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Praise for Ian Rankin


‘As always, Rankin proves himself the master of his own milieu. He brings the dark underside of Edinburgh deliciously to life … Rankin’s skill lies mainly in the confident way he weaves the disparate threads into a cohesive whole’


Daily Mail


‘His novels flow as smoothly as the flooded Forth, and come peppered with three-dimensional characters who actually react to and are changed by events around them … This is Rankin at his raw-edged, page-turning best … With Rankin, you can practically smell the fag-smoke and whisky fumes’


Time Out


‘A first-rate thriller’


Yorkshire Evening Post


‘The internal police politics and corruption in high places are both portrayed with bone-freezing accuracy. This novel should come with a wind-chill factor warning’


Daily Telegraph


‘Real life and fiction blur in this cynical, bleak tale. You’ll love every second of it’


Daily Mirror


‘Rankin strips Edinburgh’s polite façade to its gritty skeleton’


The Times


‘Rebus is the kind of detective who enjoys a deep dark mystery with a good moral conundrum’


New York Times


‘Rankin writes laconic, sophisticated, well-paced thrillers’


Scotsman


‘First-rate plotting, dialogue and characterisations’


Literary Review
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For Miranda





‘If all time is eternally present
All time is unredeemable.’


T.S. Eliot, ‘Burnt Norton’


‘I went to Scotland and found nothing
there that looks like Scotland’


Arthur Freed, Producer Brigadoon
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Having lived in France for six years, in the autumn of 1996 I moved back to Edinburgh with my family. I had left Scotland ten years previously, newly married and fresh from university. I was returning with two children and a full-time career as a novelist. Okay, so I wasn’t earning enough for the mortgage on a three-bedroom flat, but some of the uncertainties of the past had gone. I felt like a proper, grown-up writer, able to take on big moral themes under the guise of writing whodunits. Academe and literary circles might not take the form seriously, but I knew that the crime novel could say as much about human nature and the state of the world as any other branch of writerly endeavour. My next project was already well under way as we unpacked and started coming to terms with driving on the left (in our French-registered Peugeot). The genesis of this project had been a day-trip I’d made to a place called Oradour – a town which had, quite literally, died.


All the six years I’d spent in France, I’d heard of this place, knew it was just over an hour’s drive away from our home in north-east Dordogne. Friends’ children went there on school trips, but I’d never made the effort. Then I remembered London. We’d lived there for four years before making the move to France. After we’d left, I’d thought with regret of all the things I hadn’t done, places I hadn’t bothered to visit. So, towards the end of our time in France, I took the drive north to Oradour.


And was stunned.


The town has been kept as a shrine to its victims. No one knows how many died there, the day the 3rd Company of the SS ‘Der Führer’ Regiment marched in and started rounding people up. Not far short of a thousand, the histories say. Corpses were set alight, or dropped down wells. Men, women, children: almost no one escaped the slaughter. During my time there, peering through windows into kitchens and living rooms, passing burned-out cars and the rusty carcass of the local tram, the overcast sky gave way to steady rain. I sought shelter in the church, but its roof was missing – torched by the Nazis. I got in close to one of its walls, and realised there were bullet-holes in the plaster all around me. This was where the women had been brought, a machine-gun pointed at them. So I headed for the small museum instead, with its displays of everyday objects: hairbrushes, pairs of spectacles … mementoes of the dead.


But what really affected me about Oradour was the fact that the man responsible – the general who’d given the order for the massacre – had been captured by the Allies, but was then sent back to Germany to live out the rest of his days in industry and comfort. What sort of justice was that? There would be reasons for it, of course: probably to do with politics, with diplomacy, with secret deals and information traded. There were usually reasons for these things. I started doing some research, and along the way learned of a network called the Rat-Line (which you’ll read about in this book). I also became intrigued that the lessons of the past had not been learned. Atrocities were a daily occurrence in ex-Yugoslavia at this time. The West knew the identities of the men responsible, the men in charge – they were on our TV screens nightly, going about their butchers’ business. Yet little or nothing was being done to stop them.


This sense of history repeating would form the basis for The Hanging Garden. Most of the book was written in France, but when I arrived in Edinburgh I knew I needed to do some final research on war criminals and how we have dealt with them in the past. So I went to the National Library on Edinburgh’s George IV Bridge – a place I’d haunted as a student, back when I’d been writing my first two novels – and did a search.


And found something.


Having decided, months before, that I wanted to write about Oradour, I’d scratched my head for a while. The sticking point was: how could I do so from the point of view of Detective Inspector John Rebus? The answer came eventually: I would have Rebus investigate an alleged Nazi war criminal who has been living quietly in Edinburgh for forty years or more. In this way, I could question the validity of prosecuting old men for their crimes of half a century before.


Perfect, I thought.


But that day in the National Library, I found information on an alleged war criminal … a real one … living quietly in Edinburgh. A TV documentary had been made about him, and he’d taken legal action against the producers. And though he hadn’t been successful, I knew I would have to be careful that he couldn’t see himself in my portrait of a suspected monster …


The book went on to win the Cognac Prix du Roman Policier – not bad, considering I hadn’t managed to find a French publisher during my long sojourn in that country! It also sneaked on to the margins of the bestseller lists in the UK, and was the third biggest-selling title in Scotland in 1999 (after two of the Harry Potter instalments). Having managed critical success with Black & Blue, I was now beginning to see some sales success, too. The mortgage on that three-bedroom flat couldn’t be too far away …


Having borrowed from a song by The Cure for the title of The Hanging Garden, I decided I wanted to preface each section of my book with a couple of lines from the song. I had no idea how to go about seeking permission, so turned to the band’s fan club for help. Eventually, I received a phone call from someone on the management side. They had, they told me, talked it over with Robert – meaning Robert Smith, the band’s lyricist. Robert said it would be okay, but of course there would be a fee. I sucked in some air and asked how much.


‘A few signed copies when the book comes out.’


I laughed – from relief, but also because it showed what a gentleman Mr Smith was – and was quick to accept. Only later did it dawn on me that I had no address to send the books to, and no record of the name of the person who’d phoned me. So if anyone out there knows Robert Smith, tell him to get in touch. There’s a first edition waiting here with his name on. I’d like him to see the book some time, if only for the smile it might raise when he finds out what I’ve done with other songs of his – most notably ‘Fascination Street’ and ‘Mr Pink Eyes’ …


Now read on …
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Rebus will return in


RATHER BE THE DEVIL
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They were arguing in the living-room.


‘Look, if your bloody job’s so precious …’


‘What do you want from me?’


‘You know bloody well!’


‘I’m working my arse off for the three of us!’


‘Don’t give me that crap.’


And then they saw her. She was holding her teddy bear, Pa Broon, by one well-chewed ear. She was peering round the doorway, thumb in her mouth. They turned to her.


‘What is it, sweetie?’


‘I had a bad dream.’


‘Come here.’ The mother crouched down, opening her arms. But the girl ran to her father, wrapped herself around his legs.


‘Come on, pet, I’ll take you back to bed.’


He tucked her in, started to read her a story.


