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PROLOGUE



MAY 1940


The officer sat back in the swivel chair and gazed at the mug of tea his NCO had just placed on the desk. He waited until he’d heard the door close before removing the bottle of Vat 69 from the desk drawer. Almost mechanically, he poured two fingers into the whisky glass. Since the tea was hardly worth drinking and he needed fortification for what lay ahead, a drop of Scotch this early in the afternoon was perfectly justifiable. And, in such strange times, who was going to tell him otherwise?


He’d been pulled off his current duties and assigned this task under instructions that it was strictly top secret. He’d suppressed a yawn. As an officer in one of several intelligence agencies in His Majesty’s Service, everything he was tasked with was top secret. Although what he’d been asked to do was surely beneath his rank – he was to make an inventory of the items in a large naval kitbag. But when he’d been told what the bag contained, the breath had left his body.


He sipped the whisky, his gaze straying to the cardboard box on the horsehair sofa. It contained his gas mask, as yet unused. He felt a prickle of anxiety as he listened to the hum of aircraft over London. With Norway and Denmark invaded in April, and now Holland crushed, the phoney war had come to an end.


The officer returned to his work. He was less than halfway through the process of registering the diamonds. The packets were mostly numbered and labelled, and tied securely with string, some even sealed with red wax. However, there were a few which hadn’t been sealed. After a surreptitious glance at the door – unnecessary, as his NCO always knocked before entering – he’d opened one of the small bags and emptied the contents on to his blotter. The irregularly shaped and poorly coloured stones told him these were industrial diamonds. It was then that he understood the significance of what he’d overheard on passing his CO’s office. At first, he’d caught only snatches of conversation – we have nothing to stop the Germans, who are now sweeping across Europe, it was a close-run thing, thank God they returned safely – but after putting his ear to the door, he’d learnt that a one-day mission had been mounted to retrieve the ‘industrials’ as well as the cut stones in Amsterdam’s vaults, and bring them to Britain. That the new prime minister had even authorised a destroyer to take the agents there and back was testament to how important this mission was. Given the speed with which the rescue had taken place, and the level of secrecy, he doubted the British public would learn of the operation. The officer smiled. In years to come, they’d make a film of the affair.


He counted the stones, replaced them in the packet, retied the string and made the entry on the sheet. He was coming to the end when he noticed a bag considerably larger than the others. It was made of thick velvet and had an elaborate gold crest embroidered into the material. The crest consisted of a shield with a saltire and crossed swords, and a feathered helmet above the shield. A label was attached to the sturdy drawstring, and on it someone had scribbled a name, and an address on Tolstraat.


The officer opened the bag and shook out a few stones. A wave of excitement coursed through his veins. These were not industrials, nor did they bear any resemblance to the tiny cut stones he’d seen in the other packets. These heart-shaped gems were expertly cut, and at least half an inch wide. They were faintly pink, and the large number and arrangement of facets caused them to shimmer and wink in the light that streamed through the window. Although he was no expert, he understood immediately that just one of these stones would be worth a king’s ransom. So, how many were there?


He emptied out the bag, taking care not to lose any gems, and grouped them into clusters of ten. After he’d finished, he straightened, and smoothed down his moustache. There were one hundred and thirty-nine. Enough to purchase the moon. He realised he’d been holding his breath. Slowly, he let the air out of his lungs. One hundred and thirty-nine. Was this the entire stock held by the firm? He imagined the scene: the agents arriving, trying to persuade the meneer to part with his diamonds – no, it would be too risky to send them overland to Paris or Switzerland, they would be safe in Britain, we have a destroyer at our disposal. And then the meneer, in despair, hearing shots in the street and the heavy sound of boots on the stairs, opening his safe and emptying its contents into the bag, in too much of a hurry to count the diamonds, remembering at the last minute to scribble his name and address on the label in the hope that his fortune would be returned to him after the war.


One hundred and thirty-nine. The man wouldn’t have had time to count them.


The officer picked up the pen and added the merchant’s name and address to the inventory. Then, next to it, he added the words: one hundred and twenty.










CHAPTER 1



PRESENT DAY


Eddie Sangster tapped the Morris’s brakes as he neared the junction. A pall of snow had shrouded the land since the heavy fall earlier in the day. It wasn’t often that Dundee had such weather, but he’d expected the ploughs to have cleared the road by now. Yet, as with so much in life, expectation and reality were two different things. He was now anxious to be home. The sun set early in February, right enough. Although the snow reflected what little light there was, the clouds had long since dispersed, leaving the frozen stars to gleam only faintly, and darkness to settle on the land.


Eddie knew these roads well, the fields corn-yellow in summer and ridged brown in winter, so he’d not bothered buying one of these navigation contraptions because he could find his way easily enough by the landmarks he’d known since childhood – the characteristic stone walls, the rise and fall of the land, the ancient trees, the places where woodland began and ended. But with this endless cladding of snow, one field or tree looked very much like another, and he felt strangely unnerved. However, the approaching junction was one he recognised, and it told him he hadn’t far to go. Once back at the Hall, he would settle himself beside the fire with a glass of Balvenie. It was one of the few pleasures left to him. Aye, perhaps the only pleasure. Other than going for his wee drives.


He turned left on to the narrow road, relieved to see that the local farmer had swept away the snow. That was something, at least, and meant he could get his speed up. The Traveller’s engine purred into life as he rammed his foot on the accelerator. Ach, that was more like it. The headlights picked out the trees on either side, the snow banked up against the trunks, the branches spectral white.


Ahead was the treacherous bend. But as he slowed and was preparing to rev up to take the curve, he thought he saw something stir in the trees. Aye, there it was – a figure slipping into the woodland. It stopped suddenly, then wheeled round to gaze in his direction. It was a man, Eddie saw then. He seemed to be breathing heavily, the breath condensing into fog that veiled his face. And then the image faded as the headlights slid away, and the car accelerated into the bend.


There was something about the way the man had held himself that made Eddie’s throat tighten. He had a sudden presentiment that he’d not been there by chance, that he’d been waiting. But why? For him, perhaps? The thoughts were swirling round his head when he heard a metallic bang. Something seemed to grip the car and yank it off course. He grabbed at the wheel and tried to steady the vehicle, but no sooner had he straightened it than he saw something that made his heart lurch. A looming, amorphous shape blocked the road. He would never pull up in time. He slammed his foot on the brake, simultaneously swerving to the right. The bumper hit the object, causing the car to fishtail wildly, and in a sweat of panic he knew he’d lost control. And then, in one blinding second, he understood who had been standing watching from the woodland.


A moment later, crashing thunder shook his body and he heard a noise, like the splinter of bones. On the threshold of consciousness, he thought he saw the figure again. Then darkness raced past him.


