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  Walk out the door,




  Your eyes filled with tears




   




  Or stay and confront me




  and face all your fears




   




  Linger in silence neither distant or near




  It's not going to change a thing




   




  The picture is painted, the colors are bold, one for each season of life I suppose




   




  It no longer matters, the story is told,




  It's not going to change a thing.




   




  „One thing“




  Bruce Guthro & Malcolm Jones




   




  ©RUNRIG
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  On an April morning




  I no longer hear birdsongs




  Or the lowing of cattle on the moor;




  I hear the noise of sheep




  And the English language,




  Dogs barking and frightening the deer




   




  This book is dedicated to the unknown men, women and children who once lived, suffered and died in Strath Duror.




  And to those who left their homeland, either voluntarily or by use of force and began a new life in a distant country.




  I have walked across their fields, now overgrown with fern. I have seen the ruins of their houses and I know that they are not forgotten.




  Their memory lives on in the cities of the American east coast – in North and South Carolina and also in California and in the prairies of Canada, in Quebec, Nova Scotia, on Cape Breton and Prince Edward Islands.
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  When you travel from Glasgow to Fort William and leave Rannoch Moor behind you, and when you see „The Great Herdsman“ - Buchaille Etive Mòr – before you, then you are entering a land filled with history.




  You come to Glen Coe – The Valley of Tears – where on a February morning in the year 1692 the Campbells murdered the MacDonalds.




  This is just one of many bloody stories, which are told in the Scottish Highlands. And which today attract tourists.




  The glen – which is worth visiting – ends at one of the many arms of the sea, which the Atlantic has created here. There are wonderful views when the sun shines. Or when the clouds hang low over the mountains.




  Over two hundred years ago, this beauty spot was the scene of a crime, which went down in history. The shot, which echoed over a hillside above Loch Leven, killed a representative of the king and sent shock waves as far as distant London. There both the king and the Prime Minister believed this could be the signal for another rising in the Highlands. Everything possible was undertaken to clear up this crime.




  An innocent man was hanged. A man for whom the well-being of his clan was more important than his own. The hunt was opened on another man – a hunt, which soon encompassed all of Great Britain.




  Right up until today, we still do not know who killed Colin Campbell of Glenure as he rode through the land of the Appin Stewarts. It was and remains a secret.




   




  … it no longer matters,




  the story is told




  it's not going to change a thing.
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  Connel Airfield, 13 April 1986




  




  The air traffic controller on duty at Connel Airfield was feeling bored as he looked out of the window of the tower, a corrugated iron construction above a flat hut of a similar material.




  It was a beautiful spring day even though a stiff north wind was weakening the heat of the sun. An aircraft announced its presence and appeared as a flickering dot on the radar screen.




  „Here Piper GB YG 226, requesting permission to land Connel Tower. Over,“ was the radio message received.




  „Here Connel Airfield, land on runway number one. Fly an arc to the south and then turn north. We have a northwesterly wind with gusts of up to 20 mph. Over,“ answered the ATC with calm professionalism.




  He kept looking at the radar screen and noticed that the Piper was ignoring his instructions and continuing to fly west. He shook his head in anger and picked up the microphone again.




  „Piper GB YG 226, you are drifting too far to the west. Turn south and then north. Over.“ He was still looking at the screen. Nothing happened …




  Just as he was about to call the pilot again to admonish him, the monitor began to flicker. Through his headphones, he heard a strange noise, first a crackling like some kind of atmospheric disturbance, then a sound, which made his hair stand on end: He tore the earphones from his ears and stared in shock at the radar screen, which flared, died down and then returned to normal. The flashing point, which had shown the plane, was gone.




  „What the Hell was that …?“




  He fiddled with a few knobs on the radar, replaced his earphones and switched the radio on again.




  „Come in Piper GB YG 226 … Over …“ He listened carefully. But there was no answer. There was nothing, absolutely nothing to be heard.




  The controller tried it again several times. Then he picked up the telephone receiver and dialed the number of the lifeboat service.




  At the same time a small fishing boat was lying off the island of Kerrera in the Firth of Lorne. The gusting north wind was rocking it some. An elderly fisherman was using his boat hook and slowly and carefully examining his lobster pots.




  Suddenly a small airplane came out of the east and for a moment, the fisherman stopped his work and gazed up.




  He thought he recognized the aircraft – a small, one-engine plane, yellow with red stripes.




  He gave a deep sigh and then returned to his work. But suddenly there was a strange noise. A screeching that all but burst his eardrums and was almost unbearable.




  He dropped the lobster pot and stared at the aircraft, which seemed to be dissolving in front of his eyes. It shimmered in every color of the rainbow and then just disappeared...




  Two weeks later Ian Wilson, a small wiry man in his mid forties, was sitting comfortably at the table in his kitchen. It was Sunday and, although he always enjoyed having breakfast together with his family, he was more than pleased when his two teenage daughters Fiona and Marsali, who were continually bickering, finally left the kitchen and he could concentrate on the Sunday paper. He had picked it up that morning at the small shop in Renfrew Road together with a pack of cigarettes. Now he was enjoying reading the paper and having a smoke.




