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Praise for The Naming of the Dead


‘Masterly … Ian Rankin’s finest novel. It is more than a crime novel, or rather, Rankin’s achievement is to show, convincingly, how crime permeates society’


Scotsman


‘His richest and most complex work to date, it comes close to transcending genre fiction’


Scotland on Sunday


‘Rebus may seem to be running on something very near empty, but there is no sign that Rankin has lost any of the energy to continue this consistently impressive series’


Sunday Times


‘Combines the page-turning appeal of a modern police procedural with the moral complexity of a political novel’


Irish Times


‘Politics crashes head on into Inspector Rebus’s usual interests (solving grisly murders and supping pints) in the latest of this award-winning series. The Naming of the Dead set against the 2005 G8 Summit is yet another irresistible page-turner from the UK’s best crime novelist’


Mail on Sunday


‘Not only an intriguing murder-mystery but an excellent piece of reportage. Ian Rankin, despite his dodgy musical tastes, has produced yet another class act’


Evening Standard


‘This one, with its heady mix of crime and current affairs, is staggering. He is now at the top of his game and has catapulted himself out of the more limited crime genre altogether’


Daily Mail


‘Rankin is on top form here, with a suitably scornful attitude to Bob Geldof and the wishy-washy Live 8 endeavour. Excellent stuff’


Dublin Evening Herald


‘This is Rankin at his hard-bitten best’


Metro London


‘Classic Rankin, and if you’re in love with the unchangeable Rebus, you’ll relish it. It’s page-turning, complicated crime’


Independent


‘As much a political thriller as a crime mystery. His vivid descriptions of the so-called Battle of Princes Street as good as any newspaper reports written at the time’


Glasgow Herald


‘The plot is another Rankin corker, complex yet convincing, and played out on this occasion over only nine days against the backdrop of last year’s G8 summit at Gleneagles, with its retinue of concerts and marches against poverty … The best crime novel you’ll read this year’


Sunday Telegraph


‘Rankin brings his characters to life with precision, and handles the novel’s complex thematic relationships with his usual skill’


Times Literary Supplement


‘A big, sometimes elegiac, read’


Observer




To everyone who was in Edinburgh on 2 July 2005
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We have the choice to try for a new world every day, to tell what we know of the truth every day, to take small actions every day.


A. L. Kennedy, writing about the march on Gleneagles


Write us a chapter to be proud of.


Bono, in a message to the G8




SIDE ONE


The Task of Blood




Friday 1 July 2005




1


In place of a closing hymn, there was music. The Who, ‘Love Reign O’er Me’. Rebus recognised it the moment it started, thunderclaps and teeming rain filling the chapel. He was in the front pew; Chrissie had insisted. He’d rather have been further back: his usual place at funerals. Chrissie’s son and daughter sat next to her. Lesley was comforting her mother, an arm around her as the tears fell. Kenny stared straight ahead, storing up emotion for later. Earlier that morning, back at the house, Rebus had asked him his age. He would be thirty next month. Lesley was two years younger. Brother and sister looked like their mother, reminding Rebus that people had said the same about Michael and him: The pair of you, the spit of your mum. Michael … Mickey if you preferred. Rebus’s younger brother, dead in a shiny-handled box at the age of fifty-four, Scotland’s mortality rate that of a Third World nation. Lifestyle, diet, genes – plenty of theories. The full post-mortem hadn’t come through yet. Massive stroke was what Chrissie had told Rebus on the phone, assuring him that it was ‘sudden’ – as if that made a difference.


Sudden meant Rebus hadn’t been able to say goodbye. It meant his last words to Michael had been a joke about his beloved Raith Rovers in a phone call three months back. A Raith scarf, navy and white, had been draped over the coffin alongside the wreaths. Kenny was wearing a tie that had been his dad’s, Raith’s shield on it – some kind of animal holding a belt-buckle. Rebus had asked the significance, but Kenny had just shrugged. Looking along the pew, Rebus saw the usher make a gesture. Everyone rose to their feet. Chrissie started walking up the aisle, flanked by her children. The usher looked to Rebus, but he stayed where he was. Sat down again so the others would know they didn’t have to wait for him. The song was only a little over halfway through. It was the closing track on Quadrophenia. Michael had been the big Who fan, Rebus himself preferring the Stones. Had to admit, though, albums like Tommy and Quadrophenia did things the Stones never could. Daltrey was whooping that he could use a drink. Rebus had to agree, but there was the drive back to Edinburgh to consider.


The function room of a local hotel had been booked. All were welcome, as the minister had reminded them from the pulpit. Whisky and tea would be poured, sandwiches served. There would be anecdotes and reminiscences, smiles, dabs at the eyes, hushed tones. The staff would move quietly, out of respect. Rebus was trying to form sentences in his head, words which would act as his apology.


I need to get back, Chrissie. Pressure of work.


He could lie and blame the G8. That morning in the house, Lesley had said he must be busy with the build-up. He could have told her, I’m the only cop they don’t seem to need. Officers were being drafted in from all over. Fifteen hundred were coming from London alone. Yet Detective Inspector John Rebus seemed surplus to requirements. Someone had to man the ship – the very words DCI James Macrae had used, with his acolyte smirking by his shoulder. DI Derek Starr reckoned himself the heir apparent to Macrae’s throne. One day he’d be running Gayfield Square police station. John Rebus posed no threat whatsoever, not much more than a year away from retirement. Starr himself had said as much: Nobody’d blame you for coasting, John. It’s what anyone your age would do. Maybe so, but the Stones were older than Rebus; Daltrey and Townshend were older than him too. Still playing, still touring.


The song was ending now, and Rebus rose to his feet again. He was alone in the chapel. Took a final look at the purple velvet screen. Maybe the coffin was still behind it; maybe it had already been moved to another part of the crematorium. He thought back to adolescence, two brothers in their shared bedroom, playing 45s bought down Kirkcaldy High Street. ‘My Generation’ and ‘Substitute’, Mickey asking about Daltrey’s stutter on the former, Rebus saying he’d read somewhere that it was to do with drugs. The only drug the brothers had indulged in was alcohol, mouthfuls stolen from the bottles in the pantry, a can of sickly stout broken open and shared after lights-out. Standing on Kirkcaldy promenade, staring out to sea, and Mickey singing the words to ‘I Can See For Miles’. But could that really have happened? The record came out in ’66 or ’67, by which time Rebus was in the army. Must have been on a trip back. Yes, Mickey with his shoulder-length hair, trying to copy Daltrey’s look, and Rebus with his forces crop, inventing stories to make army life seem exciting, Northern Ireland still ahead of him …


They’d been close back then, Rebus always sending letters and postcards, his father proud of him, proud of both the boys.


The spit of your mum.


He stepped outside. The cigarette packet was already open in his hand. There were other smokers around him. They offered nods, shuffling their feet. The various wreaths and cards had been lined up next to the door, and were being studied by the mourners. The usual words would crop up: ‘condolence’ and ‘loss’ and ‘sorrow’. The family would be ‘in our thoughts’. Michael wouldn’t be mentioned by name. Death brought its own set of protocols. The younger mourners were checking for text messages on their phones. Rebus dug his own out of his pocket and switched it on. Five missed calls, all from the same number. Rebus knew it from memory, pushed the buttons and raised the phone to his ear. Detective Sergeant Siobhan Clarke was quick to answer.


‘I’ve been trying you all morning,’ she complained.


‘I had it switched off.’


‘Where are you anyway?’


‘Still in Kirkcaldy.’


There was an intake of breath. ‘Hell, John, I completely forgot.’


‘Don’t worry about it.’ He watched Kenny open the car door for Chrissie. Lesley was motioning to Rebus, letting him know they were headed for the hotel. The car was a BMW, Kenny doing all right for himself as a mechanical engineer. He wasn’t married; had a girlfriend but she hadn’t been able to make it to the funeral. Lesley was divorced, her own son and daughter off on holiday with their dad. Rebus nodded at her as she got into the back of the car.


‘I thought it was next week,’ Siobhan was saying.


‘I take it you’re phoning for a gloat?’ Rebus started walking towards his Saab. Siobhan had been in Perthshire the past two days, accompanying Macrae on a recce of G8 security. Macrae was old pals with Tayside’s Assistant Chief Constable. All Macrae wanted was a nosy, his friend happy to oblige. The G8 leaders would meet at Gleneagles Hotel, on the outskirts of Auchterarder, nothing around them but acres of wilderness and miles of ring-fenced security. There had been plenty of scare stories in the media. Reports of three thousand US Marines landing in Scotland to protect their president. Anarchist plots to block roads and bridges with hijacked trucks. Bob Geldof had demanded that a million demonstrators besiege Edinburgh. They would be housed, he said, in people’s spare rooms, garages and gardens. Boats would be sent to France to pick up protesters. Groups with names like Ya Basta and the Black Bloc would aim for chaos, while the People’s Golfing Association wanted to break the cordon to play a few holes of Gleneagles’ renowned course.