‘Come on, Gorska! You can do it!’


DI Dania Gorska wiped the mud from her eyes, wondering yet again why she’d agreed to take part in the team-building assault course. Climbing the ten-foot wall at speed followed by the twenty-foot net had been bad enough, but then there were the obstacles to jump over and crawl under, to say nothing of dragging herself through pipes and swinging from trees. And this was at night, under the glare of arc lights because the course was used for commando training during the day. At least she didn’t have to carry full pack, she thought sourly. And the morning’s snow had been shovelled away. That was something, although it had left the ground soggy and slippery. No concession had been made for this by the instructor, Sergeant William Fairbairn.


The course had been the brainchild of DCI Jackie Ireland, a woman who’d started out in the military before moving to Police Scotland. The others in Dania’s team, specifically DS Honor Randall, had been enthusiastic. That is until they’d seen what they were expected to do and how little time they had in which to do it. Sergeant Fairbairn, a muscular man with a washboard stomach, had tutored them thoroughly, giving them enough time to master the various stations of the course. After a short break, they then had thirty minutes in which to complete it. Today, it was only Dania and Honor who were on the list.


Dania was less than halfway through when she glimpsed someone running over the turf towards Fairbairn. She was about to start climbing the netting when she felt a firm hand on her shoulder. The sergeant gripped her arm and pulled her to one side.


‘Sorry, Gorska, that’s as far as you go.’


‘Have I done something wrong?’ she said, panting.


He smiled. ‘Aye, and I never thought I’d hear a copper say that.’ He had striking blue eyes and close-cropped hair, which could have been dark, but it was hard to tell in the weird light. ‘You’re wanted back at HQ.’ He released her arm. ‘Pity. I thought we could have gone for a wee bevvy afterwards.’


‘I’m on duty.’


He had an easy laugh. A wee bevvy would have made the exertions of the day worth it, Dania thought, trying to keep her eyes on his face.


He inclined his head. ‘You can come back next week and do it again if you want. I’ll keep a place for you.’


She thought of the brutal assault course, the exhaustion, the mud in her hair, and decided she would be tied up with whatever this new case would be.


‘Perhaps my colleague would be free for a drink,’ she said, watching Honor crawling under the low planking.


‘Randall?’ he said, following her gaze. ‘Aye, maybe.’


She left him studying Honor’s wriggling backside and headed towards the main building. After a quick shower, she climbed into the Fiat 500 and was soon heading west on the A92 towards the city centre.


‘A car crash?’ Dania drew her brows together.


‘I wouldn’t have pulled you off your course,’ Jackie Ireland said, ‘but there’s evidence it wasn’t a simple accident. We had a phone call from another driver, who said he saw the car hit a tree. When he went over to investigate, there was a man leaning in. He ran off sharpish when he saw him.’


‘Have the SOCOs arrived?’


‘Aye, and Milo’s already out there.’The DCI glanced at Dania’s wet hair, then nodded at the pegs on the wall. ‘You’d better take my woollen hat. You’ll catch pneumonia otherwise.’


Back in the Fiat, Dania punched in the coordinates Hamish Downie had texted, and started the engine. She turned the heating to the highest setting, wishing now that she’d grabbed a coffee before leaving the station. Tiredness was settling in her bones, and she wondered if she’d be able to stay awake. The city streets had been cleared of snow – if piling it up on the pavements could be called clearing – but where she was headed was part of Dundee’s rural hinterland, and she doubted the snow ploughs had been in action. From what she’d gathered, it was left to the individual farmers to deal with the roads and, if they thought the snow would melt soon enough, they didn’t always bother. She would need to be alert. She turned the heating down.


The scene of the accident was north of the A90, but to get there meant negotiating the roundabout at Longforgan and hoping she didn’t miss the underpass. She’d never have found it in the dark, but then that was why God had invented sat-navs. It was as she’d expected: the roads were mostly uncleared. She eased her foot off the pedal and shifted down to second gear.


It wasn’t difficult to spot the crash site. A number of arc lamps had been erected, their eerie light illuminating the white-suited people wandering around like ghosts. The snow had been shovelled away, which meant that the SOCOs would have a better chance of picking up clues. Assuming there were any.


As she drew near, she caught sight of the blue vehicle, its nose up against a tree. Milo Slaughter, the chief pathologist at Ninewells Hospital, was speaking with someone holding a camera. It could only be Lisa. She had a keen eye for detail and was the photographer of choice of everyone at West Bell Street.


Dania pulled up behind a row of vehicles. Hamish drew away from the group and hurried over with a suit, latex gloves and over-shoes.


‘Love the hat, ma’am,’ he said wryly, watching her struggle into the suit. ‘Correct me if I’m wrong, but doesn’t the DCI have one like it?’


Dania smiled. ‘I couldn’t possibly comment.’


The hat had been the cause of hilarity at West Bell Street. With its bright stripes and cat’s ears it was more the kind a child would wear. It said something about Jackie Ireland’s standing that no one said anything to her face. And it said something about her personality that she wore it without a trace of embarrassment.


‘So, bring me up to speed, Hamish.’


‘It looks like an accident, but the professor believes there’s something not right about this.’


‘A man was seen loitering and behaving suspiciously, I understand.’


‘Aye, that’s about all we have so far. The witness is a local man, Tam Adie.’


‘Adie? I think I know that name.’


‘He was fair shaken by what he saw. He said the car swerved and hit the tree.’


‘Where was he when this happened?’


‘In his car, a black Volkswagen Polo. He was travelling from the other direction, which is how he saw the accident. He left the Polo and hurried across. The driver’s door was open, and there was a man bent over, leaning inside. At first, he thought the driver had managed to get out, so he called to him. But as soon as the man saw him, he legged it and disappeared into the woodland.’


‘And Adie called the police?’


‘That’s about the size of it. I came straight over with one of the uniforms. Tam was sitting in his car, waiting for us. I took a statement, then sent him home.’


‘I take it he didn’t check for signs of life?’


‘Aye, he didn’t. He assumed, given the force of the crash, that the driver was dead. And he added he didn’t want to contaminate the scene.’ Hamish threw her a crooked smile. ‘Maybe those detective shows on telly have done some good, eh.’


‘Okay, Hamish, thanks.’


She ducked under the tape and made her way to the car. It was an old model, she saw then, an estate vehicle with wood along the sides and across the two rear doors.


Milo glanced up. ‘Dania, good to see you.’ He peered at her over his half-moon glasses. ‘I hear you’ve been training to become a commando.’


‘Who told you that?’


‘Hamish. He was relieved he had to stay behind and hold the fort at West Bell Street.’