  Weekends like this were a rarity for Ian. He worked as a mechanic at a small garage in his neighborhood. He also had a part-time job as a mechanic at the airfield in Prestwick, near Ayr, where he checked and repaired the planes of the private pilots. The well-off flyers were very generous with their tips and he even sometimes drove down to Prestwick in the evening to repair a plane if he was asked to.




  His wife was not too happy about that and she was even less happy now when he had disappeared behind the huge newspaper, only the clouds of smoke being evidence of the fact that he was still there.




  When he was finished with the sports section Ian glanced at the local news, where an article inserted by the police caught his attention.




  ‘Mysterious disappearance of light aircraft. Both the Royal Air Force and Strathclyde Police are puzzled by the disappearance of a single-engine Piper 19 on April 13. The aircraft was on a flight from Prestwick to Connel when it suddenly disappeared from the radar screens. A search was immediately mounted for the plane and the two occupants but has so far been without result. No pieces of wreckage, which would indicate a crash, have been found so far. As the identity of the two passengers has not yet been fully established the missing persons bureau of Strathclyde Police is appealing for help from the public. Who can give us any information about the occupants or about the missing aircraft with the registration number GB-YG 226?. Please contact any police station.’




  Deep in thought, he looked out into the garden and then glanced quickly at his wife who was washing the dishes in the kitchen. He was thinking back to that Sunday on which he had seen the Strathclyde University Piper taking off with the two occupants whose identity was not unknown to him. What had gone wrong, he asked himself. For a moment, Ian was undecided but a talk with his wife later helped him to make up his mind.




  During his lunch break on Monday, he went to the local police station, which was quite close to Mill Street. The police officer on duty took down his statement and said succinctly, ”Thank you very much, Mister Wilson. A-division missing persons bureau will be in touch with you.“




  Ian Wilson was a little disappointed - was the fate of two young people not of more value? Was it so meaningless?




  It lasted more than two weeks before a letter finally arrived with a summons to appear to make a statement in the Police HQ for Central Glasgow in Stewart Street.




  Ian took the train into the centre, as four in the afternoon was the beginning of the rush hour and there was no way he could be there on time if he used his car. He would have needed hours to cross the bridges over the Clyde.




  It took him some time to find the building, a three-floor neo-modern construction, which could have been described as a blue-glassed concrete box.




  Summons in hand he stood rather hesitantly at the unmanned reception desk. Through the frosted glass window behind it, he could make out ghostly figures in uniform but none of them seemed to be really interested in what was happening in the anteroom.




  After a while, a second visitor came in through the revolving door. He was obviously in a hurry.




  „Hi Ian, what you doing here?,“ the new arrival asked him. It was Dan Callaghan, a student at Strathclyde University.




  „Ah cid ask you jist the same thing bit Ah can guess how come ye're here. The Piper's disappearing an' yer pal Neil Sutherland an' a', right?“ said the mechanic and looked at the student carefully.




  Dan Callaghan was in his late twenties. He was short and well built. His hairstyle was no longer up-to-date. This meant he was wearing his rather long but sparse, red curly hair open. He also had a rather untidy longish beard. He would have fitted better into the student scene of the '70s. His clothes too seemed to date from then – tattered jeans and anorak. Ian did not really like this.




  „So it's you that's the secret witness Kerr wis talkin' aboot when he ca'ed me twa days ago?“ Having said that the student sank his eyes – he had noticed how Ian Wilson was looking at him.




  „Thon wis bad luck bad luck aboot Neil. The vanished Piper's gonna get you in a load o' trouble, is it no'?“ asked Ian, while they both waited for something to happen at the desk.




  „That's no' the word for it! Naturally, we're insured in case o' ony accident bit up tae noo nae wreckage has been fun'. No tae mention the fact that a' oor research papers are gone tae. Lost for a' time. Efter fower weeks, Ah've loast a' hope o' seeing Neil or the Piper again. No' in wan piece onywey! Ah dinnae ken whit made him want tae cerry oot experiments oan a Sunday. Ah guess it wis during an experiment that the plane went doon.“




  Ian looked at Dan Callaghan appalled.




  „ Whit are ye talkin' aboot? Experiments? He wanted tae tak a wee trip intae the Highlands.“ This drew an astonished look from the student, which rather perplexed Ian.




  „Aye, right! Neil ca'd in at North Connel airfield an' less than twa meenits later he hud disappeared frae the radar. Just like that!“ Dan Callaghan said dejectedly and he avoided looking at Ian.




  „Is that how come ye pit the ad in the paper?“.




  „Naw, Ah forced Kerr tae dae that. Ah reported Neil as missing and hud the feeling Ah might no' see him again.“




  Finally there were signs of life behind the frosted glass and a uniformed sergeant came out of the room where there seemed to be a lot going on. Ian handed him his subpoena and Dan mentioned that Detective Inspector Alan Kerr was expecting him too.




  The sergeant made a short telephone call and then pressed a button, which allowed them to enter the building proper.




  „Second floor, room 230. You are both expected!“




  It took them some time to reach the room. Hesitatingly Ian Wilson knocked and when a loud voice said, ‘Come in!’, he entered together with the student.