‘I’m spending two days with DCI Macrae,’ Siobhan was saying. ‘What’s to gloat about?’


Rebus unlocked his car, and leaned in to slide the key into the ignition. He straightened again, took a last drag on his cigarette and flicked the butt on to the roadway. Siobhan was saying something about a Scene of Crime team.


‘Hold on,’ Rebus told her. ‘I didn’t catch that.’


‘Look, you’ve got enough on your plate without this.’


‘Without what?’


‘Remember Cyril Colliar?’


‘Despite my advancing years, the memory’s not quite packed in.’


‘Something really strange has happened.’


‘What?’


‘I think I’ve found the missing piece.’


‘Of what?’


‘The jacket.’


Rebus found that he’d lowered himself on to the driver’s seat. ‘I don’t understand.’


Siobhan gave a nervous laugh. ‘Me neither.’


‘So where are you now?’


‘Auchterarder.’


‘And that’s where the jacket’s turned up?’


‘Sort of.’


Rebus swung his legs into the car and pulled the door shut. ‘Then I’m coming to take a look. Is Macrae with you?’


‘He went to Glenrothes. That’s where the G8 control centre is.’ She paused. ‘Are you sure you should be doing this?’


Rebus had started the engine. ‘I need to make my apologies first, but I can be there inside the hour. Will I have any trouble getting into Auchterarder?’


‘It’s the calm before the storm. When you’re driving through town, look for the sign to the Clootie Well.’


‘The what?’


‘Easier if you just come and see for yourself.’


‘Then that’s what I’ll do. Scene of Crime on their way?’


‘Yes.’


‘Which means word will get around.’


‘Should I tell the DCI?’


‘I’ll let you decide.’ Rebus had wedged the phone between his shoulder and his cheek, so he could steer the mazy course to the gates of the crematorium.


‘You’re breaking up,’ Siobhan said.


Not if I can help it, Rebus thought to himself.


Cyril Colliar had been murdered six weeks before. Aged twenty, he’d been locked away on a fixed ten-year stretch for a vicious rape. At the end of the sentence, he’d been released, despite the reservations of prison warders, police and social services. They reckoned he was as big a threat as ever, having shown no remorse, denying his guilt despite DNA evidence. Colliar had returned to his native Edinburgh. All the body-building he’d done in prison paid off. He worked as a nighttime bouncer and daytime muscle. His employer on both counts was Morris Gerald Cafferty. ‘Big Ger’ was a villain of long standing. It had been Rebus’s job to confront him about his latest employee.


‘What do I care?’ had been the retort.


‘He’s dangerous.’


‘Way you’re hassling him would try the patience of a saint.’ Cafferty swinging from side to side on his leather swivel chair, behind his desk at MGC Lettings. Anyone was slow with the weekly rent on one of Cafferty’s flats, Rebus reckoned that was where Colliar would take over. Cafferty ran minicabs too, and owned at least three raucous bars in the less salubrious parts of town. Plenty of work for Cyril Colliar.


Right up until the night he’d turned up dead. Skull caved in, the blow coming from behind. Pathologist reckoned he’d have died from that alone, but just to make sure, someone had added a syringe of very pure heroin. No indication that the deceased had been a user. ‘Deceased’ was the word most of the cops on the case had used – and grudgingly at that. Nobody bothered with the term ‘victim’. Nobody could say the words out loud – bastard got what he deserved – that wasn’t the done thing these days.


Didn’t stop them thinking it, sharing it through eye contact and slow nods. Rebus and Siobhan had worked the case, but it had been one amongst many. Few leads and too many suspects. The rape victim had been interviewed, along with her family and her boyfriend from the time. One word kept coming up in discussing Colliar’s fate.


‘Good.’


His body had been found near his car, down a side street next to the bar he’d been working. No witnesses, no scene-of-crime evidence. Just the one curiosity: a sharp blade had been used to slice away part of his distinctive jacket. It was a black nylon bomber, emblazoned with the phrase CC Rider on the back. This was what had been removed, so that the white inner lining was revealed. Theories were in short supply. It was either a clumsy attempt to disguise the deceased’s identity, or there had been something hidden in the lining. Tests had proved negative for traces of drugs, leaving the police to shrug and scratch their heads.


To Rebus, it looked like a hit. Either Colliar had made an enemy, or a message was being sent to Cafferty. Not that their several interviews with Colliar’s employer had been enlightening.


‘Bad for my reputation,’ was Cafferty’s main reaction. ‘Means either you catch whoever did it …’


‘Or?’


But Cafferty hadn’t needed to answer. And if Cafferty got to the culprit first, it would be the last that was ever heard of them.


None of which had helped. The inquiry had hit a wall, around the same time G8 preparations started focusing minds – most of them driven by images of overtime pay – elsewhere. Other cases had intruded, too, with victims – real victims. The Colliar murder team had been wound down.


Rebus lowered his driver’s-side window, welcoming the cool breeze. He didn’t know the quickest route to Auchterarder; knew Gleneagles could be reached from Kinross, so had headed that way. A couple of months back, he’d bought satnav for the car, but hadn’t got round to reading the instructions yet. It lay on the passenger seat, screen blank. One of these days he’d take it to the garage which had installed the car’s CD player. An inspection of the back seat, floors and boot had failed to turn up anything by The Who, so Rebus was listening to Elbow instead – Siobhan’s recommendation. He liked the title track, ‘Leaders of the Free World’. Stuck it on repeat. The singer seemed to think something had gone wrong since the sixties. Rebus tended to agree, even coming at it from a different direction. He reckoned the singer would have liked more change, a world run by Greenpeace and CND, poverty made history. Rebus had been on a few marches himself in the sixties, before and after joining the army. It was a way to meet girls, if nothing else. Usually there was a party somewhere afterwards. These days, though, he saw the sixties as the end of something. A fan had been stabbed to death at a Stones concert in 1969, and the decade had petered out. The 1960s had given youth a taste for revolt. They didn’t trust the old order, certainly didn’t respect it. He wondered about the thousands who would descend on Gleneagles, confrontation a racing certainty. Hard to imagine it in this landscape of farms and hillsides, rivers and glens. He knew that Gleneagles’ very isolation would have been a factor in its choice as venue. The leaders of the free world would be safe there, safe to sign their names to decisions which had already been taken elsewhere. On the stereo, the band were singing about climbing a landslide. The image stuck with Rebus all the way to the outskirts of Auchterarder.


He didn’t think he’d been there before. All the same, he seemed to know the place. Typical small Scottish town: a single, well-defined main street with narrow side roads leading off, built to a notion that people would walk to their local shops. Small, independently owned shops at that: he didn’t see much that would inflame the anti-globalisation campaigners. The baker was even selling limited edition G8 pies.


The good folk of Auchterarder, Rebus seemed to recall, had been vetted, under guise of providing them with ID badges. These would be necessary so they could cross the eventual barricades. Yet as Siobhan had pointed out, there was an eerie tranquillity to the place. Only a few shoppers, and one joiner who seemed to be measuring up windows for protective boards. The cars were muddy 4x4s, which had probably spent more time on farm tracks than motorways. One woman driver was even wearing a headscarf, something Rebus hadn’t seen in a while. Within a couple of minutes he was at the far end of town and heading towards the A9. He did a three-point turn and this time kept his eyes open for signposts. The one he wanted was next to a pub, pointing down a lane. He signalled, following the road past hedges and driveways, then a newer housing estate. The landscape opened before him, showing distant hills. In moments he was out of town again, flanked by neat hedgerows which would leave their mark on his car if he had to make way for a tractor or delivery van. There were some woods to his left, and another pointer told him this was home to the Clootie Well. He knew the word from clootie dumpling: a sticky steamed dessert his mother had sometimes made. He remembered the taste and texture as being similar to Christmas pudding. Dark and cloying and sugary. His stomach gave a small protest, reminding him that he hadn’t eaten in hours. His stop at the hotel had been brief, a few quiet words with Chrissie. She’d hugged him, just as she had done back at the house earlier that morning. All the years he’d known her, there hadn’t been many hugs. In the early days, he’d actually fancied her; awkward under the circumstances. She’d seemed to sense this. Then he’d been best man at the wedding, and, during one dance, she’d blown mischievously in his ear. Later, on the few occasions when she and Mickey had been separated, Rebus had taken his brother’s side. He supposed he could have called her, said something, but he hadn’t. And when Mickey had got into that spot of bother, ended up in jail, Rebus hadn’t visited Chrissie and the kids. Mind you, he hadn’t visited Mickey that often either, in jail or since.


There was more history: when Rebus and his own wife had separated, Chrissie had blamed him entirely. She’d always got on well with Rhona; kept in touch with her after the divorce. That was family for you. Tactics, campaigning and diplomacy: the politicians had it easy by comparison.