‘His chance will come next week,’ she said, savouring the thought of the stocky Hamish hurtling through the trees on a zip wire.


She turned her attention to the car. The driver’s door was open, giving her a clear view of the heavy figure slumped face down over the wheel, his arms dangling. There was no air bag. What she could see of his dark hair was flecked with grey, and blood had seeped through it and trickled into his ear. His sheepskin jacket was worn and patched in places, although the matching gloves looked new. His head was almost touching the windscreen, which had shattered so completely that the mere touch of a finger would dislodge the webbed glass. She brought her face close to the man’s skull, then straightened and gazed at Milo. From the expression on his face, he’d seen it too – the array of wounds to the back of the head.


‘I’m about to move him,’ he said. He glanced at the photographer. ‘Ready, Lisa?’ He leant into the car and gripped the man’s shoulders. Using no more force than was necessary, he eased him back and rested him against the seat. It was then that Dania noticed he wasn’t wearing a seat belt.


Milo stepped back, inviting her to look.


The man’s craggy, lined face put him in his sixties, although he might have been older. His eyes were open and their expression of terror made it clear he’d been fully aware of what had been about to happen. The purplish-blue bruise on his forehead and the smashed nose suggested that it was the force of the blow on hitting the windscreen that had killed him.


The photographer took several photos, then picked her way round to the other side, leant in at the open passenger door and took several more.


‘That’s me done, Prof,’ she said, fiddling with the camera.


Trying not to disturb the clothing too much, Dania fished around in the man’s pockets. She found only a crumpled white handkerchief, and a small colour photograph of a young woman with fluffy blonde hair. She was laughing as though she’d been caught out by whoever was taking the picture. Dania turned it over, but there was nothing scribbled on the back.


‘His daughter, perhaps?’ Milo said, peering over her shoulder.


‘Or his wife when she was young.’


Dania beckoned to one of the SOCOs, who put the photo into an evidence bag.


She made her way to the passenger side and checked the glove compartment. It contained a single item: a Morris Traveller handbook.


‘Is that what this car is?’ she said to Milo. ‘A Morris Traveller?’


‘Indeed. You don’t see many of them around these days.’


‘There’s no indication of who he is. We’ll have to get an ID from the DVLA.’ She glanced at Milo. ‘Do you know much about these cars?’


‘I used to drive one, would you believe. I bought it when I was a student. Lovely maroon colour. There was a girl in my class I wanted to impress, you see, and I thought having a car would do it.’


Dania looked at him with curiosity. She knew nothing about his private life. She didn’t even know if he was married. ‘And did you?’ she said. ‘Impress her, I mean?’


‘Alas, no. She fell for a boy with a motorbike. The two of them dropped out of medical school and went touring round the world.’


Dania smiled. ‘I see. And do you happen to know if Morris Travellers come with air bags?’


‘Not as far as I’m aware; at least mine didn’t when I bought it. Although it may be possible to have them fitted. But don’t quote me on that.’


‘Kimmie should be able to tell me. What she doesn’t know about cars isn’t worth knowing.’


‘And what’s your current thinking? That there’s an air bag installed, and it failed?’


‘It’s possible. But what puzzles me more is that he wasn’t wearing his seat belt.’


Milo frowned. ‘It never fails to amaze me that even now there are people stupid enough not to buckle up. Right, I’d better get him to the mortuary.’


She watched him leave with one of the SOCOs, then called Hamish over. ‘This man that Tam Adie claimed to have seen leaning into the car. Did he give you an indication of where he was headed? You mentioned woodland.’


‘Aye, into those trees behind you.’


She stared into the wood. The day-old snow covered the ground as far as she could see. ‘What about footprints?’


‘We thought of that. Johnty is already in there, following the tracks. He’s using his scanner.’


‘That must be a thankless task.’


‘You know what Johnty’s like. When it comes to footprints, he never lets up. He said he’ll keep going until he gets to the other side. According to Google Maps, the woodland comes out on to a road. My guess is this unknown man left his car there.’


‘I won’t even ask if there are traffic cams.’


‘Nothing for miles. The nearest are on the A90.’


‘I wonder what made the car crash into the tree. Is there ice on the road?’


‘If you come this way, ma’am, I’ll show you.’


Hamish picked his way through the cluster of SOCOs, Dania following.


She gazed in astonishment at the shape in the road. ‘Good Lord, I’ve never seen a deer that big.’


‘He’s fair bonnie, and no mistake. A red deer, according to SOCO.’


‘Why hasn’t it got antlers?’


‘Aye, well, they shed them in winter, then regrow them.’


‘Seems a waste of time and energy.’ She glanced back towards the Morris. ‘Okay, so he was driving along the road, saw the deer—’


‘Hit it and crashed into the tree. Or swerved to avoid it and crashed into the tree.’


‘Seems straightforward enough. But there’s one thing that bothers me.’


‘Aye?’


‘He had wounds to the back of the head. Hitting the windscreen wouldn’t have caused that.’


‘You think it was this man Tam Adie reported?’


‘Possibly.’ She examined the deer. ‘This animal’s been hit, which must have been the Morris Traveller. But the damage isn’t enough to have killed it.’


‘You think it was already dead?’


‘And here’s the evidence. See these tracks here?’


Hamish squatted on his haunches and peered at the ground. ‘Aye, I ken what you mean.’


‘They suggest the carcass was deliberately dragged.’


‘Which means—’


‘That whoever did it, intended to cause an accident.’










CHAPTER 2



 


 


 


It was close to ten before Dania let herself into her flat on Victoria Road. She was shaking with cold, although she put that down partly to exhaustion. What she needed was a nourishing meal, and a hot bath. But as soon as she stepped into the living room, she knew that something was wrong. It was so icy, she could see her breath clouding the air.


She hurried into the kitchen and opened the door to the boiler cupboard. The machine was stone cold. Pressing the restart button did nothing: instead of the boiler whooshing into life, it sat there, stubbornly refusing to ignite. Was it a problem with the gas supply? She checked the gas fire in the spare bedroom, but it fired up normally. She swore softly. With the boiler dead, the tiny appliance was the only source of heat in the flat, as the other rooms had radiators. But even if she left it on all night, which wasn’t a good idea, she’d never heat the place sufficiently to get the temperature up. There was only one thing to do. She pulled out her phone.


A short while later, she was pressing the buzzer to her brother’s apartment. She’d had the presence of mind to call him first in case he was entertaining a lady, but she was in luck. Or he was out of it, depending on which way you viewed these things.


