once I’ve had a closer look in the lab.’


‘Any idea of age, size, anything that would help us pin her down?’


Mackie puffed out his cheeks, let out a rush of air. ‘Somewhere between fifteen and thirty. Average height at five-four, five-eight. On the frail side, I’d say. Which could give the impression of being taller than she really was. And from what I can tell, I would say she was a natural blonde, too.’


Gilchrist made a mental note. ‘Occupation?’


Mackie shook his head. ‘The skin is fine, though a tad rough near the ends, the nails clean, so we can rule out any manual work. If she’s not from out of town, I’d be looking at University records. A student, perhaps. But I couldn’t say at this point.’


‘No signs of distress in the fingernails? Nance said they were cracked.’


‘First guess would be not work-related, but poor maintenance, poor diet, that sort of thing. All in all the hand looks clean, almost delicate.’


‘Were the fingernails trimmed?’


‘They were.’


‘Before or after death?’


Mackie shook his head. ‘No clear way of telling. But I’ll look into that. If they were trimmed after death, maybe it was to clean them of incriminating evidence.’


‘Like skin scrapings?’


‘Yes. But that would suggest a struggle, and everything about this hand suggests otherwise.’


‘How soon after death was the hand amputated?’


‘Rigor mortis has set in. So, we’re somewhere between twenty-four and forty-eight hours. Best guess would put us smack dab in the middle – say, thirty-six hours.’


Gilchrist stared back along the undulating fairway, seeking out the distant figures of uniformed constables combing the bunkers, brushing the gorse. From behind the hotel, he caught the dying whine from a helicopter’s engine. Hotel guests peered down from opened windows. On the walkway below, a straggling line of spectators dotted the boundary dyke. He returned to Mackie. ‘Thirty-six hours places her time of death near midnight the night before last.’


‘Precisely.’


‘As good a time as any to kill someone?’


‘Then hack them to pieces.’


‘So you don’t think it’s only the hand?’


‘Do you?’


Gilchrist gritted his teeth. How someone could chop another human being into bits was beyond him. What went through their heads as they were doing that? What prompted someone to kill? Most murders were committed by someone who knew the victim. But in this case Gilchrist would bet the house that the murderer was someone who knew him.


He faced Mackie, struck by how clear the old man’s eyes looked against the weathered grain of his face, like jewels set in blemished wood. A narrow line of white stubble ran under his chin where he had missed with the razor.


‘Anything else you can tell me, Bert?’


Mackie held the plastic bag level with his eyes. ‘The middle finger has a nick in the skin,’ he said, and pointed at it. The bag twisted in his hand.


‘A paper cut?’


‘No. To the side of the nail. It’s almost as if she’s pulled the skin back to the cuticle. Not all the way back, mind you. The other fingers are quite clean and tidy.’


‘Not a nail-biter, then?’ Gilchrist worried at his need to seek further reassurance.


‘This woman has never bitten her nails. But cuts and cracks and flaking skin and the like are a natural process of everyday life. It looks as if this nick had healed. And maybe reopened.’


Gilchrist failed to see the significance of Mackie’s comment. ‘Reopened in a struggle?’ he tried.


‘That’s not what I’m saying.’ Mackie pulled the bag closer. The plastic almost touched his nose. ‘There’s some discoloration in the cut. Here.’


‘Dried blood?’


‘Not blood. No. It looks yellow.’ Mackie swung the plastic bag toward Gilchrist and pointed at the middle finger. ‘See here,’ he said. ‘It could be paint.’


‘What kind of paint?’


‘Couldn’t say at this stage.’


Movement to the side caught Gilchrist’s eye. Watt was stepping from the SOCO van. ‘Listen, Bert, I’ll leave you to it. As soon as you find out anything else, get back to me.’ He turned and walked toward Nance.


‘Hey.’


Gilchrist stopped on the edge of the green.


Watt was walking toward him like a stoat with its eyes on a wounded rabbit. He waved a hand. ‘We need to talk.’


Gilchrist turned, stepped down the slope, and stood at the edge of the bunker. One of the SOCOs was on his hands and knees, brushing samples of sand from an indentation that Gilchrist assumed had been made by the hand. He heard Watt’s breathing behind him.


‘What’s Granddad saying?’ Watt asked him.


‘You’ll read his report when he’s finished.’


‘Will he live that long?’


‘You had something to say?’


‘Been on the phone with Greaves.’