Back at the hotel, Lesley had mimicked her mother, giving him a hug too. Kenny had thought for a second before Rebus put the lad out of his misery by extending a hand to be squeezed. He wondered if there would be any fallings-out; there usually were at funerals. With grief came blame and resentment. Just as well he hadn’t stayed. When it came to the potential for confrontation, John Rebus punched well above his already substantial weight.


There was a parking area just off the road. It looked like new-build, trees having been cleared, chippings of bark strewn across the ground. Room enough for four cars, but only one was waiting. Siobhan Clarke was leaning against it, arms folded. Rebus pulled on the brake and got out.


‘Nice spot,’ he said.


‘Been here over a hundred years,’ she told him.


‘Didn’t think I drove that slowly.’


She offered only a twist of the mouth, leading him into the woods, arms still folded. She was dressed more formally than usual: knee-length black skirt and black tights. Her shoes were smudged, having walked this same trail earlier.


‘I saw the sign yesterday,’ she was saying. ‘The one leading off the main drag. Decided I’d take a look.’


‘Well, if the choice was that or Glenrothes …’


‘There’s a noticeboard back at the clearing, tells you a bit about the place. All sorts of witchy goings-on down the years.’ They were ascending a slope, rounding a thick, twisted oak. ‘The townspeople decided there must be sprites living here: shrieks in the dark, that sort of thing.’


‘Local farmhands more like,’ Rebus offered.


She nodded agreement. ‘All the same, they started leaving little offerings. Hence the name.’ She glanced around at him. ‘You’ll know what clootie means, you being the only native Scot around here?’


He had a sudden image of his mother lifting the pudding out of its pan. The pudding wrapped in …


‘Cloth,’ he told her.


‘And clothing,’ she added as they entered another clearing. They stopped and Rebus breathed deeply. Damp cloth … damp, rotting cloth. He’d been smelling it for the past half-minute. The smell clothes gave off in his old house, the one he’d grown up in, when they weren’t aired, when the damp and the mildew got to them. The trees around him were strung with rags and remnants. Pieces had fallen to the ground, where they were decomposing to a mulch.


‘Tradition has it,’ Siobhan said quietly, ‘they were left here for good luck. Keep the sprites warm, and they’d see no harm came to you. Another theory: when kids died young, their parents left something here, by way of remembrance.’ Her voice caught, and she cleared her throat.


‘I’m not made of glass,’ Rebus assured her. ‘You can use words like “remembrance” – I’m not going to start blubbing.’


She nodded again. Rebus was walking around the clearing. Leaves and soft moss underfoot, and the sound of a stream, just a thin trickle of water pushing up from the ground. Candles and coins had been left by its edges.


‘Not much of a well,’ he commented.


She just shrugged. ‘I was here a few minutes … didn’t really warm to the atmosphere. But then I noticed some of the newer clothing.’ Rebus saw it too. Strung from the branches. A shawl, a boilersuit, a red polka-dot handkerchief. A nearly-new training shoe, its laces dangling. Even underwear and what looked like children’s tights.


‘Christ, Siobhan,’ Rebus muttered, not really knowing what else to say. The smell seemed to be growing stronger. He had another flashback: to a ten-day bender many years before … coming out of it to find that a load of washing had been sitting in the machine, waiting to be hung. When he’d opened the door, this same smell had hit him. He’d washed everything again, but still had to throw it all away afterwards. ‘And the jacket?’


All she did was point. Rebus walked slowly towards the tree in question. The piece of nylon had been pierced by a short branch. It swayed just a little in the breeze. Threads straggling from it, but no mistaking the logo.


‘CC Rider,’ Rebus said in confirmation. Siobhan was running her hands through her hair. He knew she had questions, knew she would have been turning them over in her mind all the time she’d been waiting for him. ‘So what do we do?’ he prompted.


‘It’s a crime scene,’ she began. ‘A team are on their way from Stirling. We need to secure the locus, comb the area for evidence. We need to reassemble the original murder squad, start doorstepping locally …’


‘Including Gleneagles?’ Rebus interrupted. ‘You’re the expert, so you tell me: how many times have the hotel staff been vetted? And how do we go about doorstepping in the middle of a week-long demo? Securing the locus won’t be a problem, mind you, not with all the secret service teams we’re about to welcome …’


Naturally she had considered all these points. He knew as much and his voice trailed off.


‘We keep it quiet till the summit’s over,’ she suggested.


‘Tempting,’ he admitted.


She smiled. ‘Only because it gives you a head start.’


He admitted as much with a wink.


She sighed. ‘Macrae needs to be told. Which means he’ll tell Tayside Police.’


‘But the SOCOs are coming from Stirling,’ Rebus added, ‘and Stirling belongs to Central Region.’


‘So that’s just the three police forces who need to know … Shouldn’t have any trouble keeping it under wraps.’


Rebus was looking around. ‘If we can at least get the scene checked and photographed … take the cloth back to the lab …’


‘Before the fun and games start?’


Rebus puffed out his cheeks. ‘Kicks off on Wednesday, right?’


‘The G8 does, yes. But there’s the Poverty March tomorrow and another planned for Monday.’


‘In Edinburgh, though, not Auchterarder …’ Then he saw what she was getting at. Even with the evidence at the lab, the whole place could be under siege. Getting from Gayfield Square to the lab at Howdenhall meant crossing the city … always supposing the technicians had managed to force their way into work.


‘Why leave it here?’ Siobhan asked, studying the patch again. ‘Some sort of trophy?’


‘If so, why here specifically?’


‘Could be local. Any family connections with the area?’


‘I think Colliar’s solid Edinburgh.’


She looked at him. ‘I meant the rape victim.’


Rebus formed his mouth into an O.


‘Something to consider,’ she added. Then she paused. ‘What’s that sound?’


Rebus patted his stomach. ‘While since I’ve eaten. Don’t suppose Gleneagles is open for afternoon tea?’


‘Depends on your overdraft. There are places in town. One of us should stay for the SOCOs.’


‘Better be you then; don’t want accusations that I’m hogging the limelight. In fact, you probably deserve a complimentary beaker of Auchterarder’s finest tea.’ He turned to go, but she stopped him.


‘Why me? Why now?’ Her arms stretching from her sides.


‘Why not?’ he answered. ‘Just call it kismet.’


‘That’s not what I mean …’


He turned towards her again.


‘What I mean,’ she said quietly, ‘is that I’m not sure I want them caught. If they are, and it’s been down to me …’


‘If they are, Shiv, it’ll be down to their cock-up.’ He stabbed a finger in the direction of the patch. ‘That, and maybe even a bit of teamwork …’


The Scene of Crime unit hadn’t been thrilled by the news that Rebus and Siobhan had entered the locus. Prints of their shoes had been taken, for purposes of elimination, along with hair samples.


‘Go easy,’ Rebus had warned. ‘I can’t afford to be generous.’


The SOCO had apologised. ‘Got to get the root, else we can’t get the DNA.’ On the third try with the tweezers, he’d been successful. One of his colleagues had almost finished videoing the scene. Another was still taking photographs, and yet another was in conversation with Siobhan about how much of the other clothing they should remove to the lab.


‘Just the most recent,’ she told him, her eyes on Rebus. He nodded his agreement, sharing her train of thought. Even if Colliar was a message to Cafferty, didn’t mean there weren’t other messages here.


‘Sports shirt seems to have a company logo on it,’ the SOCO commented.


‘Your job could hardly be easier,’ Siobhan said with a smile.


‘My job’s collection. The rest is down to you.’


‘Speaking of which,’ Rebus interrupted, ‘any chance this could all go to Edinburgh rather than Stirling?’


The SOCO stiffened his shoulders. Rebus didn’t know him but he knew the type: late-forties, half a lifetime’s experience. There was plenty of rivalry between the various police regions as it was. Rebus held up his hands in mock surrender.


‘All I mean is, it’s an Edinburgh case. Makes sense if they don’t have to keep traipsing through to Stirling every time there’s something you need to show them.’


Siobhan was smiling again, amused by his use of ‘they’ and ‘them’. But she gave a slight nod too, recognising a useful ploy when she saw one.


‘Especially now,’ Rebus was arguing, ‘with the demos and everything.’ He looked up to where a helicopter was circling. Gleneagles surveillance, had to be. Someone up there wondering at the sudden appearance of two cars and two unmarked white vans at the Clootie Well. Returning his gaze to the SOCO, Rebus realised the chopper had sealed the deal. A time like this, cooperation was paramount. It had been hammered home in memorandum after memorandum. Macrae himself had said as much at the past dozen or so briefings at Gayfield Square.


Be nice. Work together. Help each other. Because, for these few short days, the world would be watching.


Maybe the SOCO had been at similar briefings. He was nodding slowly, turning away to continue his work. Rebus and Siobhan shared another look. Then Rebus reached into his pocket for his cigarettes.