The door opened. She was surprised to see Marek dressed more casually than usual in jeans and dark blue sweater. It suggested he’d had the day off. Or, given that his straw-blonde hair was more messy than usual, maybe he’d come back from an undercover investigation. A third possibility, which gave Dania a twinge of guilt, was that he had indeed had a lady with him, and on receiving Dania’s call had asked her to leave.


‘Danka, come in,’ he said, in Polish. His expression changed to one of alarm. ‘What happened to you? You look terrible.’


‘Thanks.’ She stepped into the hall and dropped her overnight bag on the floor.


He seemed to remember himself then. ‘Have you had anything to eat?’


‘Not since lunchtime.’


‘I made soup earlier. I’ll heat it up.’


Her spirits lifted. ‘What kind is it?’


‘Solianka. With mushrooms.’


There were three variants of this Russian soup. It could be made with fish, meat or mushrooms, and in all of them Marek used Maggi seasoning, which he obtained in stock-cube form. Her preference would have been for meat, but she was in no position to object and, anyway, everything her brother made tasted good. When it came to culinary talent, she was the polar opposite. She’d discussed this once with her mother. They’d concluded that, with twins and cooking ability, God divides: one twin gets the talent in the kitchen, the other gets it somewhere else. In her case, it was the piano.


She flopped on to the kitchen chair and pulled off the DCI’s hat. Her hair was damp and scrunched up, and probably looked awful. But she was beyond caring.


Marek was cutting thick slices of dark rye bread. ‘And the boiler’s packed in, you said?’


‘Completely.’


‘Did you check the fuse?’


‘No need. The starter-button light was on, but nothing happened when I pressed it.’ She ran a hand over her face. ‘Thanks for putting me up. I couldn’t bear the thought of sleeping in that cold flat. You wouldn’t believe the day I’ve had.’


He glanced at her. ‘You look as though you’ve been in the wars.’


‘In a way I have. I was on an assault course earlier.’


‘What on earth made you sign up for one of those?’


‘It’s part of a team-building initiative at Police Scotland.’


‘In your case, I don’t know why they’d bother. You’ve built a great team. They’d walk through fire for you.’


Dania stared at him in surprise, wondering what had made him reach this conclusion. He hardly knew her colleagues. Then she remembered the number of times their cases had collided, some of which had nearly led to his arrest by members of said team. As an investigative journalist, he occasionally crossed the line. But then, as a detective inspector, so did she. When her promotion had come through it was not, as she’d suspected, for loyalty and following correct procedure, but for getting results.


He brought the soup and bread to the table. ‘Now tell me more about this course. Is it only the brass who get to go?’


‘We’re all doing it. And there’s a test at the end. You have to keep taking it until you pass.’ She wondered idly how Honor had fared. And whether she was now on a hot date with Sergeant Fairbairn. Lucky Honor.


‘And who catches the bad guys when you’re climbing walls and jumping over obstacles?’


‘It’s staggered. Honor and I were the only ones on today.’ She took a spoonful of the solianka. ‘This is divine,’ she murmured.


‘There’s plenty more.’ He studied her. ‘And you’re back from this course only now?’


‘I was pulled off it early,’ she said, remembering that, since she hadn’t completed it, she would have to return. She could feel her shoulders sagging.


‘A case?’


‘A car crash.’


‘Surely you don’t get assigned those. You’re in the Murder Squad.’


‘Someone went to great lengths to make it look like an accident.’


‘I’ve read so many cases where murderers tried to do that. Either accident or suicide. And they always made a mistake. It could be a tiny error, but it betrayed them every time.’


‘Like the rifle fired through the mouth, made to look like suicide, but the arms were too short to reach the trigger?’


‘Or the body placed in the driver’s seat in a car, which had been driven to a viaduct and shoved over, but on examination the seat had been pushed back and the victim’s feet couldn’t reach the pedals. So was your case like that? The victim was already dead when the car crashed?’


‘His injuries suggested he’d definitely driven the car himself. What raised our suspicions was that there’s evidence of trauma to the back of the head.’


Marek cleared away the plates. ‘Had it been me, I’d have employed a contract killer.’


‘Who would have kept the evidence that you’d employed him and blackmailed you for the rest of your life.’ She watched him make coffee. ‘Anyway, what are you up to these days?’


‘Today’s task was to write up my recent investigation.’


‘Will I be reading about it in the Courier?’


He threw her a strange look. ‘You’ll be reading about it at West Bell Street. I’ve sent my findings to the Fraud Squad. One of the local councillors is on the take. He’s been getting backhanders from Euan Leslie.’


‘The gangster? I mean the property developer?’


Marek smiled. ‘You were right the first time. Anyway, I managed to infiltrate the company.’


‘Leslie’s?’


‘Don’t look so surprised.’


‘What I’m surprised about is that you’re not floating in the Tay with your throat cut. I take it he doesn’t know who you are?’


‘He will do when he reads the article. I used my nom de guerre, Franek Filarski, when I worked for him, but he’ll know from the details that Franek Filarski and Marek Gorski are one and the same.’


She felt her pulse quicken. ‘That was stupid, Marek,’ she said, making her voice hard. ‘Are you saying your real name will be on the article?’


‘Whether it is or it isn’t hardly matters,’ he said, bringing the mugs to the table. ‘Even if my name is withheld, he’ll put two and two together. He has the contacts to trace the article’s author. And there are plenty of photos of me around if you know where to look. I did disguise my appearance, but it’s not too much of a stretch to conclude that Franek Filarski is Marek Gorski.’


‘Leslie will be after you.’


‘Leslie will be locked up.’


‘Don’t be so sure. He’s managed to stay out of prison so far.’ She placed her hands on the table. ‘Look, Marek, can you delay publishing?’


‘Why would I do that?’


She was tempted to say, ‘To give you a chance to leave the country,’ but she knew how it would sound. And her brother wasn’t the type to go into hiding. It wasn’t the first time he’d put himself in harm’s way to get a scoop. He seemed to relish the thrill of the chase, the danger even. What she didn’t relish was having to bail him out, although she was doing less of that these days as her own cases were starting to mount.


She brushed her sleeve across her eyes. ‘At least wait to see if the Fraud Squad decide to pick him up.’


‘You know I can’t do that,’ he said, opening the fridge. ‘The other papers will get hold of the story and my advantage will be gone. Anyway, it won’t come out for a day or two.’ He pulled a bottle out of the freezer. ‘Time for a nightcap. I thought we’d give this a try.’ He set the glasses on the table.


She frowned at the black bottle with the familiar bison on the front. ‘Is that what I think it is?’


‘Żubrówka Czarna. Black Żubrówka.’


‘Here, let me see.’