‘Daddy,’ she said, ‘what if I fall asleep and don’t wake up? Like Snow White or Sleeping Beauty?’


‘Nobody sleeps forever, Sammy. All it takes to wake them up is a kiss. There’s nothing the witches and evil queens can do about that.’


He kissed her forehead.


‘Dead people don’t wake up,’ she said, hugging Pa Broon. ‘Not even when you kiss them.’
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John Rebus kissed his daughter.


‘Sure you don’t want a lift?’


Samantha shook her head. ‘I need to walk off that pizza.’


Rebus put his hands in his pockets, felt folded banknotes beneath his handkerchief. He thought of offering her some money – wasn’t that what fathers did? – but she’d only laugh. She was twenty-four and independent; didn’t need the gesture and certainly wouldn’t take the money. She’d even tried to pay for the pizza, arguing that she’d eaten half while he’d chewed on a single slice. The remains were in a box under her arm.


‘Bye, Dad.’ She pecked him on the cheek.


‘Next week?’


‘I’ll phone you. Maybe the three of us …?’ By which she meant Ned Farlowe, her boyfriend. She was walking backwards as she spoke. One final wave, and she turned away from him, head moving as she checked the evening traffic, crossing the road without looking back. But on the opposite pavement she half-turned, saw him watching her, waved her hand in acknowledgement. A young man almost collided with her. He was staring at the pavement, the thin black cord from a pair of earphones dribbling down his neck. Turn round and look at her, Rebus commanded. Isn’t she incredible? But the youth kept shuffling along the pavement, oblivious to her world.


And then she’d turned a corner and was gone. Rebus could only imagine her now: making sure the pizza box was secure beneath her left arm; walking with eyes fixed firmly ahead of her; rubbing a thumb behind her right ear, which she’d recently had pierced for the third time. He knew that her nose would twitch when she thought of something funny. He knew that if she wanted to concentrate, she might tuck the corner of one jacket-lapel into her mouth. He knew that she wore a bracelet of braided leather, three silver rings, a cheap watch with black plastic strap and indigo face. He knew that the brown of her hair was its natural colour. He knew she was headed for a Guy Fawkes party, but didn’t intend staying long.


He didn’t know nearly enough about her, which was why he’d wanted them to meet for dinner. It had been a tortuous process: dates rejigged, last-minute cancellations. Sometimes it was her fault, more often his. Even tonight he should have been elsewhere. He ran his hands down the front of his jacket, feeling the bulge in his inside breast pocket, his own little time-bomb. Checking his watch, he saw it was nearly nine o’clock. He could drive or he could walk – he wasn’t going far.


He decided to drive.


Edinburgh on firework night, leaves blown into thick lines down the pavement. One morning soon he would find himself scraping frost from his car windscreen, feeling the cold like jabs to his kidneys. The south side of the city seemed to get the first frost earlier than the north. Rebus, of course, lived and worked on the south side. After a stint in Craigmillar, he was back at St Leonard’s. He could make for there now – he was still on shift after all – but he had other plans. He passed three pubs on his way to his car. Chat at the bar, cigarettes and laughter, a fug of heat and alcohol: he knew these things better than he knew his own daughter. Two out of the three bars boasted ‘doormen’. They didn’t seem to be called bouncers these days. They were doormen or front-of-house managers, big guys with short hair and shorter fuses. One of them wore a kilt. His face was all scar tissue and scowl, the scalp shaved to abrasion. Rebus thought his name was Wattie or Wallie. He belonged to Telford. Maybe they all did. Graffiti on the wall further along: Won’t Anyone Help? Three words spreading across the city.


Rebus parked around the corner from Flint Street and started walking. The street was in darkness at ground level, except for a café and amusement arcade. There was one lamppost, its bulb dead. The council had been asked by police not to replace it in a hurry – the surveillance needed all the help it could get. A few lights were shining in the tenement flats. There were three cars parked kerbside, but only one of them with people in it. Rebus opened the back door and got in.


A man sat in the driver’s seat, a woman next to him. They looked cold and bored. The woman was Detective Constable Siobhan Clarke, who had worked with Rebus at St Leonard’s until a recent posting to the Scottish Crime Squad. The man, a Detective Sergeant called Claverhouse, was a Crime Squad regular. They were part of a team keeping twenty-four-hour tabs on Tommy Telford and all his deeds. Their slumped shoulders and pale faces bespoke not only tedium but the sure knowledge that surveillance was futile.


It was futile because Telford owned the street. Nobody parked here without him knowing who and why. The other two cars parked just now were Range Rovers belonging to Telford’s gang. Anything but a Range Rover stuck out. The Crime Squad had a specially adapted van which they usually used for surveillance, but that wouldn’t work in Flint Street. Any van parked here for longer than five minutes received close and personal attention from a couple of Telford’s men. They were trained to be courteous and menacing at the same time.


‘Undercover bloody surveillance,’ Claverhouse growled. ‘Only we’re not undercover and there’s nothing to survey.’ He tore at a Snickers wrapper with his teeth and offered the first bite to Siobhan Clarke, who shook her head.


‘Shame about those flats,’ she said, peering up through the windscreen. ‘They’d be perfect.’


‘Except Telford owns them all,’ Claverhouse said through a mouthful of chocolate.


‘Are they all occupied?’ Rebus asked. He’d been in the car a minute and already his toes were cold.


‘Some of them are empty,’ Clarke said. ‘Telford uses them for storage.’


‘But every bugger in and out of the main door gets spotted,’ Claverhouse added. ‘We’ve had meter readers and plumbers try to wangle their way in.’


‘Who was acting the plumber?’ Rebus asked.


‘Ormiston. Why?’


Rebus shrugged. ‘Just need someone to fix a tap in my bathroom.’


Claverhouse smiled. He was tall and skinny, with huge dark bags under his eyes and thinning fair hair. Slow-moving and slow-talking, people often underestimated him. Those who did sometimes discovered that his nickname of ‘Bloody’ Claverhouse was merited.


Clarke checked her watch. ‘Ninety minutes till the changeover.’


‘You could do with the heating on,’ Rebus offered. Claverhouse turned in his seat.


‘That’s what I keep telling her, but she won’t have it.’


‘Why not?’ He caught Clarke’s eyes in the rearview. She was smiling.


‘Because,’ Claverhouse said, ‘it means running the engine, and running the engine when we’re not going anywhere is wasteful. Global warming or something.’


‘It’s true,’ Clarke said.


Rebus winked at her reflection. It looked like she’d been accepted by Claverhouse, which meant acceptance by the whole team at Fettes. Rebus, the perennial outsider, envied her the ability to conform.


‘Bloody useless anyway,’ Claverhouse continued. ‘The bugger knows we’re here. The van was blown after twenty minutes, the plumber routine didn’t even get Ormiston over the threshhold, and now here we are, the only sods on the whole street. We couldn’t blend in less if we were doing panto.’


‘Visible presence as a deterrent,’ Rebus said.


‘Aye, right, a few more nights of this and I’m sure Tommy’ll be back on the straight and narrow.’ Claverhouse shifted in his seat, trying to get comfortable. ‘Any word of Candice?’