‘No traces, please,’ one of the other SOCOs warned him, so Rebus moved away, back towards the car park. He was just lighting up when another car appeared. The more the merrier, he thought to himself as DCI Macrae leapt out. He was dressed in what looked like a new suit. New tie, too, and a crisp white shirt. His hair was grey and sparse, face saggy, nose bulbous and red-veined.


He’s the same age as me, Rebus thought. Why does he seem so much older?


‘Afternoon, sir,’ Rebus said.


‘Thought you were supposed to be at a funeral.’ The tone was accusatory, as though Rebus might have fabricated a death in the family to secure a Friday lie-in.


‘DS Clarke interrupted proceedings,’ Rebus explained. ‘Thought I’d show willing.’ Making it sound like a sacrifice. The words worked, too, Macrae’s tightened jaw relaxing a little.


I’m on a roll, Rebus thought. First the SOCO, now the boss. Macrae had been pretty good actually, green-lighting a day off for Rebus as soon as news broke of Mickey’s death. He’d told Rebus to go get slaughtered, and Rebus had obliged – the Scotsman’s way of dealing with death. He’d found himself in a part of town he didn’t know, no idea how he got there … walked into a chemist’s and asked where he was. Answer: Colinton Village Pharmacy. He’d thanked them by making the purchase of some aspirin …


‘Sorry, John.’ Macrae said now, taking a deep breath. ‘How did it go?’ Trying to sound concerned.


‘It went,’ was all Rebus said. He watched the helicopter bank steeply as it turned for home.


‘Hope to Christ that wasn’t TV,’ Macrae commented.


‘Not much to see, even supposing it was. Shame to tear you away from Glenrothes, sir. How’s Sorbus looking?’


Operation Sorbus: the policing plan for G8 week. To Rebus, it had sounded like something a slimmer would use in their tea instead of sugar. Siobhan had put him right, told him it was a kind of tree.


‘We’re prepared for any eventuality,’ Macrae stated briskly.


‘Except maybe one,’ Rebus felt it his duty to add.


‘Back-burner till next week, John,’ his boss muttered.


Rebus nodded his agreement. ‘Always assuming they agree.’


Macrae followed Rebus’s eye-line and saw the car approaching. It was a silver Merc with tinted rear windows.


‘Probably means the chopper wasn’t TV,’ Rebus added for Macrae’s benefit. He reached into his own car’s passenger seat and brought out what remained of a filled roll. Ham salad: the first had slipped down without touching the sides.


‘The hell’s this?’ Macrae was asking through gritted teeth. The Merc had pulled to an abrupt stop beside one of the Scene of Crime vans. The driver’s door opened and a man got out. He walked around the car and tugged open the rear passenger-side door. It took several moments for the man inside to emerge. He was tall and narrow, eyes hidden behind sunglasses. As he secured all three buttons of his suit jacket, he seemed to be studying the two white vans, the three unmarked police cars. Eventually he peered up at the sky, mouthed something to his driver, and stepped away from the vehicle. Instead of approaching Rebus and Macrae, he walked over to the signpost, the one informing tourists of the Clootie Well’s history. The driver was back behind his steering wheel, eyes on Rebus and Macrae. Rebus blew him a little kiss, content to stand there until the new arrival consented to make introductions. Again, he thought he knew the type: cold and calculating, making show of being the real power. Had to be security of some kind, following up the chopper’s call.


Macrae took only seconds to crack. Strode over to the man and asked him who he was.


‘I’m SO12, who the hell are you?’ the man replied in a measured voice. Maybe he’d missed the briefings on friendly cooperation. English accent, Rebus noted. Stood to reason. SO12 was Special Branch, based in London. One step away from the spooks. ‘I mean,’ the man went on, his interest still apparently concentrated on the signpost, ‘I know what you are. You’re CID. And those are Scene of Crime vans. And in a clearing just ahead of us there are men in white protective overalls making a detailed examination of the trees and ground.’ Finally he turned towards Macrae, and reached a slow hand to his own face to remove the sunglasses. ‘How am I doing so far?’


Macrae’s face had reddened in anger. All day he’d been treated with the dignity which was his due. Now this.


‘Care to show some ID?’ Macrae snapped. The man stared at him, then gave a wry smile. Is that all you’ve got? the smile seemed to say. As he reached into his jacket, not bothering to unbutton it, his eyes shifted from Macrae to Rebus. The smile stayed, inviting Rebus to share its message. A small black leather wallet was held open for Macrae’s inspection.


‘There,’ the man said, snapping it shut again. ‘Now you know all there is to know about me.’


‘You’re Steelforth,’ Macrae said, clearing his throat between words. Rebus could see his boss had been thrown. Macrae turned towards him. ‘Commander Steelforth is in charge of G8 security,’ he explained. But Rebus had already guessed as much. Macrae turned back to Steelforth. ‘I was in Glenrothes this morning, being given a tour courtesy of ACC Finnigan. And Gleneagles yesterday …’ Macrae’s voice faltered. Steelforth was already moving away from him, towards Rebus.


‘Not interrupting your coronary, am I?’ he asked, glancing at the roll. Rebus gave the belch he felt the query demanded. Steelforth’s eyes narrowed.


‘We can’t all be dining courtesy of the taxpayer,’ Rebus said. ‘How is the food at Gleneagles, by the way?’


‘I doubt you’ll get the chance to find out, Detective Sergeant.’


‘Not a bad guess, sir, but your eyes deceive you.’


‘This is DI Rebus,’ Macrae was explaining. ‘I’m DCI Macrae, Lothian and Borders.’


‘Based where?’ Steelforth asked.


‘Gayfield Square,’ Macrae answered.


‘In Edinburgh,’ Rebus added.


‘You’re a long way from home, gentlemen.’ Steelforth was heading down the path.


‘A man was murdered in Edinburgh,’ Rebus explained. ‘Some of his clothing has turned up here.’


‘Do we know why?’


‘I intend keeping a lid on it, Commander,’ Macrae stated. ‘Once the SOCOs are finished, that’s us done and dusted.’ Macrae was at Steelforth’s heels, Rebus bringing up the rear.


‘No plans for any premiers or presidents to come leave a wee offering?’ Rebus asked.


Instead of answering, Steelforth marched into the clearing. The senior SOCO stuck a hand against the Commander’s chest. ‘More fucking footprints,’ he growled.


Steelforth glared at the hand. ‘Do you know who I am?’


‘Don’t give a bollocks, pal. Fuck up my crime scene, you’ll answer for it.’


The Special Branch man considered for a moment, then relented, retracing his steps to the edge of the clearing, content to watch the operation. His mobile sounded, and he answered it, moving further away to prevent being overheard. Siobhan gave a questioning look. Rebus mouthed, ‘Later,’ and dug into his pocket, bringing out a ten-pound note.


‘Here,’ he said, offering it to the SOCO.


‘What’s that for?’


Rebus just winked, and the man pocketed the money, adding the word ‘Cheers.’


‘I always tip for service beyond the norm,’ Rebus told Macrae. Nodding, Macrae dug into his own pocket and found a fiver for Rebus.


‘Halfers,’ the DCI said.


Steelforth was returning to the clearing. ‘I need to get back to more important matters. When will you be finished here?’


‘Half an hour,’ one of the other SOCOs answered.


‘Longer if need be,’ Steelforth’s nemesis added. ‘A crime scene’s a crime scene, no matter what other wee sideshows there are.’ Like Rebus before him, he hadn’t been slow to work out Steelforth’s role.


The Special Branch man turned to Macrae. ‘I’ll inform ACC Finnigan, shall I? Let him know we have your full understanding and cooperation?’


‘As you wish, sir.’


Steelforth’s face softened a little. His hand made contact with Macrae’s arm. ‘I’m willing to bet you didn’t see everything there is to see. When you’re finished here, come back to Gleneagles. I’ll give you the proper tour.’


Macrae melted; a kid on Christmas morning. But he recovered well, stiffening his spine.


‘Thank you, Commander.’


‘Call me David.’


Crouched as if for evidence-gathering some way behind Steelforth’s back, the senior SOCO made a show of sticking a finger down his throat.


Three cars would be making their way separately to Edinburgh. Rebus shuddered to think what the ecologists would say to that. Macrae peeled off first, heading for Gleneagles. Rebus had driven past the hotel earlier. When you approached Auchterarder from Kinross, you saw the hotel and its grounds a long time before you reached the town. Thousands of acres, but few signs of security. He had caught just the one glimpse of fencing, alerted by a temporary structure which he took to be a watch-tower. Rebus shadowed Macrae on the way back, his boss sounding the horn as he turned into the hotel’s driveway. Siobhan had guessed Perth as the quickest road, Rebus opting to retrace his cross-country route, pick up the M90 eventually. Still plenty of blue in the sky. Scottish summers were a blessing, a reward for the long winter’s twilight. Rebus turned down the music and called Siobhan’s mobile.


‘Hands-free, I hope,’ she told him.


‘Don’t be smart.’


‘Otherwise you’re setting a bad example.’


‘First time for everything. What did you make of our friend from London?’