  A young man in his early thirties was sitting at a desk covered with files. He had short dark hair and piercing blue eyes. „Can I help you, sir?“ he asked in a friendly manner




  „Yes, I think so. I have been asked to make a statement to Detective Inspector Kerr! They sent me up here,“ Ian replied somewhat confused.




  „Oh, you're in the right place. Mr. Wilson, isn't it?“ The police officer who was dressed very casually in a brightly printed T-shirt and faded jeans indicated to the mechanic that he should sit down. Only then did he seem to notice Dan Callaghan.




  „Oh, Mister Callaghan, you're here as well. Detective Inspector Kerr will be with you in a moment. Take a seat too, please!“ He stood up and pushed a second chair in front of the desk. Then he fed a sheet of paper into the typewriter.




  „I'm sorry but I forgot to introduce myself, Mister Wilson. I'm Detective Sergeant Munro, Lachlan Munro! While we're waiting can I take down your details?“




  Just as he was finishing the door opened and Detective Inspector Alan Kerr came in. The man could not have been any more different from his younger colleague. He was in his late fifties, his sparse hair was grey and his collar and tie were exemplary. Not a single button on his suit was open.




  „You are late, Mr. Wilson,“ was the first thing he said.




  „Excuse me, Detective, but the trains are not always on time. It was rush hour!“ Ian Wilson was obviously shaken by the police officer's harsh tone.




  „It's Detective Inspector, Mister Wilson, let's get that right from the start!“ Upon which the mechanic lapsed into silence.




  „Rush hour at the uni too, Mister Callaghan?“ Now it was Dan's turn




  „No, Detective Inspector Kerr, I live in Duntocher and it takes a wee while to get into the town on the bus,“ the student replied cynically.




  Alan Kerr glanced quickly at the paper in the typewriter and then opened a file on the desk in front of him




  „Now Mister Callaghan, we have made some progress in this matter. With Mister Wilson's help we can soon find out just who was in the aircraft because your fellow student, Alexander Cunningham, has put in an appearance in the meantime,“ he began in that sarcastic tone of voice which confused Ian Wilson more and more.




  „Mister Wilson works part-time as a mechanic at Prestwick and he saw the Piper taking off on the 13th of April,“ he finally went on in a businesslike way.




  „I know Ian Wilson, Detective Inspector. We both checked out the plane on the Saturday before Neil disappeared as we planned to do a test flight on the Monday.“ Dan interrupted which got him a black look from the police officer.




  „Two weeks ago Mister Wilson stated in the police station in Mill Street in Prestwick that Neil Sutherland had shown up at the airfield together with a young lady. She was in her early twenties, about 1 meter 60 tall and had dark brown hair and green eyes. Mister Wilson thought she was German,“ Kerr went on and gave Dan a questioning look.




  The student had become even paler than he already was and he seemed to be looking at nothing in particular.




  „Do you know this young woman, Mister Callaghan?“ Kerr asked.




  Dan Callaghan lowered his eyes, for just a moment, hid his face in his hands and sighed.




  „Yes, I know her,“ he said after a minute of awkward silence and looked up again.




  „Her name is Andrea Schwarz and she's Neil Sutherland's fiancée. Ian's right – she is German.“




  Alan Kerr took a look at the paper in the typewriter. DS Munro had noted everything that had been said, even though he could only type with two fingers. Obviously satisfied the DI turned back to Dan Callaghan.




  „So her name's Andrea Schwarz? Do you know by any chance where she lives? Or was she just visiting Mr. Sutherland.




  „I don't have her exact address but she lives in one of the high-rises in the Gorbals, near Norfolk Street.“




  „She had her own flat so she must have had a job too. Maybe you know where she worked, Mr. Callaghan?“ Kerr went on with this strange interrogation while Ian Wilson felt out of place.




  „In the casualty department of the Royal Infirmary,“ Dan answered quietly.




  Both police officers cast a strange look at the student. They seemed to be unhappy about something.




  „Did you get all that, Lachie?“ Alan Kerr barked at his colleague who looked up in shock and nodded silently while studying the sheet of paper in the typewriter.




  „Mister Callaghan, you said last week that you assume that Mister Sutherland was carrying out some kind of experiments over the Firth of Lorne or Argyll which might have led to an emergency landing or a crash. Is this still your opinion? Do you really think your friend would have taken his fiancée on such a flight? Seems rather unusual, or was she so interested in technology?“ the DI finally asked.




  Dan Callaghan frowned anxiously.




  „She was certainly interested. She wanted to know just what it was Neil was doing and she was with us at the airstrip a few times,“ he replied very carefully.




  „How can such an experimental flight bring about an emergency landing or a crash?“ Munro suddenly asked.




  His boss glowered at him. Dan Callaghan's face took on a different color.




  „The lads gey oft hud problems eftir thae test flights. Battery problems or a clogged up fuel pipe. That's 'cos o' a' thon technology in the Piper. She used up an awfu lot o' fuel,“ Ian Wilson interrupted.




  They all stared at the mechanic whose presence they all seemed to have forgotten during the interrogation.