Sammy had asked her father the same thing. Rebus shook his head.


‘You still think Tarawicz snatched her? No chance she did a runner?’


Rebus snorted.


‘Just because you want it to be them doesn’t mean it was. My advice: leave it to us. Forget about her. You’ve got that Adolf thing to keep you busy.’


‘Don’t remind me.’


‘Did you ever track down Colquhoun?’


‘Sudden holiday. His office got a doctor’s line.’


‘I think we did for him.’


Rebus realised one of his hands was caressing his breast pocket. ‘So is Telford in the café or what?’


‘Went in about an hour ago,’ Clarke said. ‘There’s a room at the back, he uses that. He seems to like the arcade, too. Those games where you sit on a motorbike and do the circuit.’


‘We need someone on the inside,’ Claverhouse said. ‘Either that or wire the place.’


‘We couldn’t even get a plumber in there,’ Rebus said. ‘You think someone with a fistful of radio mikes is going to fare any better?’


‘Couldn’t do any worse.’ Claverhouse switched on the radio, seeking music.


‘Please,’ Clarke pleaded, ‘no country and western.’


Rebus stared out at the café. It was well-lit with a net curtain covering the bottom half of its window. On the top half was written ‘Big Bites For Small Change’. There was a menu taped to the window, and a sandwich board on the pavement outside, which gave the café’s hours as 6.30 a.m. – 8.30 p.m. The place should have been closed for an hour.


‘How are his licences?’


‘He has lawyers,’ Clarke said.


‘First thing we tried,’ Claverhouse added. ‘He’s applied for a late-night extension. I can’t see the neighbours complaining.’


‘Well,’ Rebus said, ‘much as I’d love to sit around here chatting …’


‘End of liaison?’ Clarke asked. She was keeping her humour, but Rebus could see she was tired. Disrupted sleep pattern, body chill, plus the boredom of a surveillance you know is going nowhere. It was never easy partnering Claverhouse: no great fund of stories, just constant reminding that they had to do everything ‘the right way’, meaning by the book.


‘Do us a favour,’ Claverhouse said.


‘What?’


‘There’s a chippy across from the Odeon.’


‘What do you want?’


‘Just a poke of chips.’


‘Siobhan?’


‘Irn-Bru.’


‘Oh, and John?’ Claverhouse added as Rebus stepped out of the car. ‘Ask them for a hot-water bottle while you’re at it.’


A car turned into the street, speeding up then screeching to a halt outside the café. The back door nearest the kerb opened, but nobody got out. The car accelerated away, door still hanging open, but there was something on the pavement now, something crawling, trying to push itself upright.


‘Get after them!’ Rebus shouted. Claverhouse had already turned the ignition, slammed the gear-shift into first. Clarke was on the radio as the car pulled away. As Rebus crossed the street, the man got to his feet. He stood with one hand against the café window, the other held to his head. As Rebus approached, the man seemed to sense his presence, staggered away from the café into the road.


‘Christ!’ he yelled. ‘Help me!’ He fell to his knees again, both hands scrabbling at his scalp. His face was a mask of blood. Rebus crouched in front of him.


‘We’ll get you an ambulance,’ he said. A crowd had gathered at the window of the café. The door had been pulled open, and two young men were watching, like they were onlookers at a piece of street theatre. Rebus recognised them: Kenny Houston and Pretty-Boy. ‘Don’t just stand there!’ he yelled. Houston looked to Pretty-Boy, but Pretty-Boy wasn’t moving. Rebus took out his mobile, called in the emergency, his eyes fixing on Pretty-Boy: black wavy hair, eyeliner. Black leather jacket, black polo-neck, black jeans. Stones: ‘Paint it Black’. But the face chalk-white, like it had been powdered. Rebus walked up to the door. Behind him, the man was beginning to wail, a roar of pain echoing into the night sky.


‘We don’t know him,’ Pretty-Boy said.


‘I didn’t ask if you knew him, I asked for help.’


Pretty-Boy didn’t blink. ‘The magic word.’


Rebus got right up into his face. Pretty-Boy smiled and nodded towards Houston, who went to fetch towels.


Most of the customers had returned to their tables. One was studying the bloody palmprint on the window. Rebus saw another group of people, watching from the doorway of a room to the back of the café. At their centre stood Tommy Telford: tall, shoulders straight, legs apart. He looked almost soldierly.


‘I thought you took care of your lads, Tommy!’ Rebus called to him. Telford looked straight through him, then turned back into the room. The door closed. More screams from outside. Rebus grabbed the dishtowels from Houston and ran. The bleeder was on his feet again, weaving like a boxer in defeat.


‘Take your hands down for a sec.’ The man lifted both hands from his matted hair, and Rebus saw a section of scalp rise with them, like it was attached to the skull by a hinge. A thin jet of blood hit Rebus in the face. He turned away and felt it against his ear, his neck. Blindly he stuck the towel on to the man’s head.


‘Hold this.’ Rebus grabbing the hands, forcing them on to the towel. Headlights: the unmarked police car. Claverhouse had his window down.


‘Lost them in Causewayside. Stolen car, I’ll bet. They’ll be hoofing it.’


‘We need to get this one to Emergency.’ Rebus pulled open the back door. Clarke had found a box of paper hankies and was pulling out a wad.


‘I think he’s beyond Kleenex,’ Rebus said as she handed them over.


‘They’re for you,’ she said.
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It was a three-minute drive to the Royal Infirmary. Accident & Emergency was gearing up for firework casualties. Rebus went to the toilets, stripped, and rinsed himself off as best he could. His shirt was damp and cold to the touch. A line of blood had dried down the front of his chest. He turned to look in the mirror, saw more blood on his back. He had wet a clump of blue paper towels. There was a change of clothes in his car, but his car was back near Flint Street. The door of the toilets opened and Claverhouse came in.


‘Best I could do,’ he said, holding out a black t-shirt. There was a garish print on the front, a zombie with demon’s eyes, wielding a scythe. ‘Belongs to one of the junior doctors, made me promise to get it back to him.’


Rebus dried himself off with another wad of towels. He asked Claverhouse how he looked.


‘There’s still some on your brow.’ Claverhouse wiped the bits Rebus had missed.


‘How is he?’ Rebus asked.


‘They reckon he’ll be okay, if he doesn’t get an infection on the brain.’


‘What do you think?’


‘Message to Tommy from Big Ger.’


‘Is he one of Tommy’s men?’


‘He’s not saying.’


‘So what’s his story?’


‘Fell down a flight of steps, cracked his head at the bottom.’


‘And the drop-off?’


‘Says he can’t remember.’ Claverhouse paused. ‘Eh, John …?’


‘What?’


‘One of the nurses wanted me to ask you something.’


His tone told Rebus all he needed to know. ‘AIDS test?’


‘They just wondered.’


Rebus thought about it. Blood in his eyes, his ears, running down his neck. He looked himself over: no scratches or cuts. ‘Let’s wait and see,’ he said.


‘Maybe we should pull the surveillance,’ Claverhouse said, ‘leave them to get on with it.’