‘Unlike you, I don’t have those hang-ups.’


‘What hang-ups?’


‘With authority … with the English … with …’ She paused. ‘Want me to go on?’


‘Last time I looked, I still outrank you.’


‘So?’


‘So I could cite you for insubordination.’


‘And give the chiefs a good laugh?’


His silence conceded the point. Either she’d got lippier down the years, or he was getting rusty. Both, probably. ‘Think we can talk the lab boffins into a Saturday shift?’ he asked.


‘Depends.’


‘What about Ray Duff? One word from you and he’d do it.’


‘And all I’d have to do in return is spend a whole day with him, touring in that smelly old car.’


‘It’s a design classic.’


‘Something he won’t begin to tire of telling me.’


‘Rebuilt it from scratch …’


Her sigh was audible. ‘What is it with Forensics? They all have these hobbies.’


‘So you’ll ask him?’


‘I’ll ask him. Are you carousing this evening?’


‘Night shift.’


‘Same day as a funeral?’


‘Someone’s got to do it.’


‘I’m betting you insisted.’


He didn’t answer, asked instead what her own plans were.


‘Getting my head down. Want to be up bright and early for the march.’


‘What have they got you doing?’


She laughed. ‘I’m not working, John – I’m going because I want to.’


‘Bloody hell.’


‘You should come too.’


‘Aye, right. That’s going to make all the difference in the world. I’d rather stay at home to make my protest.’


‘What protest?’


‘Against Bob bloody Geldof.’ She was laughing in his ear again. ‘Because if as many turn up as he wants, it’ll look like it’s all down to him. Can’t have that, Siobhan. Think about it before you sign your name to the cause.’


‘I’m going, John. If nothing else, I need to look out for my mum and dad.’


‘Your …?’


‘They’re up from London – and not because of anything Geldof said.’


‘They’re going on the march?’


‘Yes.’


‘Do I get to meet them?’


‘No.’


‘Why not?’


‘Because you’re just the sort of cop they’re afraid I’ll grow into.’


He was supposed to laugh at this, but knew she was only half joking.


‘Fair point,’ was all he said.


‘Have you shaken off the boss?’ A conscious change of subject.


‘Left him at valet parking.’


‘Don’t joke – they actually have that at Gleneagles. Did he toot the horn at you?’


‘What do you think?’


‘I knew he would. This whole trip, it’s shaken years off him.’


‘Kept him out of the station, too.’


‘So everybody wins.’ She paused. ‘You think you’ve got a crack at this, don’t you?’


‘What do you mean?’


‘Cyril Colliar. The next week or so, nobody’s going to be holding your leash.’


‘I didn’t realise I was up there in your estimation.’


‘John, you’re a year away from retirement. I know you want one last go at Cafferty …’


‘And it seems I’m transparent, too.’


‘Look, I’m just trying to—’


‘I know, and I’m touched.’


‘You really think Cafferty could be responsible?’


‘If he’s not, he’ll want whoever was. Look, if it all gets a bit fraught with your parents …’ Now who was changing the subject? ‘Send me a text and we’ll meet for a drink.’


‘All right, I will. You can turn the Elbow CD up now.’


‘Well spotted. Talk to you later.’


Rebus cut the connection; did as he was told.
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The barriers were going up. Down George IV Bridge and all along Princes Street, workmen were busy putting them in place. Road repairs and building projects had been put on hold, scaffolding removed so it couldn’t be taken apart and used as missiles. Postboxes had been sealed shut and some shops boarded up. Financial institutions had been forewarned, staff advised not to wear formal clothing – it would make them easy targets. For a Friday evening, the town was quiet. Police vans cruised the central streets, metal grilles fixed to their windscreens. More vans were parked out of sight in unlit side roads. The cops on board wore riot gear and laughed among themselves, swapping stories from previous engagements. A few veterans had seen action during the last wave of miners’ strikes. Others tried to match these memories with stories of soccer battles, poll tax demos, the Newbury bypass. They exchanged rumours about the expected size of the Italian anarchist contingent.


‘Genoa toughened them up.’


‘Just the way we like it, eh, lads?’


Bravado and nerves and camaraderie. The talk faltering whenever a radio crackled into life.


The uniformed police working the train station wore bright yellow jackets. Here, too, barriers were being erected. They were blocking exits, so there remained a single route in and out. Some officers carried cameras with which to record the faces of arrivals from the London trains. Special carriages had been laid on for the protesters, which made it easy to identify them. Not that such skills were really needed: they sang songs, carried rucksacks, wore badges and T-shirts and wristbands. They carried flags and banners, were dressed in baggy trousers, camouflage jackets, hiking boots. Intelligence reports said busloads had already left from the south of England. First estimates had stated fifty thousand. The latest guess was north of a hundred thousand. Which, added to the summer tourists, would swell Edinburgh’s population nicely.


Somewhere in the city there was a rally signalling the start of G8 Alternatives, a week-long series of marches and meetings. More police would be there. If needed, some of these would be on horseback. Plenty of dog-handlers, too, including four on Waverley Station’s concourse. The plan was simple: visible strength. Let any potential troublemakers know what they’d be dealing with. Visors and truncheons and handcuffs; horses and dogs and patrol vans.


Force of numbers.


Tools of the trade.


Tactics.


Earlier in its history, Edinburgh was prone to invasion. Its inhabitants hid behind walls and gates, and when those were breached retreated to the warren-like tunnels below the Castle and the High Street, leaving the city empty and the victory hollow. It was a talent the denizens continued to bring to the annual August Festival. As the population swelled, the locals became less visible, blending into the background. It might also explain Edinburgh’s reliance on ‘invisible’ industries such as banking and insurance. Until lately, it was said that St Andrews Square was the richest in Europe, boasting several corporate HQs. But with space at a premium, new building projects had prospered on Lothian Road and further west towards the airport. The Royal Bank’s HQ at Gogarburn, recently completed, was seen as a target. So too buildings owned and staffed by Standard Life and Scottish Widows. Driving through the streets, killing some time, Siobhan reckoned the city would be tested as never before in the coming days.


A police convoy, sirens blaring, pulled out to pass her. No mistaking the schoolboy grin on the driver’s face: loving every minute, Edinburgh providing his own personal racetrack. A purple Nissan was riding the slipstream, filled with local youths. Siobhan gave it ten seconds, then signalled to move back out into the flow of traffic. She was on her way to a temporary campsite in Niddrie. One of Edinburgh’s less genteel areas. Instead of pitching their tents in people’s gardens, this was where marchers were being told to go.


Niddrie.


The council had chosen the grasslands around the Jack Kane Centre. They were planning for ten thousand visitors, maybe even fifteen. Portaloos and showers had been provided, and a private security firm put in charge. Probably, Siobhan couldn’t help thinking, to keep the neighbourhood gangs out rather than the marchers in. The local joke was that there’d be a lot of tents and camping gear for sale around the pubs in the next few weeks. Siobhan had offered to let her parents stay in her flat. Of course she had: they’d helped her buy it. They could have her bed; she’d crash on the sofa. But they’d been adamant: they would be travelling by bus, and camping ‘with the others’. They’d been students in the 1960s, and had never quite shaken themselves free of the period. Though now nearing sixty – Rebus’s generation – her dad still kept his hair tied back in a sort of ponytail. Her mum still wore dresses that were mostly kaftan. Siobhan thought of her words to Rebus earlier: you’re just the sort of cop they’re afraid I’ll grow into. Thing was, part of her felt now that she’d joined the police mostly because she’d felt they wouldn’t approve. After all the care and affection they’d doled out on her, she’d needed to rebel. Payback for the times their teaching jobs had led to yet another house-move, another new school. Payback simply because it was in her power. The first time she’d told them out loud, their looks had almost made her recant. But that would have been weak. They’d been supportive, of course, while hinting that police work might not be the most fulfilling use of her skills. That was enough to make her dig her heels in.


So she’d become a cop. Not in London, where her parents lived, but in Scotland, which she hadn’t really known at all until attending college there. One final heartfelt plea from her mum and dad:


‘Anywhere but Glasgow.’


Glasgow: with its hard-man image and knife culture, its sectarian divide. Yet, as Siobhan had found, a great place to shop. A place she sometimes went with friends – hen parties which led to them staying the night at some boutique hotel or other, sampling the nightlife, steering clear of any bars with bouncers on the door – a point of drinking protocol on which she and John Rebus were agreed. While Edinburgh, meantime, had proved more deadly than her parents could ever have imagined.


Not that she would ever tell them that. During Sunday phone calls she tended to brush off her mum’s enquiries, asking her own questions instead. She’d offered to meet them off the bus, but they’d said they would need time to get the tent ready. Stopped at traffic lights, the image made her smile. Nearly sixty, the pair of them, and messing about with a tent. They’d taken early retirement the previous year from their teaching jobs. Owned a fair-sized house in Forest Hill, the mortgage paid off. Always asking her if she needed money …


‘I’ll pay for a hotel room,’ she’d told them on the phone, but they’d remained resolute. Pulling away from the lights, she wondered if it might be some form of dementia.