‘I’ve been reading up on it. The filtration process uses charcoal from oak trees in the Białowieża forest, which of course is where the bison grass grows. They’ve added two botanicals – mint and juniper. And the water comes from springs in the Białowież a. It’s all good.’


‘Remember that trip we took there as children, looking for bison?’


‘That was a wasted effort. We didn’t stumble across a single one.’


What they did stumble across were graves. It was after they’d returned to Warsaw that her father had told them about the Polish and Soviet partisans who’d taken refuge in the forest. And the Gestapo executions that had followed.


She opened the bottle and poured.


‘Well?’ he said, after a while. ‘What do you think?’


‘It’s hard to say. How do you describe such a subtle taste? It’s definitely Żubrówka. But different.’


‘Are you giving it a thumbs up?


‘Absolutely.’


‘Glad you like it. I wasn’t sure.’


They sat in silence for a while. ‘Shall I make more coffee?’ Marek said eventually.


Dania finished the vodka, then poured herself another shot. ‘I think I’ll stick with this.’


‘Thanks for getting on to it so quickly, Kimmie,’ Dania said.


The Australian threw her a dazzling smile. ‘No worries. You know I clear my desk when you come calling. Your cases are always the most interesting.’


They were in the large ‘garage’ under Kimmie’s forensics lab. Unlike most garages, it was kept scrupulously clean. It had to be, as the forensic work carried out there could make the difference between a case being solved or being shelved. Cars stood about the place, some with their wheels off, and one with its engine in pieces on the floor.


The Morris Traveller was parked near the front. It looked bluer than Dania remembered, but that was because arc lamps tend to bleach everything. Next to the Morris was a tray holding a variety of power tools. She guessed the girl and her team had spent the morning taking the vehicle apart, and then putting it back together.


Kimmie was the station’s chief forensics officer, and someone Dania had enormous respect for. They’d worked together on many occasions and Dania had learnt much from her. The girl’s stunning appearance and sunny character were not lost on the men at West Bell Street and, whenever Dania paid her a visit, she had no shortage of volunteers clamouring to accompany her. But this afternoon she was on her own, having left her team with instructions to track down the owner of the Traveller. It didn’t help that the DVLA’s computer system was down. Honor, back from her triumph at the assault course – she’d completed it in a mere twenty-five minutes – was ringing round the local garages to see if they’d serviced a Morris Traveller. Someone had suggested contacting the many Morris Minor Owners clubs across the UK. Although the Morris involved in the crash wasn’t a Minor, the clubs might be able to help. Failing that, if the DVLA wasn’t back online soon, they would have to get the photo from the victim’s pocket into the media.


‘It’s a long time since I’ve seen a beaut like this,’ Kimmie said, eyeing the car.


‘Is it fitted with an air bag?’


‘You’re wondering if the bag was tampered with.’


‘It crossed my mind.’


‘This model never had them, and this one hasn’t been retrofitted. But it’s been kept in good nick. The wood can rot easily on Travellers, but not on this one. If anything, it’s been varnished recently.’ She grinned. ‘The sort of people who buy a Morris are enthusiasts, who treat them like their own kids. You know the type. Every weekend is spent attending club events where owners show them off. So they have to lavish heaps of attention on the bodywork.’


‘I knew someone like that at the Met. But it was a Lagonda, not a Morris. So, as well as the wood, the rest of the car’s in good shape, you said?’


‘Take a look.’ Kimmie lifted the bonnet.


‘I’m not an expert, but this engine looks deceptively simple.’


‘Morrises were made before the advent of on-board computers. If you know anything about cars, you can maintain these yourself. This one’s been lovingly looked after. Okay, there’s a bit of rust, but everything is original, including the clutch and gearbox, which is behind here. There are owners who dislike the fact that not all the gears have synchromesh, so they make changes. But this owner was obviously happy with double de-clutching.’


Dania hoped her expression didn’t betray that she had no idea what synchromesh or double de-clutching were. She doubted she’d know even if she looked up the terms in Polish.


‘How old would this car be?’ she said.


‘They stopped making them in the early 1970s. Now, I’m guessing you want to know about the damage to the bodywork. Have a look at the passenger side. First thing to note is that there were two impacts.’


‘Two? The deer and the tree?’


Kimmie shook her head. ‘The car hit the tree head on. But I’m talking about the damage to the side. See the bumper and bodywork? And the smashed headlight? That wasn’t caused by the deer. It was something much harder. The driver hit another object first, then smacked into the animal. Time to come up to the lab. There’s something there you need to see.’


They took the lift to the ground floor, where the door opened directly on to the main lab. Whenever Dania entered the room, she imagined she was in a mad scientist’s laboratory. Instruments and equipment of every kind were set out on the tables. And this was only one laboratory. Kimmie had several more leading off, one of which was used for test-firing weapons.


Kimmie operated the controls on the wide screen, and a schematic of the crash site appeared. The blue Morris Traveller was some distance from the deer. ‘Now watch this,’ she said. She pressed a button and the vehicle moved forward. Without warning, it jerked violently and veered to the right. Kimmie paused the image. ‘It’s at this point that the bumper was crushed. And this is the culprit.’


On the table next to the window were three large pieces of weathered stone.


‘The SOCOs found them at the side of the road – the passenger side – several metres from the deer. As soon as they saw they weren’t ordinary stones, they had them taken straight to the lab.’ Kimmie drew on her gloves and moved the fragments together. They fitted perfectly to make what looked like a rectangular headstone. ‘The driver is unlikely to have seen it, especially in the dark.’


‘So, he hit it and lost control.’


‘There’d have been an almighty bang, and the sound of glass shattering. That would have done it for most people. They’d have been too shocked to react in time. However, judging by the wheel marks, he managed to straighten up, but then the other headlight caught the deer.’


‘Wouldn’t he have swerved to avoid it?’


‘There’s evidence he tried, but he was too late. Once he hit the deer, all bets were off. Had that blasted tree not been there, he might have survived. But those trees are close together.’ She shrugged. ‘Miss one and you hit another. We’ve reconstructed what his final journey would have looked like. I can show you from start to finish, in slow motion.’


Back at the screen, she played with the controls.


Dania watched the Morris move forward, hit the stone, veer wildly and straighten up. Then it swerved suddenly, but not enough to avoid delivering the deer a massive, glancing blow.


‘See these wheel marks all over the place?’ Kimmie said, tracing their outline. ‘He was well out of control at this point. I’ll show you the photos we took of the pieces before and after we scraped off the moss.’ She tapped the screen and a series of stills appeared. ‘I, too, thought it was a headstone, given its size. That is, until I saw what was carved on it.’


A new image appeared of the reconstructed stone. On it were engraved the following words:


This stone was erected to the memory of Watson Sangster.
Cruelly murdered near here.