  „Well, that doesn't seem to help us much at this point. As long as we have no trace of the Piper, we must assume the worst. The RAF rescue team has still found nothing. After four weeks that is rather worrying,“ Kerr said and frowned.




  „So, now to you Mister Wilson. I still have a few questions for you. That's why I asked you to come here today,“ he turned to the mechanic who stared at him in shock.




  Ian was expecting the same kind of interrogation and something told him that there was more to the disappearance of the Piper than met the eye.




  „Did you notice anything unusual on the 13th of April? Did Mister Sutherland or his girlfriend behave any different from normal?“




  Ian thought for a moment. Neil had been just his usual self and it was the first time he had seen the girl.




  „Och, a' that wis unusual wis that Neil insisted that Ah check oot the Piper again, tho' Ah hud done so wi' Dan jist the day afore,“ the mechanic answered and looked at the policeman expectantly. „The lassie did seem jist a wee bit nervous,“ he finally added




  „Did they have any luggage with them?“ Kerr then asked.




  „Ahm sorry bit Ah didnae really pey ony attention tae that. Ah think they mibbe hid a rucksack or something like that in the plane. Neil jist said he wanted to tak a wee trip tae the Highlands.“




  There was a look of surprise on the face of the police officer while Dan did not bat an eyelid.




  „Was that quite normal, Mr. Callaghan? Does Strathclyde University pay for that kind of outing for their students?“ DS Munro put in quickly. This time Kerr did not interrupt him.




  „No, it's not normal. We never made any trips of that kind. Everything was discussed in detail. Why do you think I made such a carry-on about Neil's disappearance after only three days? Do you think this research was just for our private amusement?“ Dan answered in anger.




  „No need to get so upset, young man!“ Kerr interjected.




  „You're acting as if I was trying to lead you up the garden path,“ the student went on, a little bit more composed.




  „That's possible, Mister Callaghan! What kind of tests are these, which cause a plane to suddenly disappear from the radar screen? The RAF immediately started a search of the whole area and so far haven't even found an oil spill. Isn't that rather strange?“ the DI went on more aggressively.




  „You're trying to put the blame on me now! I'd love to see my friend Neil and his fiancée alive again. That should be your first priority, not our experiments!“ At this point Dan Callaghan stood up angrily.




  „Calm down, man! That's why I'm asking such questions. There's an explanation for every disappearance. Some people choose to vanish because they have debts and can see no alternative or they have problems with their partners or are suffering from lovesickness. The last one usually applies only to teenagers though. Others just want to start a new life. Or they are victims of an accident or a crime. It's our job to find these reasons, Mister Callaghan. As long as we don't know any different we must assume that your friend and his fiancée were victims of an air crash. Or do you think that maybe somebody palmed a bomb off on Neil Sutherland? Maybe the IRA was involved?“ Kerr said, trying to calm the student down.




  But this had the exact opposite effect. Dan Callaghan stared at him in anger. „Don't you think you're exaggerating just a wee bit, Detective Inspector Kerr. With all due respect – you're mad!“ Having said that he stormed out of the office without even saying „Goodbye“.




  The police officer just stared after him and winced as the door slammed shut.




  „Please excuse this little scene, Mister Wilson. I have no further questions for you. If you would just read your statement again and then sign it.”




  As he said this Kerr turned around to the mechanic and at the same time tore the paper out of the detective sergeant's hand.




  After that Ian Wilson also wanted to get out of the building as quickly as possible. He had to talk to Dan Callaghan. He finally caught up with him at the bus station. The student was sitting on a bench waiting for his bus. He had a worried expression on his face.




  The mechanic sat down beside him and Dan turned round in shock.




  „Man, ye got oot o' ther gey dramitically. You dinnae like the inspector, dae ye?“ Ian said quietly.




  „Och, Kerr's jist dain his joab and he seems tae tak it seriously enough. It's jist that his questions are sometimes so direct. The hale thing's so gut-wrenching. How could Neil be sae careless as tae tak his girlfriend wi' him for a weekend trip in the Piper?“ Dan Callaghan replied somewhat more calmly.




  „You've never done onything like thon afore. The uni certainly disnae allow it. But dae ye think he wis really cerrying oot experiments an' this caused a crash?“




  Dan looked at him thoughtfully.




  „That's the only wey ther could hae been a crash – everything was awright when you checked the plane. But Ah jist cannae see it! Why should Neil hae switched oan the testing equipment? It disnae mak ony sense. Especially when his best lassie wis sittin' in the plane wi' him,“ said the student, giving voice to his concern.




  „We're aye comin' back to thae experiments, Dan. There's something no' jist right there. Baith the inspector an' the sergeant were awfu doubtful.“




  Dan Callaghan's face was filled with terror after Ian had said this.




  „Whit are ye oan aboot? Ye ken fine that we were cerryin' oot atmospheric tests,“ he replied.




  „Och, I jist dinnae ken. It's a wee bit funny that the Piper should jist disappear frae the radar screen lik that. Nae wreckage has been fun. That usually only taks place when ther's bin an explosion or a crash,“ said the mechanic.




  „Ye're talking rubbish, Ian! Ther wis nae ither plane oan the approach tae Connel airfield. Bit mibbe Neil was flyin' below the radar because o' bad weather. Mibbe he was jist flyin' by the seat o' his pants,“ said Dan in an attempt to remove Ian's doubts.