‘And have a fleet of ambulances standing by to pick up the bodies?’


Claverhouse snorted. ‘Is this sort of thing Big Ger’s style?’


‘Very much so,’ Rebus said, reaching for his jacket.


‘But not that nightclub stabbing?’


‘No.’


Claverhouse started laughing, but there was no humour to the sound. He rubbed his eyes. ‘Never got those chips, did we? Christ, I could use a drink.’


Rebus reached into his jacket for the quarter-bottle of Bell’s.


Claverhouse didn’t seem surprised as he broke the seal. He took a gulp, chased it down with another, and handed the bottle back. ‘Just what the doctor ordered.’


Rebus started screwing the top back on.


‘Not having one?’


‘I’m on the wagon.’ Rebus rubbed a thumb over the label.


‘Since when?’


‘The summer.’


‘So why carry a bottle around?’


Rebus looked at it. ‘Because that’s not what it is.’


Claverhouse looked puzzled. ‘Then what is it?’


‘A bomb.’ Rebus tucked the bottle back into his pocket. ‘A little suicide bomb.’


They walked back to A&E. Siobhan Clarke was waiting for them outside a closed door.


‘They’ve had to sedate him,’ she said. ‘He was up on his feet again, reeling all over the place.’ She pointed to marks on the floor – airbrushed blood, smudged by footprints.


‘Do we have a name?’


‘He’s not offered one. Nothing in his pockets to identify him. Over two hundred in cash, so we can rule out a mugging. What do you reckon for a weapon? Hammer?’


Rebus shrugged. ‘A hammer would dent the skull. That flap looked too neat. I think they went for him with a cleaver.’


‘Or a machete,’ Claverhouse added. ‘Something like that.’


Clarke stared at him. ‘I smell whisky.’


Claverhouse put a finger to his lips.


‘Anything else?’ Rebus asked. It was Clarke’s turn to shrug.


‘Just one observation.’


‘What’s that?’


‘I like the t-shirt.’


Claverhouse put money in the machine, got out three coffees. He’d called his office, told them the surveillance was suspended. Orders now were to stay at the hospital, see if the victim would say anything. The very least they wanted was an ID. Claverhouse handed a coffee to Rebus.


‘White, no sugar.’


Rebus took the coffee with one hand. In the other he held a polythene laundry-bag, inside which was his shirt. He’d have a go at cleaning it. It was a good shirt.


‘You know, John,’ Claverhouse said, ‘there’s no point you hanging around.’


Rebus knew. His flat was a short walk away across The Meadows. His large, empty flat. There were students through the wall. They played music a lot, stuff he didn’t recognise.


‘You know Telford’s gang,’ Rebus said. ‘Didn’t you recognise the face?’


Claverhouse shrugged. ‘I thought he looked a bit like Danny Simpson.’


‘But you’re not sure?’


‘If it’s Danny, a name’s about all we can hope to get out of him. Telford picks his boys with care.’


Clarke came towards them along the corridor. She took the coffee from Claverhouse.


‘It’s Danny Simpson,’ she confirmed. ‘I just got another look, now the blood’s been cleaned off.’ She took a swallow of coffee, frowned. ‘Where’s the sugar?’


‘You’re sweet enough already,’ Claverhouse told her.


‘Why did they pick on Simpson?’ Rebus asked.


‘Wrong place, wrong time?’ Claverhouse suggested.


‘Plus he’s pretty low down the pecking order,’ Clarke added, ‘making it a gentle hint.’


Rebus looked at her. Short dark hair, shrewd face with a gleam to the eyes. He knew she worked well with suspects, kept them calm, listened carefully. Good on the street, too: fast on her feet as well as in her head.


‘Like I say, John,’ Claverhouse said, finishing his coffee, ‘any time you want to head off …’


Rebus looked up and down the empty corridor. ‘Am I in the way or something?’


‘It’s not that. But your job’s liaison – period. I know the way you work: you get attached to cases, maybe even over-attached. Look at Candice. I’m just saying …’


‘You’re saying, don’t butt in?’ Colour rose to Rebus’s cheeks: Look at Candice.


‘I’m saying it’s our case, not yours. That’s all.’


Rebus’s eyes narrowed. ‘I don’t get it.’


Clarke stepped in. ‘John, I think all he means is –’


‘Whoah! It’s okay, Siobhan. Let the man speak for himself.’


Claverhouse sighed, screwed up his empty cup and looked around for a bin. ‘John, investigating Telford means keeping half an eye on Big Ger Cafferty and his crew.’


‘And?’


Claverhouse stared at him. ‘Okay, you want it spelling out? You went to Barlinnie yesterday – news travels in our business. You met Cafferty. The two of you had a chinwag.’


‘He asked me to go,’ Rebus lied.


Claverhouse held up his hands. ‘Fact is, as you’ve just said, he asked you and you went.’ Claverhouse shrugged.


‘Are you saying I’m in his pocket?’ Rebus’s voice had risen.


‘Boys, boys,’ Clarke said.


The doors at the end of the corridor had swung open. A young man in dark business suit, briefcase swinging, was coming towards the drinks machine. He was humming some tune. He stopped humming as he reached them, put down his case and searched his pockets for change. He smiled when he looked at them.


‘Good evening.’


Early-thirties, black hair slicked back from his forehead. One kiss-curl looped down between his eyebrows.


‘Anyone got change of a pound?’


They looked in their pockets, couldn’t find enough coins.


‘Never mind.’ Though the machine was flashing EXACT MONEY ONLY he stuck in the pound coin and selected tea, black, no sugar. He stooped down to retrieve the cup, but didn’t seem in a hurry to leave.


‘You’re police officers,’ he said. His voice was a drawl, slightly nasal: Scottish upper-class. He smiled. ‘I don’t think I know any of you professionally, but one can always tell.’


‘And you’re a lawyer,’ Rebus guessed. The man bowed his head in acknowledgement. ‘Here to represent the interests of a certain Mr Thomas Telford.’


‘I’m Daniel Simpson’s legal advisor.’


‘Which adds up to the same thing.’


‘I believe Daniel’s just been admitted.’ The man blew on his tea, sipped it.


‘Who told you he was here?’


‘Again, I don’t believe that’s any of your business, Detective …?’


‘DI Rebus.’


The man transferred his cup to his left hand so he could hold out his right. ‘Charles Groal.’ He glanced at Rebus’s t-shirt. ‘Is that what you call “plain clothes”, Inspector?’


Claverhouse and Clarke introduced themselves in turn. Groal made great show of handing out business cards.


‘I take it,’ he said, ‘you’re loitering here in the hope of interviewing my client?’


‘That’s right,’ Claverhouse said.


‘Might I ask why, DS Claverhouse? Or should I address that question to your superior?’


‘He’s not my –’ Claverhouse caught Rebus’s look.


Groal raised an eyebrow. ‘Not your superior? And yet he manifestly is, being an Inspector to your Sergeant.’ He looked towards the ceiling, tapped a finger against his cup. ‘You’re not strictly colleagues,’ he said at last, bringing his gaze back down to focus on Claverhouse.