Remember – Thou shalt not kill.


‘I’ve never seen anything like it,’ Dania said slowly. ‘There’s no date. How old do you think it is?’


Kimmie rubbed her chin. ‘Given the amount of weathering, I’d say twenty, thirty years, something like that.’


Dania returned to the table and examined the stones. The lettering looked modern, unlike the curling script on Victorian headstones.


‘Why was the stone erected there?’ she said, more to herself.


‘Murdered near here, it says. If he was murdered, he’ll be in your files.’


‘I wonder if this has anything to do with the crash.’


‘About that: there’s a good case for saying it was a set-up.’


‘The deer being dragged into the road, you mean?’


‘Those tracks speak for themselves. Yes, the animal was dead before it was hit.’


‘Can you tell how it died?’


Kimmie worked the screen’s controls. ‘See this X-ray? The skull is badly smashed. Some, though not all, of that damage could have been inflicted by the Morris. There are no other marks on the body, except for one. We checked the animal’s ear. The tag had been carefully removed, but not carefully enough that we didn’t spot the mark.’


‘Meaning it was stolen from somewhere like a farm.’


‘That’s my guess. But killing a deer and dragging it into the middle of a road isn’t normal behaviour for lads wanting to do something for a lark. You need a fair bit of planning, including taking the animal. So you have to ask yourself why someone would go to all that trouble.’


‘Someone was planning a murder. Possibly the man who was seen leaning into the car.’


‘We’ve still to get Johnty’s report on the footprints. He’s trying to identify the boots the guy was wearing. You know what Johnty’s like,’ she added, grinning. ‘He thinks he’s Sherlock Holmes.’


‘Don’t we all.’ Dania smiled. ‘But he’s come good in the past, so he’s worth the wait.’


‘I’ll whizz over these video clips and images, then. Before you go, any thoughts on when our glee club’s meeting again?’


Dania had been persuaded to join Kimmie’s Edith Piaf Singing Society. The group – all women – met fortnightly to belt out the French singer’s livelier songs. Fortunately, Dania wasn’t expected to sing, just accompany them on the piano. To begin with, there had been six members, and she’d had no problem fitting them into her living room, where she had the Bechstein. But word had soon got around and now there were twenty. Not only was it a crush, but the man next door had complained that he couldn’t watch footie with ‘that racket going on’. The group’s last session had been a month ago, and they still hadn’t found a suitable venue.


‘I asked my neighbour if he wanted to join the group,’ Dania said. ‘You know, sort of in the tent pissing out rather than the other way round.’


Kimmie’s eyes widened. ‘The guy with the orange hair? What was his reaction?’


‘Not encouraging. I’ll keep my ears open. There might be a church hall we can hire.’


‘That’ll cost big bikkies.’


‘Maybe not.’


As they chatted, Dania wondered what a local might make of their conversation: a woman with a strong Australian accent nattering to one with a strong Polish accent. Maybe they should both learn Dundonian.


When Dania entered the incident room, she found only Honor and Hamish at their desks.


‘Any joy with identification?’ she said, dropping her bag on the chair.


‘Yep,’ Honor said, gazing at her screen. ‘We’ve got it.’


‘DVLA back online?’


‘We found the owner through the car’s MOT. The deceased was an Edward Sangster.’


‘Sangster?’


Honor glanced up. ‘You know the name, boss?’


Briefly, Dania filled her colleagues in on what she’d learnt at Kimmie’s.


‘Seems a bit of a coincidence, ma’am,’ Hamish said. ‘Edward Sangster hits a headstone with the name Watson Sangster on it.’


‘How common is the name Sangster? Maybe there are loads in that area. We should check whether they’re related. And have we a next of kin for Edward?’


‘He lived in Sangster Hall with his son, Duncan, and daughter-in-law, Grace,’ Honor said. ‘It’s not far from the crash site. I’ve got the postcode.’


‘Right, let’s go.’


There was one squad car left in the car park, and Honor signed it out before anyone else did. Dania was relieved they didn’t have to take her Fiat 500, as it wasn’t fitted with winter tyres. For that matter, neither was Honor’s Ford Fiesta.


The sun was close to setting as they cruised along the A90. The traffic was heading west, as commuters left the city to return to the outlying villages, some even travelling as far as Perth. Dania wondered how many of their jobs could be done from home. Perhaps the day would come when something happened that would open their eyes to that possibility.


‘You’ll have to slow down,’ she said, seeing the Longforgan sign. ‘I nearly missed the turn-off. And the roads start to narrow. Some have passing places. They’re hard to spot normally, but they’re almost impossible with this snow.’


‘No problem. The sat-nav will keep me right.’


Honor had changed the device’s clipped female voice to a husky American male. ‘At the next roundabout, honey, take the fourth exit,’ he crooned.


‘That reminds me, what did you think of Sergeant Fairbairn?’ Dania asked.


‘A bit of a meatball. But a meatball with gravy,’ Honor added hastily.


‘And how did you two get on?’


She pulled a face. ‘Not brilliantly, if I’m honest. We went for drinkies, but he spent the whole evening asking questions about you. He finds your accent unbelievably sexy. Wanted to know if you’re with anyone.’ She threw Dania a glance. ‘I think you’re in with a chance there, boss.’


‘Did he say anything about the fact that I was pulled off the course?’


‘Oh, yes,’ Honor said, drawing out the words. ‘He can’t give you a certificate until you complete it. And pass the test. Did I tell you it only took me twenty-five minutes?’


‘Several times.’


‘It’s one of their best scores. Most people who pass take just over twenty-nine. Crikey, you’re right about these roads,’ she added, slowing down sharply.


‘The forecast is for more snow tomorrow.’


‘We hardly ever see snow here. I bet you have tons in Poland.’


Dania thought back to her childhood, and the bone-piercing cold of Poland’s winters. But there were compensations. Once everyone left their dreary, grey communist apartment blocks – known as bloki in the vernacular – they took their sledges and headed for Wilanów Park with its colourful Christmas lights. In Warsaw, it was the only show in town.


‘What I remember is standing in the snow, singing kole[image: illustration]dy, or Christmas carols. The cold would tear at the back of my throat whenever I breathed. It was particularly painful when I took a huge intake of air.’


‘Do you miss it?’


‘Doesn’t everyone miss the Christmases they had when they were children?’


‘Yep. It’s somehow never the same when you’re an adult. By the way, boss, how much are we telling the Sangsters? Are we even hinting that we have our suspicions?’


‘Until we hear from Milo, we say only that Edward died in a car accident.’


‘What about Watson Sangster, and that headstone?’