  „Aye, right! Thon's jist as daft as whit Ah said,Dan! Neil kenned whit he wis daein. He kenned how dangerous it is to fly ower the Firth o' Lorn withoot instruments. An' so low that he jist vanished frae the radar,“ was the by no means even-tempered reply from the mechanic.




  He looked at the student with obvious suspicion.




  „ Ah'm thinkin' there's mair to Neil Sutherland's disappearance oan April 13th than meets the eye,“ he added.




  Dan Callaghan's expression got steadily gloomier.




  „Ye ken, Ian, if Ah didnae ken you sae weel, Ah'd hae tae get real scunnered wi' ye. But because ye're a guid freen, let me gie ye some advice: dinnae stick yer neb too deep intae ither people's business. Ye might be sorry!“ he said harshly to the mechanic.




  „Aha, so that's the wey the wind's blawing, is it ?“ Ian was giving the student a strange look.




  „You've bin working thegither wi' the Ministry of Defence, eh? That's hoo the RAF wis oot luikin' fer the plane sae quick,“ he added in triumph.




  „It wis you that said that, Ian, no' me. But Ah widnae broadcast it too loud, else ye'll mibbe hae the secret service or MI5 at your throat.“




  After making this unmistakable threat, Dan Callaghan stood up and walked towards his bus, which had just arrived, without a word of farewell.




  Shocked and amazed the mechanic stared after him. He had no idea what he should think about the whole situation. Had the student been joking or was he serious? You could not fool about with Her Majesty's secret service. He did not want to be lumbered with MI5. Despite his curiosity, Ian decided not to get further involved in the affair. He finally set out for Central Station to get the train home.




  Deep in thought, Dan Callaghan was sitting on the bus for Duntocher, a suburb of Glasgow. He lived with his parents their, who had a small terraced house. He still could not get over the fact that Neil had just suddenly disappeared with the university's Piper. And that he had taken his girlfriend with him! But Ian Wilson could not imagine in his wildest dreams how right he was when he thought that there was something not quite right with this flight. Neil Sutherland's destination was not Connel. But what was it? And when was it?




  Although Dan seemed to be concentrating on nothing, in particular he noticed that they had reached Great Western Road and he rang the bell to stop the bus




  Tired and despondent he got home and after tea disappeared into his room on the top floor of the house. He lay down on the bed and stared at the ceiling. His thoughts were going round in circles. Neither Ian Wilson nor DI Kerr, not even the overeager DS Munro, had any idea of how mysterious the flight of Strathclyde University's Piper on 13 April was. And even Dan did not want to believe that Neil had done anything so crazy. There was really only one explanation for the whole thing!




  Neil Sutherland, Alec Cunningham and Dan Callaghan had discovered something which physicists worldwide considered impossible: a way to travel through time. Not only into the future, was which possible according to Einstein's theory of relativity, but also into the past. And back again. But time-travel was dangerous and also unsure. How could Neil have experimented like this? And with his fiancée too? Where was he now? And in what time?




  Something must have gone wrong and he was now trapped in the past. Or maybe in the future?




  It was now four weeks since Neil had disappeared. He had said he would be gone for one week. If it had been possible to return, he would have been here long ago. But the Piper with him and the unfortunate Andrea had simply vanished over the Firth of Lorn. He had no idea where they might be now.




  Where should they even begin to look? For weeks, he had been taxing his brains.




  Luckily enough Alex was back. His younger sister had died in a car crash and on that fateful weekend, he had been at his parents' home in Glen Coe. He was so sad and desperate that he had told nobody about this. He was incapable of even picking up a telephone receiver. He had needed two full weeks to get back to what was almost his normal self. That is why he had not shown up in Prestwick at the fixed time on April 14.




  As hard, as he tried Dan could find no answers to the questions that were filling his mind. Outside another shower of rain was drumming down on the moss covered slate roof of the little house. The gently falling rain and the approaching darkness soon sent the student to sleep.




  About eight o'clock there was a loud knocking on the door and Dan was suddenly roused from sleep. Somewhat confused he switched on the light and staggered towards the door.




  Outside stood a young man of about his own age. He was very tall, had short blonde hair and a face covered with freckles. Soft dark brown eyes were looking at him out of this face. It was his friend and fellow-student Alec whose full name was Alexander Cunningham. For the next two hours, they discussed their fears that Neil Sutherland had dared to carry out an experiment with the Piper, which had transported him into a world from which there was no return. This was incomprehensible to them. From the air traffic controller at Connel Airfield Alec had got the information that he had picked up a garbled call for help just at the time when the aircraft had disappeared from the radar. This they already knew as well as the report that the radar had stopped functioning for a short time. A radio ham from Motherwell had recorded this garbled mayday call and would send them the cassette recording he had made. Dan was very worried that the police might want to find out more about their experiments. And he had every reason to be worried.




  Detective Inspector Kerr and his Detective Sergeant were also thinking a lot and their thoughts were not the kind that Dan would have liked.