‘Good for you.’


‘I don’t like it any more than you do.’


Gilchrist barked a laugh. ‘Don’t flatter yourself.’


Watt twisted his head, spat out his gum. ‘Look,’ he said. ‘My life’s changed. I’ve changed. I’m a different person.’


‘What’re you trying to tell me?’


‘I want to put the past behind us.’


‘Are you asking me to forget what happened?’


Watt seemed stumped by the question.


Gilchrist caught a faint whiff of stale alcohol and in that instant knew nothing had changed. ‘For the sake of the investigation,’ he said, ‘I’m prepared to do as Greaves wants. But the instant you piss me off, you’re history.’ Watt continued to nod, but Gilchrist caught a current of anger rippling across his jaw. ‘Okay, so far?’


‘Got it, Andy.’


Gilchrist shook his head. ‘You’re not listening.’


‘I hear you.’


‘No you don’t.’


Watt frowned. ‘Oh, right. I’ve got it, DCI Gilchrist, sir. That better?’


Gilchrist turned to Nance as she approached him, notebook in hand.


‘I need the two of you to talk to everyone in town who buys, sells or uses paint,’ he said. ‘Ask if they remember seeing a woman, a natural blonde, in the last several days, maybe as far back as a week. Someone slender, tending toward frail. Might be worthwhile starting at the University, students who paint as a hobby, or know someone who does.’


‘That’s asking a lot.’


Gilchrist eyed Watt. ‘Any other suggestions?’


‘Put out an appeal on the telly?’


‘And ask what? Know anyone who’s lost a hand? Get real.’ Something in Gilchrist softened at that moment. Maybe because they now stood at the start of a major investigation. Or maybe it was the thought of the massive task ahead. If he was to solve this crime, find the killer of the young woman, put to rest the grief of her family, he needed all the help he could muster. Maybe Greaves was right. Maybe he was going to have to bite the bullet of the past. ‘We can try that later,’ he said to Watt. ‘When Mackie gives us a better fix on her ID.’


Watt nodded, and Gilchrist knew from the tightening of the jaw that his reluctant agreement had been noted. ‘Any other questions?’ he asked.


‘Yes,’ said Nance, scribbling in her notebook. ‘Why paint?’


Despite Mackie’s uncertainty, Gilchrist wanted to sound positive. ‘Bert thinks he’s found some traces of paint.’


‘What kind of paint?’ Nance asked.


‘What kind of paint can you get?’ Watt said.


‘Oil. Watercolour,’ said Nance, then gave Watt a smile that failed to reach her eyes.


‘Maybe even printer ink,’ Gilchrist added. ‘But it’s too soon to say. We need to start digging while Bert does his stuff in the lab. So get going.’ He stepped away. ‘Debriefing’s in my office at six.’


As he strode toward his car he shoved his hands deep into his pockets, felt his body give an involuntary shiver, and wondered if he was trying to shake off a chill or memories of the past. For the sake of the investigation, he heard his mind echo, I’m prepared to do as Greaves wants.


Work with Watt? As if the past did not exist? Could he really do that?


As a detective in charge of a murder investigation, perhaps.


But as a father, that was asking the impossible.




Chapter 4


The remainder of the day consisted of meetings and phone calls.


After debriefing, which turned up a list of one hundred and twenty-seven students who had an interest in painting, or knew someone who did, Gilchrist found himself striding into Muttoes Lane, a cold wind chasing him, his mind searching for some thread in a sea of limitless possibilities. He upped his collar and crossed Market Street, cobbles glistening from a light sea haar. He walked past the Whyte-Melville Memorial Fountain, as if guided by his legs, and into Church Street. A glance at Fisher and Donaldson’s window display had his mouth watering for a Scotch pie, and by the time he stood at the bar in Lafferty’s he was clear about what he wanted to eat, but no closer to identifying the body.


‘Pint of Eighty, Eddy,’ he ordered. ‘And a pie and beans.’


He cocked an eye at the television set in the corner of the bar. The Old Course Hotel in the background swelled as the camera zoomed in on the seventeenth green, closer still until it slipped from view and the Road Hole Bunker filled the screen.


‘There you go, Andy.’ Fast Eddy glanced at the TV. ‘That one of yours?’


‘Afraid so.’