She parked on The Wisp, ignoring the orange traffic cones, and stuck a Police Business notice on her windscreen. At the sound of her idling engine, a yellow-jacketed security guard had come for a look. He shook his head and pointed at the notice. Then he drew a hand across his throat and nodded towards the nearest housing scheme. Siobhan removed the sign, but left the car where it was.


‘Local gangs,’ the guard was saying. ‘Sign like that’s a red rag to a bull.’ He slid his hands into his pockets, puffing up his already substantial chest. ‘So what brings you here, Officer?’


His head was shaved, but he sported a full, dark beard and a tangle of eyebrows.


‘Social call, actually,’ Siobhan said, showing him her ID. ‘A couple by the name of Clarke. Need a word with them.’


‘In you come then.’ He led her to a gate in the perimeter fence. In miniature, it was a bit like the Gleneagles security. There was even a sort of watch-tower. Every ten yards or so along the fence stood another guard. ‘Here, put this on,’ her new friend was saying, handing her a wrist-strap. ‘Makes you less conspicuous. It’s how we keep tabs on our band of happy campers.’


‘Quite literally,’ she said, taking it from him. ‘How’s everything going so far?’


‘Local youth don’t like it much. They’ve tried coming in, but that’s about it.’ He shrugged. They were walking along a metal walkway, stepping off it for a moment as a young girl rollerskated past, her mother watching cross-legged from the ground next to her tent.


‘How many are here?’ Siobhan found it hard to judge.


‘Maybe a thousand. There’ll be more tomorrow.’


‘You’re not keeping count?’


‘Not taking names either – so I’m not sure where you’re going to find your friends. Only thing we’re allowed to take from them is the fee for their pitch.’


Siobhan looked around. The summer had been dry, and the earth underfoot was solid. Beyond the skyline of flats and houses she could make out other, more ancient shapes: Holyrood Park and Arthur’s Seat. She could hear some low chanting, and a few guitars and penny whistles. Children’s laughter, and a baby ready for its next feed. Handclaps and chatter. Silenced suddenly by a megaphone, carried by a man with his hair crammed into an outsize woolly hat. Patchwork trousers lopped off at the knees and flip-flops on his feet.


‘Big white tent, people – that’s where it’s happening. Vegetable curry at four quid, thanks to the local mosque. Only four quid …’


‘Maybe that’s where you’ll find them,’ Siobhan’s guide said. She thanked him and he headed back to his post.


The ‘big white tent’ was a marquee, and seemed to serve as a general meeting-place. Someone else was calling out that a group would be heading into town for a drink. Meet in five minutes by the red flag. Siobhan had passed a row of portable toilets and some standpipes and showers. All that was left for her to explore now were tents. The queue for curry was orderly. Someone tried to hand her a plastic spoon, and she shook her head, before remembering that it was a while since she’d eaten. Her polystyrene plate heaped high, she decided to take a slow walk through the camp. People were cooking their own food on camp-stoves. One pointed at her.


‘Remember me from Glastonbury?’ they called. Siobhan just shook her head. And then she saw her parents, and broke into a smile. They were doing the camping thing with style: a big red tent with windows and a covered porch. Foldaway table and chairs, and an open bottle of wine with real glasses next to it. They got up when they saw her, exchanged hugs and kisses, apologised that they’d only brought two chairs.


‘I can sit on the grass,’ Siobhan assured them. There was another young woman already doing just that. She hadn’t moved at Siobhan’s approach.


‘We were just telling Santal about you,’ Siobhan’s mum said. Eve Clarke looked young for her years, only the laughter lines giving the game away. The same could not be said for Siobhan’s dad, Teddy. He’d grown paunchy, and the skin drooped from his face. His hairline had receded, the ponytail sparser and greyer than ever. He refilled the wine glasses with gusto, his gaze never leaving the bottle.


‘I’m sure Santal’s been riveted,’ Siobhan said, accepting a glass.


The young woman gave the beginnings of a smile. Her hair was neck-length and dirty blonde, gelled or mistreated so that it emerged in clumps and braids from her scalp. No make-up, but multiple piercings to her ears and one to the side of her nose. Her dark-green sleeveless T-shirt displayed Celtic tattoos on either shoulder, and her bare midriff showed another piercing to her navel. Plenty of jewellery strung around her neck, and hanging lower still what looked like a digital video camera.


‘You’re Siobhan,’ she said with a trace of a lisp.


‘Afraid so.’ Siobhan toasted the company with her glass. Another had been produced from a picnic basket, along with a second bottle of wine.


‘Steady on, Teddy,’ Eve Clarke said.


‘Santal needs a top-up,’ he explained, though Siobhan couldn’t help noticing that Santal’s glass was actually almost as full as her own.


‘Did the three of you travel up together?’ she asked.


‘Santal hitched from Aylesbury,’ Teddy Clarke said. ‘After the bus ride we’ve just endured, I think next time I’d do the same.’ He rolled his eyes and fidgeted in his seat, then unscrewed the wine bottle. ‘Screw-top wine, Santal. Don’t say the modern world doesn’t have its pluses.’


In fact, she didn’t reply at all. Siobhan couldn’t say why she’d taken such an immediate dislike to this stranger, except that Santal was just that: a stranger. Siobhan had wanted some time with her mum and dad. Just the three of them.


‘Santal’s got the pitch next to us,’ Eve was explaining. ‘We needed a bit of help with the tent …’


Her husband laughed suddenly and loudly, filling his own glass. ‘Been a while since we camped,’ he said.


‘Tent looks new,’ Siobhan commented.


‘Borrowed from neighbours,’ her mother said quietly.


Santal was rising to her feet. ‘I should go …’


‘Not on our account,’ Teddy Clarke protested.


‘There’s a bunch of us heading to a pub …’


‘I like your camera,’ Siobhan said.


Santal looked down at it. ‘Any of the plod take my picture, I want theirs in return. Fair’s fair, isn’t it?’ Her unblinking look demanded agreement.


Siobhan turned towards her father. ‘You’ve told her what I do,’ she stated quietly.


‘Not ashamed, are you?’ Santal all but spat the words out.


‘Just the opposite, to be honest.’ Siobhan’s eyes shifted from father to mother. Suddenly both her parents seemed intent on the wine in front of them. When she looked back at Santal, she saw that the young woman was pointing the camera at her.


‘One for the family album,’ Santal said. ‘I’ll send you a jpeg.’


‘Thanks,’ Siobhan replied coldly. ‘Odd name, isn’t it, Santal?’


‘Means sandalwood,’ Eve Clarke answered.


‘At least people can spell it,’ Santal herself added.


Teddy Clarke laughed. ‘I was telling Santal about how we lumbered you with a name nobody down south could pronounce.’


‘Shared any more family history?’ Siobhan bristled. ‘Any embarrassing stories I need to be aware of?’


‘Touchy, isn’t she?’ Santal commented to Siobhan’s mother.


‘You know,’ Eve Clarke admitted, ‘we never really wanted her to become—’


‘Mum, for Christ’s sake!’ Siobhan broke in. But her further complaint was cut short by sounds from the direction of the fence. She saw guards jogging towards the scene. There were kids on the outside, making Nazi salutes. They wore regulation dark hooded tops and wanted the guards to send out ‘all the hippy scum’.


‘The revolution starts here!’ one of them yelled. ‘Up against the wall, wankers!’


‘Pathetic,’ Siobhan’s mother hissed.


But now there were objects sailing through the darkening sky.


‘Get down,’ Siobhan warned, all but pushing her mother into the tent, unsure what protection it would offer from the volley of rocks and bottles. Her father had taken a couple of steps towards the trouble, but she hauled him back, too. Santal was standing her ground, pointing her camera towards the mêlée.


‘You’re just a bunch of tourists!’ one of the locals was yelling. ‘Piss off home on the rickshaws that brought you here!’


Raucous laughter; jeers and gestures. If the campers wouldn’t come outside, they wanted the guards. But the guards weren’t that stupid. Instead, Siobhan’s friend was on his radio for reinforcements. Situation like this, it could die down in moments or flare into all-out war. The guard found her standing by his shoulder.


‘Don’t worry,’ he said. ‘I’m sure you’re insured …’


It took her a second to get his meaning. ‘My car!’ she shouted, heading for the gate. Had to elbow her way past two more guards. Ran out on to the road. Her bonnet was dented and scored, back window fractured. NYT sprayed on one door panel.


Niddrie Young Team.


They stood there in a line, laughing at her. One of them held up his mobile phone to get a snap.


‘Take all the photos you want,’ she told him. ‘Makes you even easier to trace.’


‘Fuckin’ polis!’ another of them spat. He was in the centre, a lieutenant behind either shoulder.


The leader.