  „There's something not right with these experimental flights, Alan!“Munro said just as Ian Wilson had left the office




  „Aye ... right.“ Kerr seemed to be a bit distraught. He was just reading Wilson's statement. „Callaghan was totally beside himself. I'm beginning to think that he doesn't want us looking any deeper into this.“ Reflectively he laid the paper back down on the desk.




  „Lachie, call the Royal Infirmary and make an appointment for Monday morning. I'll call Callaghan and Sutherland's prof and ask him about this research project. Then I want to talk to a friend of mine who is a pilot and has flown a Piper,“ said DI Kerr decidedly.




  Both police officers were soon busy telephoning, each trying not to disturb the other.




  Munro had no problems getting an appointment at the casualty department of the Royal. The sister he talked to seemed to be very worried as the young German had been missing for a good four weeks.




  Kerr did not have it so easy. The professor could only offer to meet him in four days time and did not want to say anything about the experiments being carried out by his three students over the phone. Nor was he able to get through to his friend and would therefore have to call him again in the evening. Either that or drop by his house. With a hangdog look, he reported his lack of success to his colleague. They would just have to let the matter rest for a while.




  On Monday, they set off for the emergency department at the Royal. DS Munro cursed the fact that they drove: they could easily have walked, as the weather on this May 19 was mild and sunny. It took them almost an hour to reach the hospital because of the heavy commuter traffic. The infirmary was Victorian and seemed rather dingy. In front of the main building complex was a drive leading to a flat-roofed building with a red sign ‘A&E - Accident and Emergency’. This was the casualty department of the Royal Infirmary.




  Police cars were standing in front of the door and some uniformed officers were hanging around in front of the entrance. When they saw Inspector Kerr, they greeted him in a friendly manner. Inside a young nurse with short black hair, who was just in the process of calling a patient from the rather empty waiting room, immediately welcomed them.




  They introduced themselves and DS Munro learned that this was the very nurse he had talked to on the phone. Her name was Katie Brand. She invited the two police officers into the day room and had the senior consultant called for.




  The meeting did not really help them much, however. Andrea Schwarz was missing and her colleagues thought at first that that was why the police had come. They were all horrified to learn that her fiancée and she had disappeared in the Strathclyde University plane.




  Not even the head of the personnel department, Derek Nelson, could give them any help. They learned that he too had reported her missing a week before but to a different department of the Strathclyde Police. That is why Kerr and Munro had known nothing about it. Derek Nelson gave them the young woman’s address and personnel documents. Then they both drove back to their Stewart Street HQ. It was not until the late afternoon that DI Kerr finally got a search warrant for the young German's flat.




  Once again, it was rush hour and they needed a long time to get to the other side of the Clyde.




  Andrea's flat was in South Portland Street in the Gorbals. Up until the 1970s, this had been the worst slum area in Europe. Then they had begun to knock down the tenements, which dated from the time of Queen Victoria, and to replace them with 16 storey high-rise buildings. Inexpensive accommodation in a small space. This, however, boomeranged on the town council. The problems did not vanish with the old buildings. Those who lived here were usually dependent on some kind of social welfare. At first Kerr was very surprised that Andrea Schwarz had a flat there. But then again – it was not easy to find inexpensive housing in the town centre.




  DS Munro parked on the dirty parking place. The gusts of wind had blown paper and other rubbish from the plastic sacks stacked beside the garbage containers, and this was flying all over the place. The glass pane in the door of the block of flats in which Andrea lived was broken and had been temporarily repaired with a piece of hardboard. The whole entrance area was decorated with graffiti and several of the doorbells were not working. It made no sense to look for the young German's flat number and so the police officers rang the bell of the caretaker. The man was not exactly thrilled to see the police. Both he and his flat made the same kind of desolate impression as the building he was responsible for.




  „The lift's jiggered again,“ the caretaker said and led them crabbily up the stairs to the eighth floor.




  After he had unlocked the door, he stood curiously in the hallway until DS Munro politely told him to leave.




  Andrea Schwarz had a small flat, no more than a tiny living room, a kitchenette and a bathroom.




  Kerr was somewhat breathless after climbing the stairs. While Munro was opening the curtains and tilting the window to let some fresh air in, his boss seated himself on the couch and looked around the flat. Detective Inspector Kerr had seen many flats in his time but seldom one as tidy as this – which was especially unusual given its location. Posters of the Highland decorated the walls and helped to hide the rather shabby wallpaper. On the table, there was a bowl of plants, some of which were withered. It just looked the way a flat does when its occupant is going off for a short holiday




  DS Munro had found the dirty breakfast dishes of two people in the kitchenette. The refrigerator was rather empty and an ashtray overflowing with cigarette ends suggested that Neil Sutherland had spent the night there, as they well knew that the student was a heavy smoker.




  As they were looking for a recent photograph, they made the discovery that the young German girl had taken all of her papers with her – they found neither her identity card nor her passport. All they discovered was the card with attached photo, which identified her as a nurse in the casualty department.




  The search of the flat did not really help them any. Just as in the hospital, everything pointed towards a tragic accident. But neither the plane nor any bodies had been found. Kerr and Munro could do no more than to continue to work on the disappearance of the plane close to Oban. Their only hope was that a talk with the students' professor might tell them something about the mysterious research project.