‘Was on earlier. That plonker, the one you had the run-in with years back, he was on. Chewing gum like some big-shot. Should’ve heard Marge.’ Fast Eddy’s eyes glistened. ‘Wetting her knickers for the wanker. God knows what the women see—’


‘And HP sauce?’


‘On its way.’ Fast Eddy slipped from the bar and headed to the kitchen.


Gilchrist took a sip of his Eighty Shilling, removed his mobile from his jacket, and dialled Nance. It barely rang.


‘Where are you, Nance?’


‘Just leaving the Office.’


‘Care to join me?’


‘What for?’


‘A pint.’


‘I meant, for what reason?’


‘Come and join me and find out.’


A pause, then, ‘Let me guess. Lafferty’s?’


‘Sherlock Holmes the Second.’


‘Sherlock was a man. I’m not sure if that was an insult or a compliment.’


‘I would never insult you, Nance. You know that.’


She chuckled in response, said, ‘Give me ten,’ then hung up.


By the time Nance arrived, Gilchrist had finished his Scotch pie and beans.


‘Well, hello, darling,’ said Fast Eddy, his eyes lighting up. ‘My most favourite detective sergeant on the entire planet.’


‘The answer’s still no.’ Nance pulled up a stool beside Gilchrist.


‘You’re breaking a lonely Irishman’s heart, my lovely.’


‘Give it up, Eddy. My knickers are cuffed to my bra.’


Fast Eddy laughed his staccato chuckle. ‘How do you know I’m not a Houdini in disguise?’


‘Houdini got out of tight places,’ Nance said. ‘Not into them.’


‘Ah, but a man can live on dreams for only so long.’


Nance rolled her eyes. ‘Keep this up, and I’ll have to charge you with indecent—’


‘Exposure?’


She shook her head. ‘I’ll have what Andy’s having. And make it two.’


‘Ah, you’ve cut me to the core, sweetheart.’ Fast Eddy pulled the first of two pints, letting one settle as the other swelled. ‘And I’ll never know how you manage to keep that lovely figure so slim drinking all this real ale.’


‘I get plenty of exercise running away from hard-ons like yours.’


Fast Eddy snickered.


‘Anyway, I’m far too young.’


‘Not at all. I think we’d make a grand couple.’


‘I think they should change your name to Past Eddy.’


‘And a wit as matchless as her eyes,’ said Fast Eddy. ‘How do you stand it, Andy?’


Gilchrist pulled out his wallet, removed a twenty.


‘I’m getting these, Andy.’


‘I owe you, Nance.’


‘Since when?’


‘Since teaming you with Watt.’


Her face hardened. ‘In that case, you owe me more than one.’


Gilchrist tried a smile, not sure he pulled it off. He pressed the twenty across the bar. ‘One for yourself, Eddy.’


‘Now that’s what I call a gentleman.’ Fast Eddy pushed two pints across the bar, heads settling on a rising creamy base. ‘There you go,’ he said. ‘That’s one for the lady, and another for the gentleman.’


A woman sidled up to the far end of the bar. Fast Eddy flashed a smile. ‘With you in a sec, love.’


Gilchrist tapped his pint against Nance’s. ‘How’d it go with Watt?’


‘One guess.’


‘Don’t tell me he tried it on.’


Nance screwed up her face. ‘Not a chance.’


Gilchrist hoped she read the plea in his eyes. Let me know the instant he does, he willed her. Like a stag in rut could not change its purpose, Watt could not change his personality. He looked to his pint. ‘Well, keep me posted.’


‘You wanted me to join you,’ Nance said. ‘Let’s have it.’


Gilchrist twisted the pint in his hand. ‘You know how sometimes you get a feeling that something’s not right and you can’t quite put your finger on it?’


‘Every pay cheque?’


He smiled as Nance took a sip and he noticed, as if for the first time, how dark her eyes were, almost black, how little make-up she wore. Maybe Fast Eddy’s patter was not just patter, but a genuine attempt to find a date.


‘And?’ she said.


‘I don’t know.’ He shook his head. ‘It’s like a sixth sense.’


‘I know all about that sixth sense of yours,’ she said. ‘It’s not to be scoffed at.’


He tried a smile, but felt tired – tired of the endless pursuit of criminals, the pointless aim of it all, the charging, the sentencing, the jailing, then the early release so they could go out and do it all over again. The futility seemed overwhelming, like trying to stop the rising tide of a sea filled with the rough and ready scum of the earth who would rather rob a ninety-year-old blind pensioner than do an honest hour’s work.