‘Polis is right,’ she said. ‘Ten minutes in Craigmillar cop-shop and I’ll know more about you than your own mother.’ She was pointing for emphasis, but all he did was sneer. Only a third of his face visible, but she would file it away. A car was drawing up, three men inside. Siobhan recognised the one in the back: local councillor.


‘Away you go!’ he was yelling as he emerged, waving both arms as if putting sheep back in a pen. The gang’s leader pretended to tremble, but could see that his fellow soldiers were wavering. Half a dozen of the security had come from behind the fence, the bearded guard at their head. Sirens in the distance, growing closer.


‘Go on, bugger off with you!’ the councillor persisted.


‘Camp full of lezzas and poofs,’ the gang’s leader snarled in reply. ‘And who’s paying for it, eh?’


‘I very much doubt you are, son,’ the councillor said. The other two men from the car were flanking him now. They were big men, probably hadn’t backed down from a fight in their lives. Just the sort of pollsters a Niddrie politician would need.


The gang leader spat on the ground, then turned and walked off.


‘Thanks for that,’ Siobhan said, holding out a hand for the councillor to shake.


‘Not a problem,’ he replied, seeming to dismiss the whole incident from his mind, Siobhan included. He was shaking the bearded guard’s hand now, the two obviously known to one another.


‘Quiet night otherwise?’ the councillor asked. The guard chuckled a response.


‘Was there something we can do for you, Mr Tench?’


Councillor Tench looked around him. ‘Just thought I’d drop by, let all these lovely people know that my ward stands firmly behind them in the fight to end poverty and injustice in the world.’ He had an audience now: fifty or so campers standing just the other side of the fence. ‘We know something about both in this part of Edinburgh,’ he bellowed, ‘but that doesn’t mean we’ve no time for those worse off than us. Big-hearted I like to think we are.’ He saw that Siobhan was examining the damage to her car. ‘Few wild ones in our midst, naturally, but then what community hasn’t?’ Smiling, Tench opened his arms again, this time like a brimstone preacher.


‘Welcome to Niddrie!’ he told his congregation. ‘Welcome one and all.’


Rebus was alone in the CID suite. It had taken him half an hour to find the notes for the murder inquiry: four boxes and a series of folders; floppy disks and a single CD-ROM. He’d left these latter items on their shelf in the storeroom, and now had some of the paperwork spread out in front of him. He’d made use of the half-dozen desks available, pushing in-trays and computer keyboards aside. By walking through the room, he could shift between the different stages of the inquiry: crime scene to initial interviews; victim profile to further interviews; prison record; connection with Cafferty; autopsy and toxicology reports … The phone in the DI’s little booth had rung a few times, but Rebus had ignored it. He wasn’t the senior DI here: Derek Starr was. And the smarmy little bastard was out on the town somewhere, it being a Friday night. Rebus knew Starr’s routine because Starr himself shared it with all and sundry each Monday morning: couple of drinks at the Hallion Club, then maybe home for a shower and change of clothes before coming back into town; back to the Hallion if it was lively, but always heading to George Street afterwards – Opal Lounge; Candy Bar; Living Room. Nightcap at Indigo Yard if he hadn’t ‘struck lucky’ before then. There was a new jazz place opening on Queen Street, owned by Jools Holland. Starr had already made enquiries about membership.


The phone rang again; Rebus ignored it. If it was urgent, they’d try Starr’s mobile. If it was being transferred from the front desk … well, they knew Rebus was up here. He’d wait till they tried his extension rather than Starr’s. Could be they were winding him up, hoping he’d answer so they could apologise and say it was DI Starr they were after. Rebus knew his place in the food-chain: somewhere down amongst the plankton, the price for years of insubordination and reckless conduct. Never mind that there’d been results along the way, too: far as the High Hiedyins were concerned, these days it was all about how you got the result; about efficiency and accountability, public perceptions, strict rules and protocols.


Rebus’s translation: covering your own arse.


He stopped by a folder of photographs. Some he had already removed and spread out across the surface of the desk. Now he sifted through the others. Cyril Colliar’s public history: newspaper clippings, Polaroids offered by family and friends, the official photos from his arrest and trial. Someone had even snapped a grainy shot of him during his time in prison, reclining on his bed, arms behind his head as he watched TV. It had made the front page of the tabloids: Could Life Be Any Cushier for Rape Beast?


Not any longer.


Next desk: details of the rape victim’s family. Name kept secret from the public. She was Victoria Jensen, eighteen at the time of the attack. Vicky to those closest to her. Followed from a nightclub … followed as she walked with two pals to the bus stop. Night bus: Colliar had found himself a seat a couple of rows behind the three. Vicky got off the bus alone. Not much more than five hundred yards from home when he’d struck, hand over her mouth, hauling her into an alley …


CCTV images showed him leaving the club straight after her. Showed him boarding the bus and taking his seat. DNA from the attack sealed his fate. Some of his associates had attended the trial, made threats towards the victim’s family. No charges brought.


Vicky’s father was a vet; his wife worked for Standard Life. Rebus himself had delivered the news of Cyril Colliar’s demise to the family home in Leith.


‘Thanks for telling us,’ the father had said. ‘I’ll break it to Vicky.’


‘You don’t understand, sir,’ Rebus had responded. ‘There are questions I need to ask you …’


Did you do it?


Hire someone to do it for you?


Know anyone who might’ve been compelled?


Vets had access to drugs. Maybe not heroin, but other drugs which could be exchanged for heroin. Dealers sold ketamine to clubbers – Starr himself had made the point. It was used by vets to treat horses. Vicky had been raped in an alley, Colliar killed in one. Thomas Jensen had appeared outraged by the insinuations.


‘You mean you’ve really never thought of it, sir? Never planned any sort of revenge?’


Of course he had: images of Colliar rotting in a cell or burning in hell. ‘But that doesn’t happen, does it, Inspector? Not in this world …’


Vicky’s friends had been questioned too, none of them ready to own up.


Rebus moved to the next table. Morris Gerald Cafferty stared back at him from photographs and interview transcripts. Rebus had needed to argue his case before Macrae would let him anywhere near. Feeling was, their shared history ran too deep. Some knew them for enemies; others thought them too similar … and way too familiar with one another. Starr for one had voiced his concerns in front of both Rebus and DCI Macrae. Rebus’s snarled attempt to grab his fellow DI by the shirt-front had been, in Macrae’s later words, ‘Just another own goal, John.’


Cafferty was dextrous: fingers in every imaginable criminal pie. Saunas and protection; muscle and intimidation. Drugs, too, which would give him access to heroin. And if not him personally, Colliar’s fellow bouncers for sure. It wasn’t unknown for clubs to be shut down when it emerged that the so-called doormen were controlling the flow of dope into the premises. Any one of them could have decided to get rid of the ‘Rape Beast’. Might even have been personal: a disrespectful remark; a slight against a girlfriend. The many and varied possible motives had been explored at length and in detail. On the surface, then, a by-the-book investigation. Nobody could say otherwise. Except … Rebus could see the team’s heart hadn’t been in it. A few questions missed here and there; avenues left unexplored. Notes typed up sloppily. It was the sort of thing only someone close to the case would spot. Effort had been spared throughout, just enough to show what the officers really thought of their ‘victim’.


The autopsy, however, had been scrupulous. Professor Gates had said it before: didn’t bother him who it was lying on his slab. They were human beings, and somebody’s daughter or son.


‘Nobody’s born bad, John,’ he’d muttered, leaning over his scalpel.


‘Well, nobody makes them do bad things either,’ Rebus had retorted.


‘Ah,’ Gates had conceded. ‘A conundrum pored over by wiser heads than ours down the centuries. What makes us keep doing these terrible things to each other?’


He hadn’t offered an answer. But something else he’d pointed out resonated with Rebus as he moved to Siobhan’s desk and picked up one of the post-mortem photographs of Colliar. In death we all return to innocence, John … It was true that Colliar’s face seemed at peace, as though nothing had ever troubled it.


The phone was ringing again in Starr’s office. Rebus let it ring, picked up Siobhan’s extension instead. There was a Post-it note affixed to the side of her hard drive: rows of names and phone numbers. He knew better than to try the lab; punched in the mobile instead.


Picked up almost immediately by Ray Duff.


‘Ray? It’s DI Rebus.’


‘Inviting me to join him on a Friday night pub crawl?’ Rebus’s silence was answered with a sigh. ‘Why am I not surprised?’


‘I’m surprised at you, though, Ray, shirking your duties …’


‘I don’t sleep in the lab, you know.’


‘Except we both know that’s a lie.’


‘Okay, I work the odd night …’


‘And that’s what I like about you, Ray. See, we’re both driven by that passion for the job.’


‘A passion I’m jeopardising by showing my face at my local pub’s quiz-night?’


‘Not my place to judge you, Ray. Just wondering how this new Colliar evidence is shaping up.’


Rebus heard a tired chuckle at the other end of the phone. ‘You never let up, do you?’