  Dan Callaghan did not feel much better the next morning than he had the night before. The whole weekend he had tried to find a reason why Neil should do anything so insane. Alec visited him again on Sunday evening. Through his friend Jeff, he had managed to get in touch with the radio ham who was going to send him a cassette with the garbled message he had recorded. He had been told, however, that the quality was not good as the recording had been made on a dictation machine and the call itself was riddled with strange atmospheric disturbances. So now, the student would be kept on tenterhooks for a few days more.




  The new week was not much better either. To begin with, Dan ran into the two police officers on his way to the university administration building. They were on their way to see his professor. The conversation he had then with DI Kerr and his sergeant was anything but enjoyable.




  In the office, Dan bumped into Alec Cunningham who was also there to sign up for an exam. He too was shocked when Dan told him about the police officers’ proposed meeting with the professor. At least here, they were able to talk together without any interruption.




  Immediately after registering for the examination, they went to the university sports centre. At this time in the morning, there were not many students there and they could continue to talk in private in the little cafeteria.




  „The Professor will tell them for sure that atmospheric measurements can't cause a Piper to crash never mind totally disappear,“ said Dan nervously and took a sip of his cola.




  „You don't really think Kerr or Munro are experts where aircraft are concerned, do you?,“ asked Alec, trying to calm his friend down.




  „They can ask experts though. And when Neil's folks show up we can expect the worst!“




  Alec Cunningham looked at Dan in amazement.




  „What about Neil's parents? He never mentioned them to me. I always thought they were dead or broke.“




  „Broke! His old man has a seat in the House of Lords! Aye, Neil himself was broke as his father disinherited him. He wanted him to become a barrister and not a long-term physics student.“




  „And you think his parents will want to know just where he is?“




  „You better believe it! Especially if the circumstances of his disappearance remain as mysterious as they are now. I think that Kerr and Munro smell a rat; otherwise, they wouldn't keep digging into it. And even …” Suddenly Dan became silent and turned pale. „Where did Neil keep the papers about the project?“




  „In his room in the hall of residence,“ his friend answered.




  „In his room ... that is the next place they'll search. We've got to get there before them, Alec, otherwise it's all up,“ Dan went on, now paler than ever.




  Alec stared at him as if he had seen a ghost. But for a while he did not say a word while Dan seemed to be deep in thought.




  „You've got the key to the safe Dan, and we both know the password for the program on his computer. The big problem will be getting into his room without being seen. The building is new and we can't just walk in and take the key from the board as we could do in the hall of residence on the Jordanhill campus where I live,“ Alec finally said and Dan looked at him thoughtfully.




  „We've got to try it. Those documents must not fall into the wrong hands! That'd be too dangerous. You know the misgivings Neil had!“ he said after a while.




  „Misgivings … he had no misgivings about misusing it to make a weekend trip into the past!“ Alec shouted angrily.




  Dan grabbed his friend's hand in shock. „A wee bit quieter,“ he said for another student who had just come into the cafe was looking at them curiously.




  Alec sighed and stood up.




  „Come on, let's check it out!“




  They left the sports centre and walked across to the new hall of residence which was only two streets away.




  Without being seen, they got to the reception desk of the hall in which Neil had a room. There was a crowd of people there who were all talking very loudly.




  „I think we're in luck, Dan!“ Alec Cunningham said triumphantly.




  „First off it's great that there's this bunch of people and secondly I know the girl who's on duty at the desk. It's Joan Cameron who's been trying to get a date with me for the past two weeks. I'll appear to help her like a knight in shining armor,“ he added.




  They discussed what they were going to do and then Alec pushed his way into the crowd.




  „Hi Joan, what's the problem here?“ Dan heard him calling out.




  While the bearded student got in amongst those jostling at the desk, Alec helped his would-be girlfriend to smooth the waters by distributing their keys to those who were waiting. He also succeeded in giving the key to Neil's room to Dan who quickly disappeared upstairs.




  Dan was nervous as he thought that Kerr and Munro might also hit upon the idea of searching the room. He had just reached the second floor corridor when he heard hasty footsteps behind him. Instinctively he hid below the stairs leading to the top floor.




  But it was just Alec who had quickly ran after him after the first part of their plan had worked out so successfully.




  When Dan opened the door of the room, they were confronted with Neil's usual disorder – what he always called his ‘Celtic heritage’. That was something his girlfriend could not stand. Which is why they lived separately?




  On the desk, there were stacks of files with some books in between. A pin board above the desk was covered with colored pieces of paper, newspaper cuttings and diagrams.




  Beside the computer, there was a pile of floppy discs. The bed had not been made, the curtains were still drawn and a stack of dirty washing was lying in front of the bathroom door. It stank of stale cigarette smoke and the ashtray on the desk was filled to overflowing.




  Carefully Alec switched on the little lamp beside the computer. They both knew that Neil would have left no documents on their project lying around in the open. The discs and some other important papers were in a small safe hidden in the bookshelf. What was on the computer was protected by a password.




  „God, it's minging in here, Dan! I'm going to open a window!“ Alec said after switching on the p.c.