‘You’re a bit of a local hero,’ Nance said. ‘Especially after that last case.’


‘I got lucky.’


‘Here’s hoping you get lucky on this one.’


He felt a frown crease his brow, felt that familiar weight of failure shift through him. ‘I think that’s why I asked you to join me for a pint. I don’t like the feel of this one. I don’t like it. Not one bit.’


‘Because of Watt?’


‘I don’t like my name being on an envelope, Nance. I don’t like a hand being delivered to me. We’re being toyed with.’


‘You think we’ll find the rest of the body?’


Bit by hacked-off bit. ‘I’m sure of it,’ he said. ‘We’ll be fed more clues. Why else write a single word on the note. What the hell’s Murder supposed to tell us? I don’t know. What I do know is that when we finally work it out we’re not going to like it.’


Nance sipped her beer.


‘I think this case is going to be painful, Nance. I think that’s what I’m telling you.’


‘Painful for you?’


He nodded and surprised himself by placing his hand on her shoulder. He flexed his fingers. ‘And you watch yourself with Watt. Don’t trust him.’ He removed his hand, turned back to his pint. ‘Just watch yourself, Nance. Okay?’


But he knew it was not just Nance he was worried about.


It was himself.


* * *


On the drive back to Fisherman’s Cottage, that night came back at him, swirling dark as the blackest smog, settling and clearing until he saw her face, her eyes, the shock still there, still unmistakable, as if the vile event had not happened eight years ago, but only yesterday. He tried to shift her image, but it impinged on his mind like the thickest of syrups that slowed the action of his memory until it seemed he was watching the scene one frame at a time.


Maureen was naked, sitting upright, her back to him. She turned as he entered the room, her face pale and blank with the rigidity of shock. Then she pushed herself up, her underage buttocks flexing with teenage ease, and he tried to keep from looking at her private parts as she slipped off her partner.


Hey, Andy. How’s it going?


He remembered looking at Watt’s face, puzzling over it, as if looking at someone he had met a long time ago, but could not place when or where. Then the frames sped up.


Get out. Get out of my house.


He turned to Maureen then, turned to confront his fifteen-year-old daughter, her back pressed to the wall as if she had no place to run. One hand covered her pubis, the other her half-developed breasts. Her cheeks glistened with tears. Then, as if by legerdemain, her clothes were in his hand.


He threw them at her. Get dressed.


He turned on Watt, who smiled up at him, mouth chewing, arms folded behind his head, his unprotected erection flat to his belly, still veined and full and glistening with the spoils of his conquest for all to see.


That was the moment Gilchrist snapped.


He remembered stepping forward. He remembered that. He could still see it. And looking down at Watt’s smiling face. He remembered that, too. But his next memory was of standing upright, chest heaving, lungs burning, wondering why there was so much blood, and why Watt had not tried to fight back.


And now here was Watt again, back in St Andrews, involved in a murder case clearly earmarked for Gilchrist.


It made no sense.


On the uphill stretch past Kinkell Braes, Gilchrist floored the pedal. As he neared Brownhills Garage, he tugged the wheel, accelerated hard past two cars, and had to slam on the brakes as a van exited the Stravithie cut-off, its headlights blinding him. He swerved to avoid a collision, and cursed in a conscious effort to slow down. He was no use to anyone splattered over a stone dyke. But fuck it, of all the people to assign to the case, Greaves had to pick Watt.


Greaves was no fool. Gilchrist knew that.


So why on earth had he put the two of them together again?




Chapter 5


Gilchrist wakened with a start.


He slid his legs to the floor, stumbled against the wall, flicked on the wall-switch.


Light exploded into his brain.


He peered through half-opened eyes. His trousers, socks, shoes, shirt lay strewn across the floor. His leather jacket dangled from the wicker laundry basket. A surge of nausea threatened to engulf him, then hung in the pit of his stomach.


He reached for his jacket, retrieved his phone, and choked, ‘Yeah?’


‘Christ. You sound rough.’


He coughed. ‘Who’s this?’


‘DS Watt. Sir.’


For a moment, he almost hung up. Then it hit him. ‘Another body part?’


‘Right first time.’


Gilchrist slid his hand down his face, felt the rough crunch of stubble on his chin and neck. His nightmare had started. ‘The other hand?’


‘Lying where it was found. In the Principal’s Nose.’


‘The what?’