‘DS Claverhouse and myself are attached to the Scottish Crime Squad,’ Clarke said.


‘And Inspector Rebus isn’t,’ Groal observed. ‘Fascinating.’


‘I’m at St Leonard’s.’


‘Then this is quite rightly part of your division. But as for the Crime Squad …’


‘We just want to know what happened,’ Rebus went on.


‘A fall of some kind, wasn’t it? How is he, by the way?’


‘Nice of you to show concern,’ Claverhouse muttered.


‘He’s unconscious,’ Clarke said.


‘And likely to be in an operating theatre fairly soon. Or will they want to X-ray him first? I’m not very up on the procedures.’


‘You could always ask a nurse,’ Claverhouse said.


‘DS Claverhouse, I detect a certain hostility.’


‘Just his normal tone,’ Rebus said. ‘Look, you’re here to make sure Danny Simpson keeps his trap shut. We’re here to listen to whatever bunch of shite the two of you eventually concoct for our delectation. I think that’s a pretty fair summary, don’t you?’


Groal cocked his head slightly to one side. ‘I’ve heard about you, Inspector. Occasionally stories can become exaggerated but not, I’m pleased to say, in your case.’


‘He’s a living legend,’ Clarke offered. Rebus snorted and headed back into A&E.


There was a woolly-suit in there, seated on a chair, his cap on his lap and a paperback book resting on the cap. Rebus had seen him half an hour before. The constable was sitting outside a room with its door closed tight. Quiet voices came from the other side. The woolly-suit was called Redpath and he worked out of St Leonard’s. He’d been in the force a bit under a year. Graduate recruit. They called him ‘The Professor’. He was tall and spotty and had a shy look about him. He closed the book as Rebus approached, but kept a finger in his page.


‘Science fiction,’ he explained. ‘Always thought I’d grow out of it.’


‘There are a lot of things we don’t grow out of, son. What’s it about?’


‘The usual: threats to the stability of the time continuum, parallel universes.’ Redpath looked up. ‘What do you think of parallel universes, sir?’


Rebus nodded towards the door. ‘Who’s in there?’


‘Hit and run.’


‘Bad?’ The Professor shrugged. ‘Where did it happen?’


‘Top of Minto Street.’


‘Did you get the car?’


Redpath shook his head. ‘Waiting to see if she can tell us anything. What about you, sir?’


‘Similar story, son. Parallel universe, you could call it.’


Siobhan Clarke appeared, nursing a fresh cup of coffee. She nodded a greeting towards Redpath, who stood up: a courtesy which gained him a sly smile.


‘Telford doesn’t want Danny talking,’ she said to Rebus.


‘Obviously.’


‘And meantime he’ll want to even the score.’


‘Definitely.’


She caught Rebus’s eyes. ‘I thought he was a bit out of order back there.’ Meaning Claverhouse, but not wanting to name names in front of a uniform.


Rebus nodded. ‘Thanks.’ Meaning: you did right not to say as much at the time. Claverhouse and Clarke were partners now. It wouldn’t do for her to upset him.


A door slid open and a doctor appeared. She was young, and looked exhausted. Behind her in the room, Rebus could see a bed, a figure on the bed, staff milling around the various machines. Then the door slid closed.


‘We’re going to do a brain scan,’ the doctor was telling Redpath. ‘Have you contacted her family?’


‘I don’t have a name.’


‘Her effects are inside.’ The doctor slid open the door again and walked in. There was clothing folded on a chair, a bag beneath it. As the doctor pulled out the bag, Rebus saw something. A flat white cardboard box.


A white cardboard pizza box. Clothes: black denims, black bra, red satin shirt. A black duffel-coat.


‘John?’


And black shoes with two-inch heels, square-toed, new-looking except for the scuff marks, like they’d been dragged along the road.


He was in the room now. They had a mask over her face, feeding her oxygen. Her forehead was cut and bruised, the hair pushed away from it. Her fingers were blistered, the palms scraped raw. The bed she lay on wasn’t really a bed but a wide steel trolley.


‘Excuse me, sir, you shouldn’t be in here.’


‘What’s wrong?’


‘It’s this gentleman –’


‘John? John, what is it?’


Her earrings had been removed. Three tiny pin-pricks, one of them redder than its neighbours. The face above the sheet: puffy blackened eyes, a broken nose, abrasions on both cheeks. Split lip, a graze on the chin, eyelids which didn’t even flutter. He saw a hit and run victim. And beneath it all, he saw his daughter.


And he screamed.


Clarke and Redpath had to drag him out, helped by Claverhouse who’d heard the noise.


‘Leave the door open! I’ll kill you if you close that door!’


They tried to sit him down. Redpath rescued his book from the chair. Rebus tore it from him and threw it down the hall.


‘How could you read a fucking book?’ he spat. ‘That’s Sammy in there! And you’re out here reading a book!’


Clarke’s cup of coffee had been kicked over, the floor slippy, Redpath going down as Rebus pushed at him.


‘Can you jam that door open?’ Claverhouse was asking the doctor. ‘And what about a sedative?’


Rebus was clawing his hands through his hair, bawling dry-eyed, his voice hoarse and uncomprehending. Staring down at himself, he saw the ludicrous t-shirt and knew that’s what he’d take away from this night: the image of an Iron Maiden t-shirt and its grinning bright-eyed demon. He hauled off his jacket and started tearing at the shirt.


She was behind that door, he thought, and I was out here chatting as casual as you like. She’d been in there all the time he’d been here. Two things clicked: a hit and run; the car speeding away from Flint Street.


He grabbed at Redpath. ‘Top of Minto Street. You’re sure?’


‘What?’


‘Sammy … top of Minto Street?’


Redpath nodded. Clarke knew straight away what Rebus was thinking.


‘I don’t think so, John. They were headed the opposite way.’


‘Could have doubled back.’


Claverhouse had caught some of the exchange. ‘I just got off the phone. The guys who did Danny Simpson, we picked up the car. White Escort abandoned in Argyle Place.’


Rebus looked at Redpath. ‘White Escort?’


Redpath was shaking his head. ‘Witnesses say dark-coloured.’


Rebus turned to the wall, stood there with his palms pressed to it. Staring at the paintwork, it was like he could see inside the paint.


Claverhouse put a hand on his shoulder. ‘John, I’m sure she’s going to be fine. The doctor’s gone to fetch you a couple of tablets, but meantime what about one of these?’


Claverhouse with Rebus’s jacket folded in the crook of his arm, the quarter-bottle in his hand.


The little suicide bomb.


He took the bottle from Claverhouse. Unscrewed its top, his eyes on the open doorway. Lifted the bottle to his lips.


Drank.





Book Two



‘In the Hanging Garden/No one sleeps’




A seaside holiday: caravan park, long walks and sandcastles. He sat in a deck-chair, trying to read. Cold wind blowing, despite the sun. Rhona rubbed suntan lotion on Sammy, said you couldn’t be too careful. Told him to keep an eye open, she was going back to the caravan for her book. Sammy was burying her father’s feet in the sand.


