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Chapter One.



	 


	Scotland. March 25th.


	Donnan, Mordag and Una Craig sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee. Mordag dropped her empty mug onto the table with a clatter and turned to her brother. “The position is intolerable, Donnan, how can I draw money when I don’t have the bloody pin number, you will have to speak with her again.”


	Donnan, wearing a kilt and a thick roll-neck pullover, drained his mug and placed it lightly on the bare wooden table. “Why does it always have to be me, Mordag? Do you think it is easy reasoning with her? I have to whine and grovel before she condescends to give way and in the end it’s always me who has to drive her to the damn bank. I am thoroughly sick of it.”


	Una rose. “Then you know how we feel, so get on with it, brother dear.” 


	Donnan’s upper lip curled. “You’re such an angel,” he said and cocked his ear as a car door slammed outside.


	A few seconds later the doorbell rang, Donnan pushed his chair back. “I’ll get it,” he said and stood up unsteadily. He walked off into the hallway. 


	Una looked at her sister, wide-eyed. “That’ll be the bairn.”


	Mordag held her hands to her face. “I wonder if she’s changed much,” she said and giggled softly.


	Grinning, her sister said, “It was twenty-seven years ago, of course she’ll have changed.” 


	They both laughed at this last comment, but quickly altered their features when they heard the sound of voices in the hall followed by the sound of the front door closing. 


	Donnan entered the lounge with a thirty-year old blonde, she was wearing high-heels, dressed in a grey two-piece and a white blouse, she smiled at the two women. Donnan said, “Well here she is, our long-lost baby sister Lotharna.”


	The newcomer looked at the pair of females. “You must be Mordag,” she said, addressing Una.


	“No, I’m Una, this is Mordag,” she said, wringing her hands.


	Lotharna walked up to them and embraced them in turn, giving them a kiss on the cheek. “It’s been such a long time; I’ve been looking forward to this for ages.”


	Donnan was holding a newspaper. “I’ll bring mother her evening paper and tell her the news.”


	Mordag said, “Let’s get your luggage and I’ll show you to your old room, or do you know the way?”


	“I was three at the time, I only know it was upstairs and Father used to carry me.”


	“We have a maid now, she takes care of mother, her name’s Megan, and she’s a bit slow but a hard worker.”


	*


	Two days later, Donnan was seated at the head of the breakfast table with Lotharna seated next to him with her back to the sunlit window; he looked at her smiling as the maid, Megan, cleared the rest of the dishes away. “I bet you were glad to hear you would be coming home for good after all that time. Where did you get to, did you see many countries?”


	“Yes, I did, hot countries too, ancient ruins in Egypt and Syria. I was looking forward to seeing you for so long, and I-!” 


	She turned to doorway, as Mordag appeared with a basket of home-grown vegetables. “Isn’t she down yet,” she said, her brow curled as she looked at her brother. 


	“No, and we’ve eaten already. Una has gone up to get her,” he said, “she won’t be long.”


	Mordag washed the soil from her hands at the sink and dried her hands on a small towel. “Good, I’ll start on her breakfast, she’ll be wanting…!” She stopped and her head spun round as Una appeared at the doorway, panting heavily. 


	“It’s Mother, she’s dead.”


	Mordag stared at her. “What do you mean, dead?”


	“She’s been murdered that’s what, come and see for yourself.”


	Donnan led the way as they dashed out of the room.


	*


	The only affinity I have towards Scotland is its whisky, especially its single malt. My name is predominantly Scottish, a bastard name at that, but that is my only connection as I have never been any farther north than Manchester. 


	I was on exchange, a swap-over with Inverness CID, just for the experience, an exchange of ideas and all that. I still had Detective Sergeant Ethan Clarke as my assistant; an adept detective; when he wanted to be. 


	We were met at Inverness railway station by the officer who would be our guide during our six week stay, a tough-looking Scot, but not wearing a kilt; as I had imagined he would be. 


	He was around thirty-five and my hand disappeared inside his as he spoke. “Good morning, gentlemen, I’m Detective Inspector Ernan Stuart; and you must be Detective Chief Inspector William Stephen Taylor, and Detective Sergeant Ethan Clarke. I’ll be your guide during your six-week stay here.” 


	“Pleased to meet you,” I said, “and call me Bill, Ernan.” 


	Ernan said to Ethan as they shook hands, “If we are on first name terms then I’ll call you Ethan,” and looked to me. 


	I nodded and said, “First names are better, especially if we are to work together.”


	I’d known in advance of this event after an interview with our boss, Detective Superintendent Marcus Wolfe, who told us that some locals spoke no English and some of these northern accents were so pronounced they might as well be speaking Gaelic; not only that Ernan had requested help on his first murder case, and my boss and his, Chief Superintendent Alan Gordon had approved. 


	It would be my fifth case on the subject of illegal termination and I relished the thought.


	We were staying at the police hostel in separate rooms; we weren’t allowed female visitors; as if we would be unfaithful to our spouses, who were now well and truly pregnant.


	My promotion from last year, just before Christmas, came as quite a surprise especially to me. Apparently the Chief Constable had decided we needed another Chief Inspector and as my name was top of the list (how it got there I have my suspicions, Lord Geoffrey Sheldon being one of them) I was chosen.


	I’d been away on several courses, all about management and the usual bumf, and now we were back in action, Ethan and me. Wilby was studying for his inspector’s exam and that was in a couple of day’s time, so we left without him.


	The crime had taken place in Craig House, a huge, grey stone building on the Isle of Fenn, situated close to the east coast of northern Scotland. The only way to reach the house from the mainland, if not by boat, was across a long curved causeway, which, as Ernan informed us, was often awash during a storm making it impassable unless one had an amphibious Land Rover, the ones with a high air intake for the carburettor, plus a strong nerve and good eyesight. 


	A grey wind-tossed sea on one side of us spattered the police car, an ancient Bedford, with spray as we drove along the stone road. 


	He told us about the case, “Five people live in this house. It’s situated on the island amongst the rocks, way above the sea. The murdered woman was the widow, Enola Craig. She lived there with her four of her grown-up children: Donnan, 65, Mordag, 62, Una, 59, and Lotharna, 30, and the maid Megan, who’s been with the family for ten years. The three eldest are retired due to illness, the youngest is an archaeologist, just returned from North Africa. The three have been looking after their late mother who held the purse strings.” 


	He stopped talking, as the house, hidden at first by a bank of fog, which was now quickly dissipating, came in sight perched on a bloody great rock, less than a kilometre out to sea. He said, “I’ve heard tell she was a mean, penny-pinching old crone who was half-blind and suffered from diabetes.”
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