‘Again, nothing. Not until we’ve made our enquiries. I don’t want the Sangsters jumping to conclusions.’


‘A headstone, though, saying someone was murdered. How weird is that?’


‘And it’s the word “murder” that makes me want to keep it quiet until we see what Hamish digs up.’


‘Unfortunate choice of phrase, boss,’ Honor said primly.


‘Okay, we’re getting close. It should be just ahead, according to the sat-nav. Look, there’s the sign. On the left.’


Honor slowed to a crawl. A minute later, they found the entrance. The sat-nav voice purred, ‘Y’all have reached your destination. Now, you’re not gonna leave me all by my lonesome here, are you, honey?’


‘You’ve got to love him,’ Honor said, grinning. She cruised through the tall, ornamental gates past the sign with SANGSTER HALL in large letters.


The wide asphalted drive, cleared and salted, was flanked on both sides by trees whose leaves had long since fallen. Through the wilderness of bare branches, Dania glimpsed the snow-covered fields stretching endlessly to the horizon, broken only by the odd shed or farm building. Straight ahead, tiny Sangster Hall slowly grew larger. There was a light in one of the ground-floor windows. In summer, the house would have been swallowed up by the trees, whereas now it dominated the landscape. The drive, which led directly to the front entrance, took them past a slabbed area. Honor pulled up next to a white Kia Picanto.


‘Whoa, boss, that’s some pile. What would you call that? A manor house? A country house?’


‘A mansion.’


It was hard to say whether the three-storey stone building was late Georgian or early Victorian, as architecture had never been one of Dania’s interests. It was a sprawling, highly asymmetrical house with an octagonal tower at one end. The steep roof suggested there was an attic you could stand up in, although, from the size and layout, there were likely to be several attics.


Next to the building was a red-brick, modern house, which looked as though the architect had put it in the wrong place.


They climbed out of the car and made their way to the massive wooden door. Dania had the strangest sensation that she was standing outside a prison, except that the entrances to prisons were usually in better condition: the wood at the bottom of this door was starting to buckle. She leant on the buzzer, hearing it echo deep inside the building.


Moments later, there were footsteps, then the door opened with such a loud creak that Dania wondered when it had last been moved. Perhaps there was a better-used entrance round the back.


A man wearing a tweed jacket in a mustard-and-olive tartan stood looking at them enquiringly.


‘Mr Sangster?’ Dania said.


‘Yes.’


‘Mr Duncan Sangster?’


‘That’s right. How can I help you?’


‘We’re police officers,’ she said, holding up her warrant. ‘DI Gorska, and this is DS Randall.’


The man drew his dark brows together. He had a squarish face, and black hair with a thick fringe. The high colour in his cheeks suggested he’d been drinking. ‘Has something happened?’ he said, an expression of alarm in his blue-grey eyes.


‘May we come in?’


He hesitated. ‘Of course.’ He stood back to let them enter.


The dark room was more of a reception area than a foyer. The furniture consisted of a modern-looking desk and chair on the left, and an empty clothes rack with wire hangers on the right.


‘Would you like us to take these off?’ Dania said, as she and Honor wiped their boots on the coir doormat.


‘No need. Our carpets and rugs have been specially treated.’


He opened the door into a wide, well-lit hallway with doors to left and right. It was carpeted in a heavy-duty weave in a nondescript neutral shade.


A door to the left opened, and a worried-looking woman appeared. She was in baggy jeans and a heavy-knit red sweater that was two sizes too big.


‘What is it, Duncan?’ she said, hurrying into the hall. Her mousy-brown hair framed an oval face, but her most striking feature was her deep, dark eyes.


‘These are police officers,’ he said, glancing at her. ‘DI Gorska and—’


‘DS Randall,’ Honor said.


‘My wife, Grace.’


‘Please, come into the living room,’ the woman said, her smile wavering.


The high-panelled room was spacious enough to contain several three-piece suites in the same old-fashioned floral material. If Dania had been worried about marking the oak parquet, she needn’t have, as it was almost completely covered with shabby, overlapping oriental rugs. They added colour to the room but managed at the same time to jar with the sofas’ flower patterns, making her wonder how long it would be before anyone sitting here came down with a migraine. The fireplace was one of those you could stand up in. Logs smouldered on the hearth, suggesting that the fire had only recently been lit, which would explain the chill in the room. The wood suddenly caught and shifted, sending up sparks, the flames briefly illuminating the dull gold of the picture frames. They were portraits, all men, and all with the same thick black hair as Duncan’s. One was a uniformed officer, who gazed down at Dania, a sneering smile under his trimmed moustache.


As she moved deeper into the room, she was struck by the lack of ornaments. Other than the old-style red telephone on the sideboard, the only objects were the bottle of Balvenie and the whisky glasses on the coffee table.


Duncan indicated the sofa nearest the hearth. He and his wife settled themselves in the armchairs opposite. ‘I must apologise for the temperature,’ he said. He rested his hands on his knees. ‘We’ve been out for the day. My father must have forgotten to light the fire, right enough.’


‘Aye, we only got it going half an hour ago,’ Grace said, glancing at her husband.


There was silence for a moment, then Dania said, ‘I’m afraid I have bad news.’ She looked from one to the other. ‘Your father, Edward, was killed in a car crash yesterday evening.’


‘But he can’t have been!’ Grace blurted. ‘He’s in his room. You must be mistaken.’


‘When did you last see him?’ Dania said, wondering if they’d made a monumental blunder and someone other than Edward Sangster had been driving.


Duncan seemed to wake as if from a trance. ‘It would have been yesterday morning. He was instructing one of the estate workers to clear away the snow.’


‘What about yesterday evening? Was he at dinner?’


‘We were out. We didn’t get back till late.’ He swallowed hard. ‘We didn’t see him at breakfast today but that’s nothing new. He often rises early and takes breakfast alone.’


‘We can check his room,’ Grace said promptly. She didn’t seem to want to let go of the idea that Edward was still alive. Dania had seen this before: relatives for whom the idea of a deceased loved one was too much to take in. The first reaction was disbelief. Pain came later.


Grace was looking pleadingly at her husband. ‘I’ll phone the room.’


‘Phone the room?’ Honor said.


Duncan ran a hand over his eyes. ‘He lives in another wing. There are so many rooms in the different parts of this building that we have an internal phone system. I’ll do it, Grace,’ he added, as she made to get up.


He walked across to the sideboard and snatched up the red receiver. With a shaking hand, he pressed the buttons on the telephone and waited, the receiver to his ear. ‘No reply,’ he murmured, after a while. ‘And he hasn’t got a mobile.’


Dania was about to suggest they go in person to Edward’s room when Duncan said:‘A car accident, was it, Inspector? Are you sure it’s him?’ He returned to his seat.