He was trying to read, but thinking about work. Every day of the holiday, he sneaked off to a phone-box and called the station. They kept telling him to go and enjoy himself, forget about everything. He was halfway through a spy thriller. The plot had already lost him.


Rhona was doing her best. She’d wanted somewhere foreign, a bit of glamour and heat to go with the sunshine. Finances, however, were on his side. So here they were on the Fife coast, where he’d first met her. Was he hoping for something? Some memory rekindled? He’d come here with his own parents, played with Mickey, met other kids, then lost them again at the end of the fortnight.


He tried the spy novel again, but case-work got in the way. And then a shadow fell over him.


‘Where is she?’


‘What?’ He looked down. His feet were buried in sand, but Sammy wasn’t there. How long had she been gone? He stood up, scanned the seashore. A few tentative bathers, going in no further than their knees.


‘Christ, John, where is she?’


He turned round, looked at the sand dunes in the distance.


‘The dunes …?’


They warned her. There were hollows in the dunes where the sand was eroding. Small dens had been created – a magnet for kids. Only they were prone to collapse. Earlier in the season, a ten-year-old boy had been dug out by frantic parents. He hadn’t quite choked on the sand …


They were running now. The dunes, the grass, no sign of her.


‘Sammy!’


‘Maybe she went into the water.’


‘You were supposed to be keeping an eye on her!’


‘I’m sorry. I …’


‘Sammy!’


A small shape in one of the dens. Hopping on its hands and knees. Rhona reached in, pulled her out, hugged her.


‘Sweetie, we told you not to!’


‘I was a rabbit.’


Rebus looked at the fragile roof: sand meshed with the roots of plants and grasses. Punched it with a fist. The roof collapsed. Rhona was looking at him.


End of holiday.





3



John Rebus kissed his daughter.


‘See you later,’ he said, watching her as she left the coffee shop. Espresso and a slice of caramel shortbread – that’s all she’d had time for – but they’d fixed another date for dinner. Nothing fancy, just a pizza.


It was October 30th. By mid-November, if Nature were feeling bloody, it would be winter. Rebus had been taught at school that there were four distinct seasons, had painted pictures of them in bright and sombre colours, but his native country seemed not to know this. Winters were long, outstaying their welcome. The warm weather came suddenly, people stripping to t-shirts as the first buds appeared, so that spring and summer seemed entwined into a single season. And no sooner had the leaves started turning brown than the first frost came again.


Sammy waved at him through the cafe window then was gone. She seemed to have grown up all right. He’d always been on the lookout for evidence of instability, hints of childhood traumas or a genetic predisposition towards self-destruction. Maybe he should phone Rhona some day and thank her, thank her for bringing Samantha up on her own. It couldn’t have been easy: that was what people always said. He knew it would be nice if he could feel some responsibility for the success, but he wasn’t that hypocritical. The truth was, while she’d been growing up, he’d been elsewhere. It was the same with his marriage: even when in the same room as his wife, even out at the pictures or around the table at a dinner party … the best part of him had been elsewhere, fixed on some case or other, some question that needed answering before he could rest.


Rebus lifted his coat from the back of his chair. Nothing left for it but to go back to the office. Sammy was headed back to her own office; she worked with ex-convicts. She had refused his offer of a lift. Now that it was out in the open, she’d wanted to talk about her man, Ned Farlowe. Rebus had tried to look interested, but found that his mind was half on Joseph Lintz – in other words, same problem as always. When he’d been given the Lintz case, he’d been told he was well-suited to it: his Army background for one thing; and his seeming affinity for historical cases – by which Farmer Watson, Rebus’s chief superintendent, had meant Bible John – for another.


‘With respect, sir,’ Rebus had said, ‘that sounds like a load of balls. Two reasons for me getting lumbered with this: one, no other bugger will touch it with a barge-pole; two, it’ll keep me out of the way for a while.’


‘Your remit,’ the Farmer had said, unwilling to let Rebus rile him, ‘is to sift through what there is, see if any of it amounts to evidence. You can interview Mr Lintz if it’ll help. Do whatever you think necessary, and if you find enough to warrant a charge …’


‘I won’t. You know I won’t.’ Rebus sighed. ‘Sir, we’ve been through this before. It’s the whole reason the War Crimes section was shut down. That case a few years back – lot of hoo-haa about bugger all.’ He was shaking his head. ‘Who wants it all dragged up, apart from the papers?’


‘I’m taking you off the Mr Taystee case. Let Bill Pryde handle that.’


So it was settled: Lintz belonged to Rebus.


It had started with a news story, with documents handed over to a Sunday broadsheet. The documents had come from the Holocaust Investigation Bureau based in Tel Aviv. They had passed on to the newspaper the name of Joseph Lintz, who had, they said, been living quietly in Scotland under an alias since the end of the war, and who was, in fact, Josef Linzstek, a native of Alsace. In June 1944, Lieutenant Linzstek had led the 3rd Company of an SS regiment, part of the 2nd Panzer Division, into the town of Villefranche d’Albarede in the Corrèze region of France. 3rd Company had rounded up everyone in the town – men, women, children. The sick were carried from their beds, the elderly pulled from their armchairs, babies hoisted from their cots.


A teenage girl – an evacuee from Lorraine – had seen what the Germans were capable of. She climbed into the attic of her house and hid there, watching from a small window in the roof-tiles. Everyone was marched into the village square. The teenager saw her schoolfriends find their families. She hadn’t been in school that day: a throat infection. She wondered if anyone would tell the Germans …


There was a commotion as the mayor and other dignitaries remonstrated with the officer in charge. While machine guns were aimed at the crowd, these men – among them the priest, lawyer, and doctor – were set upon with rifle butts. Then ropes were produced, and strung over half a dozen of the trees which lined the square. The men were hauled to their feet, their heads pushed through the nooses. An order was given, a hand raised then dropped, and soldiers pulled on each rope, until six men were hanging from the trees, bodies writhing, legs kicking uselessly, the movements slowing by degrees.


As the teenager remembered it, it took an age for them to die. Stunned silence in the square, as if the whole village knew now, knew that this was no mere check of identity papers. More orders were barked. The men, separated from the women and children, were marched off to Prudhomme’s barn, everyone else shepherded into the church. The square grew empty, except for a dozen or so soldiers, rifles slung over their shoulders. They chatted, kicked up dust and stones, shared jokes and cigarettes. One of them went into the bar and switched the radio on. Jazz music filled the air, competing with the rustle of leaves as a breeze twisted the corpses in the trees.


‘It was strange,’ the girl later said. ‘I stopped seeing them as dead bodies. It was as if they’d become something else, parts of the trees themselves.’


Then the explosion, smoke and dust billowing from the church. A moment’s silence, as though a vacuum had been created in the world, then screams, followed immediately by machine-gun fire. And when it finally stopped, she could still hear it. Because it wasn’t just inside the church: it was in the distance, too.


Prudhomme’s barn.