‘Another bunker on the Old Course. Sixteenth fairway.’


‘Any note?’


‘Yes.’


‘What’s it say?’


‘Massacre.’


Massacre? ‘Spelled correctly?’


A pause, then, ‘Yeah.’


Well, at least he could write. ‘Who found the hand?’ he asked.


Watt gave out a sigh. ‘A man by the name of Charlie Blair while walking his dog,’ he said. ‘Would you like the dog’s name?’


Pain throbbed at the back of Gilchrist’s eyes, and he caught a mental image of Nance leaving Lafferty’s after two pints, only ever two, blouse loose, a flash of cleavage as she gave him a quick peck. Then how many after that? Four? Five? More? Bloody hell. No wonder it hurt. He glanced at his watch – 6:24 – then growled, ‘Tell me we inspected the Principal’s Nose yesterday.’


‘Every bunker on the Old Course was looked at yesterday. Including half the rough.’


‘Double check it.’


‘Way ahead of you. Already confirmed the bunker was clear.’ A pause, then, ‘We didn’t miss it. The hand was placed there overnight.’


‘Anyone see anything, report anything?’ Gilchrist tried.


‘Not a thing.’


What had he expected? ‘Stay there,’ he ordered. ‘I’ll be with you in fifteen.’


Watt hung up before Gilchrist.


* * *


Shaved and showered and shakier than a sailor on dry land, Gilchrist jabbed the key into the ignition. He drove from Crail with the window down, for once thankful for the Scottish weather, the cold Fife air blustering around his neck and face, blowing away the remnants of last night’s beer. Once Nance left, he had sat alone at the end of the bar, reviewing the list of names and addresses Nance and Watt had collected, making notes, scribbling thoughts, and returning home at the back of eleven none the wiser.


He parked his Roadster close to the Jigger Inn again, removed a set of white coveralls and gloves from the boot, and fought off another wave of nausea that threatened to have him heaving over the stone dyke. But it passed, and he carried the protective clothing under his arm and walked along the side of the seventeenth fairway to the sixteenth.


The Principal’s Nose was not one bunker but a cluster of three on the left edge of the Old Course’s sixteenth fairway. Dragonlights lit the scene like a druids’ party. As Gilchrist neared, a SOCO van manifested from the morning darkness. A pair of SOCOs shifted across the scene, white figures drifting through spheres of light like wraiths blown in from the North Sea.


The stiff figure of Watt stood a short distance from the bunkers, on top of a hillock in the rough, talking into his mobile. His hand flapped, finger stabbing the air, voice lost on the sea breeze. Close by, a solitary figure in a yellow anorak and green Hunter boots looked seaward. Something moved by the man’s feet, a shape that formed into a black Labrador with doleful eyes that followed Gilchrist’s step.


He reached the scene and donned his coveralls and shoe covers, then slipped on his gloves. The Crime Scene Manager, DC Alan Bowers, ordered him to sign in. He scribbled his name then stepped into the lighted area, lifted the yellow tape and slipped under it. He half-expected to catch Mackie shoulder deep in the bunker.


‘Has Bert been called?’ he shouted to Bowers.


‘On his way, sir.’


Gilchrist stared into the bunker. The sides were steep, about two feet at the back face, rising to five at the front. The fairway fell toward the cluster of bunkers, a graded catchment for stray drives. Shadows danced around him as a SOCO repositioned one of the dragonlights.


Gilchrist crouched.


The hand lay in the sand, close to the back face, curled fingers up, a note clutched between thumb and forefinger. For a moment, he wondered how Watt had known what was written on it, until he leaned closer and saw the printing. He cocked his head to the side.


Massacre.


Murder. Now Massacre. What was the killer trying to tell him? Was the clue to be found in the words? Or in the location of the body parts? First the Road Hole Bunker, next the Principal’s Nose. Was that significant? Or first the seventeenth hole and next the sixteenth? Should they now be focusing on the bunkers on the fifteenth?


Gilchrist stared across the dunes to the hidden sea, the wind like ice against his face. It would have been colder when the hand was placed in the bunker. What had the killer worn? Something dark, so he could flit unseen through the night? And why only a note this time? Why no envelope? The ink had bled where the dew had settled on the paper. Had the killer not worried that the printing might become illegible, that his message might be lost?


He turned his attention back to the hand at his feet.