‘It’s not for me, Ray. I’m just helping out Siobhan. This could mean a big step-up for her if she nails it. She’s the one who found the patch.’


‘The evidence only came in three hours ago.’


‘Ever heard of striking while the iron is hot?’


‘But the beer in front of me is cold, John.’


‘It would mean a lot to Siobhan. She’s looking forward to you claiming that prize.’


‘What prize?’


‘The chance to show off that car of yours. A day out in the country, just the two of you on those winding roads. Who knows, maybe even a hotel room at the end of it if you play your cards right.’ Rebus paused. ‘What’s that music?’


‘One of the quiz questions.’


‘Sounds like Steely Dan. “Reeling in the Years”.’


‘But how did the band get their name?’


‘A dildo in a William Burroughs novel. Now tell me you’re heading to the lab straight after …’


Well satisfied with the outcome, Rebus treated himself to a mug of coffee and a stretch of the legs. The building was quiet. The desk sergeant had been replaced by one of his juniors. Rebus didn’t know the face, but nodded anyway.


‘Been trying to get CID to take a call,’ the young officer said. He ran a finger along his shirt collar. His neck was pitted with acne or some species of rash.


‘That’ll be me then,’ Rebus told him. ‘What’s the emergency?’


‘Trouble at the Castle, sir.’


‘Have the protests started early?’


The uniform shook his head. ‘Reports of a scream and a body landing in the Gardens. Looks like someone fell from the ramparts.’


‘Castle’s not open this time of night,’ Rebus stated, brow creasing.


‘Dinner for some of the bigwigs …’


‘So who ended up going over the edge?’


The constable just shrugged. ‘Shall I tell them there’s no one available?’


‘Don’t be daft, son,’ Rebus announced, heading off to fetch his jacket.


As well as being a major tourist attraction, Edinburgh Castle also acted as a working barracks, something Commander David Steelforth stressed to Rebus when he intercepted him just inside the portcullis.


‘You get about a bit,’ Rebus said by way of response. The Special Branch man was dressed formally: bow tie and cummerbund, dinner jacket, patent shoes.


‘Thing is, that means it is quite properly under the aegis of the armed forces …’


‘I’m not sure what “aegis” means, Commander.’


‘It means,’ Steelforth hissed, losing patience, ‘Military Police will be looking into the whys and wherefores of what occurred here.’


‘Good dinner, was it?’ Rebus was still walking. The path wound uphill, fierce gusts whipping around both men.


‘There are important people here, DI Rebus.’


As if on cue, a car appeared from some sort of tunnel ahead. It was making for the gates, forcing Rebus and Steelforth to stand aside. Rebus caught a glimpse of the face in the back: a glint from metal-rimmed glasses, long, pale, worried-looking face. But then the Foreign Secretary often seemed to look worried, as Rebus pointed out to Steelforth. The Special Branch man frowned, disappointed at the recognition.


‘Hope I don’t need to interview him,’ Rebus added.


‘Look, Inspector …’


But Rebus was moving again. ‘Here’s the thing, Commander,’ he said over his shoulder. ‘Victim may have fallen – or jumped, or any other “why” or “wherefore” – and I’m not disputing he was on army turf when he did … but he landed a few hundred feet further south in Princes Street Gardens.’ Rebus proffered a smile. ‘And that makes him mine.’


Rebus kept walking, trying to remember the last time he’d been inside the Castle walls. He’d brought his daughter here, of course, but twenty-odd years ago. The Castle dominated the Edinburgh skyline. You could see it from Bruntsfield and Inverleith. On the drive in from the airport, it took on the aspect of a louring Transylvanian lair, and made you wonder if you’d lost your colour vision. From Princes Street, Lothian Road and Johnston Terrace its volcanic sides seemed sheer and impregnable – and so they had proved down the years. Yet approaching from the Lawnmarket, you climbed a gentle slope to its entrance, with little hint of its enormous presence.


The drive from Gayfield Square had almost stymied Rebus. Uniformed cops hadn’t wanted to let him use Waverley Bridge. A great grinding and clanking of metal as the barriers were dragged into position for tomorrow’s march. He’d sounded his horn, ignoring gestures that he should find another route. When one officer had approached, Rebus had wound down the window and opened his warrant card.


‘This route’s closed,’ the man stated. English accent, maybe Lancashire.


‘I’m CID,’ Rebus told him. ‘And behind me there’s going to be maybe an ambulance, a pathologist, and a Scene of Crime van. Want to tell them the same story?’


‘What’s happened?’


‘Someone’s just landed in the Gardens.’ Rebus nodded towards the Castle.


‘Bloody protesters … one got stuck on the rocks earlier. Fire brigade had to winch him down.’


‘Well, much as I’d like nothing better than a chin-wag …’


The officer scowled, but moved the barrier aside.


Now another barrier had placed itself in front of Rebus: Commander David Steelforth.


‘This is a dangerous game, Inspector. Better left to those of us specialising in intelligence.’


Rebus’s eyes narrowed. ‘You calling me thick?’


A short, barked laugh. ‘Not at all.’


‘Good.’ Rebus moved past him again. He saw where he was supposed to go. Military guards peering over the edge of the battlements. A cluster of elderly and distinguished-looking men, dressed for dinner, lurked nearby, smoking cigars.


‘This where he fell?’ Rebus asked the guards. He had his ID open, but had decided not to identify himself as civvy police.


‘Must be about the spot,’ someone answered.


‘Anyone see it?’


There were shakes of the head. ‘There was an incident earlier,’ the same soldier said. ‘Some idiot got stuck. We were warned more of them might try.’


‘And?’


‘And Private Andrews thought he saw something round the other side.’


‘I said I wasn’t sure,’ Andrews defended himself.


‘So you all skedaddled to the other side of the Castle?’ Rebus made a show of sucking in breath. ‘That used to be called “deserting your post”.’


‘Detective Inspector Rebus has no jurisdiction here,’ Steelforth was telling the group.


‘And that would have counted as treason,’ Rebus warned him.


‘Do we know who’s unaccounted for?’ one of the older men was asking.


Rebus heard another car making for the portcullis. Headlamps threw wild shadows across the wall ahead. ‘Hard to say, with everyone doing a runner,’ he said quietly.


‘No one’s “doing a runner”,’ Steelforth snapped.


‘Just a bunch of prior engagements?’ Rebus guessed.


‘These are hellish busy people, Inspector. Decisions are being taken that may change the world.’


‘Won’t change whatever happened to the poor sod down there.’ Rebus nodded towards the wall, then turned to face Steelforth. ‘So what was going on here tonight, Commander?’


‘Discussions over dinner. Moves towards ratification.’


‘Good news for all rats. What about the guests?’


‘G8 representatives – foreign ministers; security personnel; senior civil servants.’


‘Probably rules out pizza and a case or two of beer.’


‘A lot gets done at these get-togethers.’


Rebus was peering over the edge. He’d never much liked heights, and didn’t linger. ‘Can’t see a damned thing,’ he said.


‘We heard him,’ one of the soldiers said.


‘Heard what exactly?’ Rebus asked.


‘The scream as he fell.’ He looked around his comrades for support. One of them nodded.


‘Seemed to scream all the way down,’ he added with a shiver.


‘Wonder if that rules out suicide,’ Rebus speculated. ‘What do you think, Commander?’


‘I think there’s nothing for you to learn here, Inspector. I also think it odd that you seem to pop up like this whenever there’s bad news to find.’


‘Funny, I was just thinking the same thing,’ Rebus said, eyes boring into Steelforth’s, ‘about you …’


The search party had comprised yellow-jacketed officers from barricade duty. Kitted out with torches, it hadn’t taken them long. Paramedics declared the man dead, though anyone could have done the job. Neck twisted at an unnatural angle; one leg folded in half from the impact; blood seeping from the skull. He had lost a shoe on the way down and his shirt had been ripped open, probably by an overhang. Police HQ had spared a single SOCO, who was photographing the body.


‘Want to place a small wager on cause of death?’ the SOCO asked Rebus.


‘Not a chance, Tam.’ Tam the SOCO had not lost a bet like that in fifty or sixty cases.


‘Did he jump or was he pushed, that’s what you’re asking yourself.’


‘You’re a mind-reader, Tam. Do you do palms as well?’


‘No, but I take photos of them.’ And to prove his point, he got close up on one of the victim’s hands. ‘Nicks and scratches can be very useful, John. Know why?’


‘Impress me.’


‘If he’s been pushed, he’ll have scrabbled for purchase, clawed at the sides of the rock.’


‘Tell me something I don’t know.’


The SOCO let off another flash. ‘His name’s Ben Webster.’ He turned to gauge Rebus’s reaction, seemed satisfied with the result. ‘I recognise his face – what’s left of it anyway.’


‘You know him?’


‘I know who he is. Member of Parliament from up Dundee way.’


‘The Scottish Parliament?’


Tam shook his head. ‘The one in London. He’s something to do with International Development – leastways he was last time I looked.’
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