When she was finally found – by people from surrounding villages – she was naked except for a shawl she had found in a trunk. The shawl had belonged to her grandmother, dead the previous year. But she was not alone in escaping the massacre. When the soldiers had opened fire in Prudhomme’s barn, they’d aimed low. The first row of men to fall had been wounded in the lower body, and the bodies which fell on them shielded them from further fire. When straw was strewn over the mound and set alight, they’d waited as long as they could before starting to claw their way out from beneath, expecting at any moment to be shot. Four of them made it, two with their hair and clothes on fire, one dying later from his wounds.


Three men, one teenage girl: the only survivors.


The death toll was never finalised. No one knew how many visitors had been in Villefranche that day, how many refugees could be added to the count. A list was compiled of over seven hundred names, people who had most likely been killed.


Rebus sat at his desk and rubbed his eyes with his knuckles. The teenage girl was still alive, a pensioner now. The male survivors were all dead. But they’d been alive for the Bordeaux trial in 1953. He had summaries of their evidence. The summaries were in French. A lot of the material sitting on his desk was French, and Rebus didn’t speak French. That was why he’d gone to the Modern Languages department at the university and found someone who could. Her name was Kirstin Mede, and she lectured in French, but also had a working knowledge of German, which was handy: the documents which weren’t in French were in German. He had a one-page English summary of the trial proceedings, passed on from the Nazi hunters. The trial had opened in February 1953 and lasted just under a month. Of seventy-five men identified as having been part of the German force at Villefranche, only fifteen were present – six Germans and nine French Alsatians. Not one of them was an officer. One German received the death sentence, the others jail terms of between four and twelve years, but they were all released as soon as the trial finished. Alsace hadn’t been enjoying the trial, and in a bid to unite the nation, the government had passed an amnesty. The Germans, meantime, were said to have already served their sentences.


The survivors of Villefranche had been horrified.


Even more extraordinary to Rebus’s mind, the British had apprehended a couple of German officers involved in the massacre, but had refused to hand them over to the French authorities, returning them to Germany instead, where they lived long and prosperous lives. If Linzstek had been captured then, there would have been none of the present commotion.


Politics: it was all down to politics. Rebus looked up and Kirstin Mede was standing there. She was tall, deftly constructed, and immaculately dressed. She wore make-up the way women usually did only in fashion adverts. Today she was wearing a check two-piece, the skirt just touching her knees, and long gold-coloured earrings. She had already opened her briefcase and was pulling out a sheaf of papers.


‘Latest translations,’ she said.


‘Thanks.’


Rebus looked down at a note he’d made to himself: ‘Corrèze trip necessary??’ Well, the Farmer had said he could have whatever he wanted. He looked up at Kirstin Mede and wondered if the budget would stretch to a tour guide. She was sitting opposite him, putting on half-moon reading glasses.


‘Can I get you a coffee?’ he asked.


‘I’m a bit pushed today. I just wanted you to see these.’ She laid two sheets of paper on his desk so that they faced him. One sheet was the photocopy of a typed report, in German. The second sheet was her translation. Rebus looked at the German.


‘– Der Beginn der Vergeltungsmassnahmen hat ein merkbares Aufatmen hervorgerufen und die Stimmung sehr günstig beeinflusst.’


‘The beginning of reprisals,’ he read, ‘has brought about a marked improvement in morale, with the men now noticeably more relaxed.’


‘It’s supposed to be from Linzstek to his commander,’ she explained.


‘But no signature?’


‘Just the typed name, underlined.’


‘So it doesn’t help us identify Linzstek.’


‘No, but remember what we were talking about? It gives a reason for the assault.’


‘A touch of R&R for the lads?’


Her look froze him. ‘Sorry,’ he said, raising his hands. ‘Far too glib. And you’re right, it’s almost like the Lieutenant is trying to justify the whole thing in print.’


‘For posterity?’


‘Maybe. After all, they’d just started being the losing side.’ He looked at the other papers. ‘Anything else?’


‘Some further reports, nothing too exciting. And some of the eyewitness testimony.’ She looked at him with pale grey eyes. ‘It gets to you after a while, doesn’t it?’


Rebus looked at her and nodded.


The female survivor of the massacre lived in Juillac, and had been questioned recently by local police about the man in charge of the German troops. Her story hadn’t changed from the one she’d told at the trial: she’d seen his face only for a few seconds, and looking down from the attic of a three-storey house. She’d been shown a recent photo of Joseph Lintz, and had shrugged.


‘Maybe,’ she’d said. ‘Yes, maybe.’


Which would, Rebus knew, be turfed out by the Procurator-Fiscal, who knew damned well what any defence lawyer with half a brain would do with it.


‘How’s the case coming?’ Kirstin Mede asked. Maybe she’d seen some look cross his face.


‘Slowly. The problem is all this stuff.’ He waved towards the strewn desk. ‘On the one hand I’ve got all this, and on the other I’ve got a wee old man from the New Town. The two don’t seem to go together.’


‘Have you met him?’


‘Once or twice.’


‘What’s he like?’


What was Joseph Lintz like? He was cultured, a linguist. He’d even been a Professor at the university, back in the early 70s. Only for a year or two. His own explanation: ‘I was filling a vacuum until they could find someone of greater standing’. He’d been Professor of German. He’d lived in Scotland since 1945 or ’46 – he was vague about exact dates, blaming his memory. His early life was vague, too. He said papers had been destroyed. The Allies had had to create a duplicate set for him. There was only Lintz’s word that these new papers were anything but an official record of lies he’d told and which had been believed. Lintz’s story – birth in Alsace; parents and relatives all dead; forced enlistment in the SS. Rebus liked the touch about joining the SS. It was the sort of admission that would make officials decide: he’s been honest about his involvement with that, so he’s probably being honest about the other details. There was no actual record of a Joseph Lintz serving with any SS regiment, but then the SS had destroyed a lot of their own records once they’d seen the way the war was headed. Lintz’s war record was vague, too. He mentioned shell-shock to explain the gaps in his memory. But he was vehement that he had never been called Linzstek and had never served in the Corrèze region of France.


‘I was in the east,’ he would say. ‘That’s where the Allies found me, in the east.’


The problem was that there was no convincing explanation as to how Lintz had found himself in the United Kingdom. He said he’d asked if he could go there and start a new life. He didn’t want to return to Alsace, wanted to be as far away from the Germans as possible. He wanted water between him and them. Again, there was no documentation to back this up, and meantime the Holocaust investigators had come up with their own ‘evidence’, which pointed to Lintz’s involvement in the ‘Rat Line’.


‘Have you ever heard of something called the Rat Line?’ Rebus had asked at their first meeting.


‘Of course,’ Joseph Lintz had said. ‘But I never had anything to do with it.’


Lintz: in the drawing-room of his Heriot Row home. An elegant four-storey Georgian edifice. A huge house for a man who’d never married. Rebus had said as much. Lintz had merely shrugged, as was his privilege. Where had the money come from?


‘I’ve worked hard, Inspector.’


Maybe so, but Lintz had purchased the house in the late-1950s on a lecturer’s salary. A colleague from the time had told Rebus everyone in the department suspected Lintz of having a private income. Lintz denied this.