‘He was driving a blue Morris Traveller.’ She opened her notebook and read out the registration number. ‘There was no identification but we found this photo in his pocket.’ She handed it to Duncan.


The light vanished from his eyes. ‘That’s my mother, right enough,’ he said, in a cracked voice. ‘She passed away last year.’


Grace made a small sound, and her hands flew to her mouth. ‘Och, Eddie,’ she said, in a muffled voice.


‘Didn’t you suspect anything when you saw the Morris Traveller wasn’t parked outside?’ Dania said gently.


‘That’s nothing new,’ Duncan said. ‘He often went for a wee drive around this time of day.’


‘Even with snow on the ground?’


‘In all weathers.’ He seemed to think about this. ‘Was that what caused the accident? The snow?’


‘We think so. He went into a tree. He wasn’t wearing his seat belt.’


Duncan’s eyes flared. ‘Ach, we told him again and again,’ he said, through clenched teeth. ‘He never listened.’


‘You’re saying he was in the habit of leaving the seat belt undone?’


‘He thought nothing would happen to him on these country roads. Seat belts are for driving in the city, he said.’


Grace looked searchingly at Dania. ‘He used to go out for a wee spin with his wife, but it was always around these parts. Sometimes they went up to Liff, and other times over to Abernyte, to the antiques centre there.’ She hesitated. ‘He never got over her death. After the funeral, he kept to his room more and more.’


Duncan laid a hand on Grace’s arm as if to indicate that he should deal with this. ‘After my mother died, he continued his drives, although he didn’t stay out as long. He told me he took a circular route, up to Knapp, then Fowlis, Benvie, and then back here.’


‘Always the same route?’


‘That’s what he said. He loved those particular roads. He used to take that route often, even before he was married.’ Duncan stared vacantly. ‘Where did the accident happen?’


‘Not far from here. I can show you on a map.’


Dania was about to pull out her phone when he hauled himself to his feet and marched into the hall. He returned a few moments later with an Ordnance Survey map. After moving the whisky glasses aside, he spread the map on the coffee table.


‘Sangster Hall is here,’ he said, tapping the sheet.


She studied the map. ‘The accident occurred on this road, where the woodland starts.’


‘Aye, that’s part of his route.’ Duncan shook his head sadly. ‘If he lost control of the car, his mind must have been on other things. As Grace said, he never got over my mother’s death.’


‘What sort of a man was he, if you don’t mind my asking?’


‘What can I tell you? He was a great father. Instilled the ideals of hard work and perseverance into me, and no mistake.’


‘Are you an only child?’


‘Aye, that I am. I think my mother had problems with the birth and was warned against having more children.’


‘And what do you do for a living?’


‘I help—’ He checked himself. ‘I helped my father with the estate. But it’s been going downhill for years. I don’t mind telling you we have a mountain of debt to clear,’ he added, with an embarrassed smile. ‘Grace and I hit on the idea of leasing out the Hall for events and residential conferences. This house has so many rooms, it’s ideal. It’s a bit of a rabbit warren, if I’m honest, so we’ve put up signs in the corridors. There’s an east wing, and a west wing, which is where we are now. And several in-between wings, I suppose you could call them.’


‘We stay in the cottage next door when there are events,’ Grace said nervously. ‘We help with things like making breakfast, although the event organisers usually get caterers in. Then when it’s over, we employ people to clean the rooms, do the laundry and so on. We have one or two permanent staff, but we’ve let most of the others go.’


‘There’s one more thing,’ Dania said, after a pause. ‘I need you to come in to Ninewells and make a formal identification. We can’t conduct the post-mortem until that’s been done.’


‘Post-mortem?’ Duncan said, lifting his head sharply. ‘Why?’ he added, his voice faltering.


‘It’s routine when there’s an unexpected death, Mr Sangster.’


He considered this. ‘Aye, okay.’ He took his wife’s hand. ‘It doesn’t need both of us, does it?’


Grace was staring at the detectives with huge, stricken eyes.


‘Just yourself would be fine,’ Dania said. ‘We’ll give you a call when we’re ready.’ She stood up. ‘I should add that we may have further questions.’


An uneasy expression drifted into his eyes. ‘Why do you say that, Inspector? Do you reckon it wasn’t an accident?’


‘Questions always come up, even during a routine investigation.’


‘Of course.’ After a silence, he said. ‘I’ll show you out.’


As she left the living room, Dania glanced back. Grace was holding a handkerchief over her face, sobbing quietly.


‘What did you make of that, boss?’ Honor said, when they were back on the road. ‘Don’t you think it strange that for over twenty-four hours they didn’t notice Edward’s disappearance?’


‘In a rambling pile like that?’ Dania stared out of the window. It had started snowing again, although only lightly, with the first snowflakes floating to earth and melting. ‘I would have thought if you wanted to keep yourself to yourself you could do it easily.’


Honor switched on the wipers. ‘I saw a film once about two families who lived in the same mansion. They met in the middle for Sunday lunch and to exchange news. Other than that, it was as if they were in separate houses.’


‘We should have asked who else lives there. They mentioned permanent staff but I’m guessing they come in to do whatever they do, and then leave. I suspect it’s just the three Sangsters in that place. Two, now.’


Honor’s gaze was glued to the road. ‘Not sure I could live in a house that big. I mean, I know the queen does it and all that, but I couldn’t.’


‘Why not?’


‘The wind whistling through the cracks would get on my nerves pretty pronto. And those huge houses creak at night when they settle. I’d be constantly looking over my shoulder to see if anyone was there.’


‘I didn’t know you were so jittery, Honor.’


‘I read Victorian novels at school. That did it.’


‘I thought Duncan’s wife was a bit highly strung.’


‘She struck me as the type who can’t function without a man at her back.’


‘Just as well she’s got one, then.’ Dania gazed out at the cotton-wool flakes. ‘The snow’s getting heavier.’


‘I’ll drop you at your flat, boss, so you don’t need to drive home in this. You can pick your car up from the station tomorrow.’


‘Thanks.’


‘Good thing you live near enough you can walk in.’


‘Actually, could you stop on the Perth Road, at the top of Union Place? You can’t miss it. It’s opposite that wine-andwhisky shop.’


‘I know it. The one with the green paint. Are you visiting your brother?’


‘I’m staying with him. My boiler’s out of action.’


Honor threw her a grin. ‘And I bet he’s doing the cooking.’


But as they pulled on to the Perth Road, Dania’s thoughts drifted to the Sangsters’ living room and its portraits. The thick black hair and pale eyes marked them as Sangsters, if Duncan was anything to go by. So which one was Watson?
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