White skin was beaded in moisture as fine as condensation. Several hairs stood out, as if bristling with horripilation, or from the shock of being cut off from their source of life. And in that matter, he saw that the hand had been sliced from the forearm in a neat cut this time, several inches above the wrist, as if the killer had chopped it with a sharp blade and not quite hit his mark. The sand appeared undisturbed, as if the hand had been placed in the bunker with care. Gilchrist looked to his feet. Had the killer stood on this same spot?


He moved from the edge, stepped off to the side, and crouched again. The grass was thin and hard, worn bare from the harsh east winds and Scottish winter sun. His own prints were barely noticeable. Was that why the killer chose the bunker closest to the fairway, to avoid leaving evidence in the long grass? He eyed the rough, followed the tell-tale trail of Watt’s advance up the hillock, and that of the man and his dog, and came to see that this killer knew what he was doing, and why he was doing it.


Gilchrist looked across the fairway, at the stone dyke and the Eden Course beyond. On the other side of the dyke lay a gravel path, all that was left of the abandoned railway. That was how the killer had come, he thought, along the pathway that ran the length of the sixteenth, then over the dyke, and across the fairway. He would have returned the same way, maybe walked the fairway a short distance. Or maybe he had it all wrong.


He turned to the hand again, intrigued by how unreal it looked, as if death had moved in and removed whatever vestige of life remained. But he felt haunted by a vague sense of familiarity. He had seen a hand like that before, the hand of a wax dummy, years ago, as a child in Madame Tussaud’s in Blackpool while holidaying with his parents. For one moment he wondered if the dragonlights were playing tricks with his eyes, and he felt annoyed for not having noticed sooner. Perhaps he was wrong. He had to be wrong.


He leaned closer.


He was not mistaken.


The fingernails were longer on this hand.


He kneeled on the grass, felt the cold seep through his gloves and coveralls, leaned forward as far as he could. It was the thumbnail that settled it for him. The nail was long. Not too long. And not square, but rounded, flush with the curve of the tip, so that it looked white, a healthy solid white, as if it had been varnished.


But the white tip, the white tip was ...


Gilchrist felt his chest drain.


Dear God. Don’t tell me.


His mind tried to tell him he was wrong. But he knew he was not.


The underside of the nail was thick with paint.


He now saw traces of paint in the cracks of the cuticles, a tiny spot embedded in the skin by the half-moon. Other marks, a touch of green, a hint of yellow, had him thinking that the killer must have scrubbed the first hand, trimmed the nails to make identification difficult. But now the second hand was on display, the killer wanted them to know who the victim was. Or, worse, needed Gilchrist to make the identification. Which was why the first note had been addressed to him.


He stood as Watt approached, shoes glistening black as he scuffled toward him through the dune grass. Either Watt had removed his coveralls, or he never put them on.


‘What d’you think?’ Watt asked him.


Was it possible to recognize someone by their hands? If his own hands were found lying apart from his body, could Jack or Maureen identify them as his? He thought not. So why did he think he knew whose hand this was?


‘You look rough,’ Watt added.


Gilchrist remembered the first time he met her. You don’t wear rings, he heard his mind say. I don’t like them, she whispered. I find them distracting. He had thought it such an odd thing to say that he had taken her hands in his and held them, looked down at fingers long and slim, at nails trim and clean, but just the tiniest bit ragged from working the paints, scrubbing the canvases. Would he describe them as being cracked?


Dear God, tell me I’m wrong. Not this. Not this.


He stepped away then, pushed under the yellow tape, and stumbled through the long grass, to the peak of the hillock vacated by Watt. He faced the dark sea. His breath rushed in hard gasps, lungs filling and deflating as if seeking the last ounce of oxygen. He removed his mobile and on the sixth ring got Jack’s answering machine.


He hung up. Tried again.


Six rings, then the answering machine.


He hung up. Tried again.


Come on, come on, I know you’re home.


Shit. And again.


On the fifth attempt, Jack picked up, his voice heavy with sleep, or worse. ‘This had better be good,’ he slurred.


‘Jack, it’s me.’


‘Aw, come on, Andy.’ A deep breath, then out with a tired yawn. ‘It’s not even seven o’clock yet.’


‘I know, Jack, I’m sorry, but I need to speak to Chloe.’

OEBPS/images/pub.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
‘A BRIGHT NEW RECRUIT TO THE SWELLING ARMY OF
COTS CRIME WRITERS.” QUINTIN JARDINE

T.E. MUIR






OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