‘Houses were cheaper back then, Inspector. The fashion was for country properties and bungalows.’


Joseph Lintz: barely five foot tall, bespectacled. Parchment hands with liver spots. One wrist sported a prewar Ingersoll watch. Glass-fronted bookcases lining his drawing-room. Charcoal-coloured suits. An elegant way about him, almost feminine: the way he lifted a cup to his lips; the way he flicked specks from his trousers.


‘I don’t blame the Jews,’ he’d said. ‘They’d implicate everyone if they could. They want the whole world feeling guilty. Maybe they’re right.’


‘In what way, sir?’


‘Don’t we all have little secrets, things we’re ashamed of?’ Lintz had smiled. ‘You’re playing their game, and you don’t even know it.’


Rebus had pressed on. ‘The two names are very similar, aren’t they? Lintz, Linzstek.’


‘Naturally, or they’d have absolutely no grounds for their accusations. Think, Inspector: wouldn’t I have changed my name more radically? Do you credit me with a modicum of intelligence?’


‘More than a modicum.’ Framed diplomas on the walls, honorary degrees, photos taken with university chancellors, politicians. When the Farmer had learned a little more about Joseph Lintz, he’d cautioned Rebus to ‘ca’ canny’. Lintz was a patron of the arts – opera, museums, galleries – and a great giver to charities. He was a man with friends. But also a solitary man, someone who was happiest when tending graves in Warriston Cemetery. Dark bags under his eyes, pushing down upon the angular cheeks. Did he sleep well?


‘Like a lamb, Inspector.’ Another smile. ‘Of the sacrificial kind. You know, I don’t blame you, you’re only doing your job.’


‘You seem to have no end of forgiveness, Mr Lintz.’


A careful shrug. ‘Do you know Blake’s words, Inspector? “And through all eternity/ I forgive you, you forgive me.” I’m not so sure I can forgive the media.’ This last word voiced with a distaste which manifested itself as a twist of facial muscles.


‘Is that why you’ve set your lawyer on them?’


‘“Set” makes me sound like a hunter, Inspector. This is a newspaper, with a team of expensive lawyers at its beck and call. Can an individual hope to win against such odds?’


‘Then why bother trying?’


Lintz thumped both arms of his chair with clenched fists. ‘For the principle, man!’ Such outbursts were rare and short-lived, but Rebus had experienced enough of them to know that Lintz had a temper …


‘Hello?’ Kirstin Mede said, angling her head to catch his gaze.


‘What?’


She smiled. ‘You were miles away.’


‘Just across town,’ he replied.


She pointed to the papers. ‘I’ll leave these here, okay? If you’ve any questions …’


‘Great, thanks.’ Rebus got to his feet.


‘It’s okay, I know my way out.’


But Rebus was insistent. ‘Sorry, I’m a bit …’ He waved his hands around his head.


‘As I said, it gets to you after a while.’


As they walked back through the CID office, Rebus could feel eyes following them. Bill Pryde came up, preening, wanting to be introduced. He had curly fair hair and thick blond eyelashes, his nose large and freckled, mouth small and topped with a ginger moustache – a fashion accessory he could well afford to lose.


‘A pleasure,’ he said, taking Kirstin Mede’s hand. Then, to Rebus: ‘Makes me wish we’d swopped.’


Pryde was working on the Mr Taystee case: an ice-cream man found dead in his van. Engine left running in a lockup, looking initially like suicide.


Rebus steered Kirstin Mede past Pryde, kept them moving. He wanted to ask her out. He knew she wasn’t married, but thought there might be a boyfriend in the frame. Rebus was thinking: what would she like to eat – French or Italian? She spoke both those languages. Maybe stick to something neutral: Indian or Chinese. Maybe she was vegetarian. Maybe she didn’t like restaurants. A drink then? But Rebus didn’t drink these days.


‘… So what do you think?’


Rebus started. Kirstin Mede had asked him something.


‘Sorry?’


She laughed, realising he hadn’t been listening. He began to apologise, but she shook it off. ‘I know,’ she said, ‘you’re a bit …’ And she waved her hands around her head. He smiled. They’d stopped walking. They were facing one another. Her briefcase was tucked under one arm. It was the moment to ask her for a date, any kind of date – let her choose.


‘What’s that?’ she said suddenly. It was a shriek, Rebus had heard it, too. It had come from behind the door nearest them, the door to the women’s toilets. They heard it again. This time it was followed by some words they understood.


‘Help me, somebody!’


Rebus pushed open the door and ran in. A WPC was pushing at a cubicle door, trying to force it with her shoulder. From behind the door, Rebus could hear choking noises.


‘What is it?’ he said.


‘Picked her up twenty minutes ago, she said she needed the loo.’ The policewoman’s cheeks wore a flush of anger and embarrassment.


Rebus grabbed the top of the door and hauled himself up, peering over and down on to a figure seated on the pan. The woman there was young, heavily made-up. She sat with her back against the cistern, so that she was staring up at him, but glassily. And her hands were busy. They were busy pulling a streamer of toilet-paper from the roll, stuffing it into her mouth.


‘She’s gagging,’ Rebus said, sliding back down. ‘Stand back’. He shouldered the door, tried again. Stood back and hit the lock with the heel of his shoe. The door flew open, catching the seated woman on the knees. He pushed his way in. Her face was turning purple.


‘Grab her hands,’ he told the WPC. Then he started pulling the stream of white paper from her mouth, feeling like nothing so much as a cheap stage-show magician. There seemed to be half a roll in there, and as Rebus caught the WPC’s eye, both of them let out a near-involuntary laugh. The woman had stopped struggling. Her hair was mousy-brown, lank and greasy. She wore a black skiing jacket and a tight black skirt. Her bare legs were mottled pink, bruising at one knee where the door had connected. Her bright red lipstick was coming off on Rebus’s fingers. She had been crying, was crying still. Rebus, feeling guilty about the sudden laughter, crouched down so that he could look into her makeup-streaked eyes. She blinked, then held his gaze, coughing as the last of the paper was extracted.


‘She’s foreign,’ the policewoman was explaining. ‘Doesn’t seem to speak English.’


‘So how come she told you she needed the toilet?’


‘There are ways, aren’t there?’


‘Where did you find her?’


‘Down the Pleasance, brazen as you like.’


‘That’s a new patch on me.’


‘Me, too.’


‘Nobody with her?’


‘Not that I saw.’


Rebus took the woman’s hands. He was still crouching in front of her, aware of her knees brushing his chest.


‘Are you all right?’ She just blinked. He made his face show polite concern. ‘Okay now?’


She nodded slightly. ‘Okay,’ she said, her voice husky. Rebus felt her fingers. They were cold. He was thinking: junkie? A lot of the working girls were. But he’d never come across one who couldn’t speak English. Then he turned her hands, saw her wrists. Recent zigzag scar tissue. She didn’t resist as he pushed up one sleeve of her jacket. The arm was a mass of similar inflictions.


‘She’s a cutter.’


The woman was talking now, babbling incoherently. Kirstin Mede, who had been standing back from proceedings, stepped forward. Rebus looked to her.
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