  But his friend did not think this was a good idea and, with a wave of his hand, stopped him.




  „Better, we just leave everything the way it is. Kerr will have found out something about Neil's habits. There should be no sign that anybody was here before them,“ he said and Alec nodded in silence.




  It took them a while to find the secure file with the data for their project. Luckily, they knew the password and had access to all the data. But they were more than surprised when the first window opened.




  Shocked Alec read aloud: „Hi, you jerks! Obviously something has gone wrong with the little trip I took without your knowledge or permission. Otherwise this window would not be open. I've installed a double password so that nobody can open it just by chance. But first of all let me tell you I'm sorry for any trouble I might have caused you. I just had to go all the way. In the safe you'll find details about the time I went back to. What I'm most sorry about is the fact that you'll never get permission to carry out another experiment. Don't try to find me – I'm going to avoid leaving any tracks … you know why – because of the chaos theory or some other paradoxes of time. Even though you're pissed off with me, please do destroy this file! The second password to access or destroy the data is „Circle of time“. Greetings from the past. Neil“.




  „He's sorry, bliddy eejit! Go a' the wey!“ Dan exclaimed angrily. He banged his fist on the desk, which caused a whole pile of discs to fall to the floor.




  „Keep the heid, Dan,” Alec began with a hoarse voice. „You look for the safe and I'll erase the files so that they'll never be able to restore them again, That'll take maybe a minute or two and I need absolute silence,“ he added.




  Dan took a deep breath and then picked up the discs from the floor. Amongst the discs, he found a photograph. It was one of those instant photos and showed Neil and Andrea in historical clothing. He angrily tore it in pieces without examining it more closely.




  It took Dan some time to find the small safe hidden behind the books. At first, the contents did not seem to be of any interest. There was only one secured disc and hand-written notes on the project. But in a small grey envelope he eventually found a stack of invoices and a copy of a record of a trip made by a certain Samuel Johnson at the end of the 18th century. On top of this was a post-it with ‘1752’ written on it. Amongst the bills were one from a costume rental agency and another from a shop, which dealt in old coins.




  „He must have been mad to attempt such a thing. That was an enormous load to put on the crystal oscillator. A failure was pre-programmed!“ Dan exclaimed.




  „What was the year?“ Alec asked quietly and turned around to his friend. He became anxious when he saw Dan's chalk-white face.




  „1752. Alec, that's absolute madness,“ Dan answered flatly.




  The young man at the computer sighed and stared at the blue screen. „Come on – let's finish this and get out of here. I've just about got everything erased and I've wiped out any traces on the hard disc. Stuff all the papers into the rucksack and put the safe back where you found it.“




  They left the room just as they had found it, or so they thought. There was still a hue and cry at reception so Alec was able to return the key without attracting attention.




  Dismayed and exhausted they took the bus back to Dan's home; as it was only there that they had the peace and quiet to go over everything again.




  There was a further surprise waiting for them when they got to Duntocher – the cassette with the recording of the emergency call had arrived. Dan's mother gave it to her son as the two young men were sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup of tea.




  When they were at last able to listen to the cassette in Dan's room, they were both surprised and dismayed. It was a really bad recording, terribly distorted by squeaking and whistling and by the most intense atmospheric disturbance. This emergency call was different from that which they had sent out the first time they had tried to travel back in time. The only similarity was the strange atmospheric disturbances. But the voice they could hear or what they could understand of it was frightening. There was sheer desperation in that voice




  „Unless my ears are playing tricks on me, that's Andrea's voice. And she sounds very worried. Something serious must have happened. And that must have been before the time shift,“ said Dan worriedly, after they had listened to the tape for a third time.




  Then all was quiet in the student's room. Outside the lights of the town were shining through the darkness, which had now fallen.




  Dan Callaghan stared through the windowpane but could only see his own reflection. „Where is Neil now? And where is his girlfriend? What kind of time was 1752?“ he finally asked absently.




  „Not a very nice one, Dan. Apart from no electricity, no running water, no cars and the like, it was only six years after the last Stuart uprising. It wasn't a very good time in Scotland, especially in the Highlands. It was just as dangerous as it would be in the Amazon jungle today. The people were regarded as barbarians.“




  „Then I understand even less why Neil did anything so stupid. A leap in time like that calls for a lot of preparation and you must reckon with any eventuality!“ Dan looked desperate and angry as he had done in Neil's room that afternoon.




  „I had a good look at the things in the safe, Dan – he was well prepared. We couldn't have done it any better ourselves. But that still leaves the big question – What happened? Did they make the time leap? Or did the Piper disintegrate during the attempt? Come on; let's listen to the tape again. I'll try to write down what I can make out. Maybe there'll be a clue of some kind.“ Alec was trying to pour oil on troubled waters.




  They listened again and it seemed to Dan as if they were listening to a call for help from the distant past. So far away and yet so close.




  After a mixture of whooshing, clicking and whistling, they could make out:’ ...ay day...m. d... may day...’, which is what had aroused the radio ham's interest. Then came – with the same continual noise interruptions: ‘…ir… per… G…YC 2 … 6,’ the registration number of the Piper. They could only make out two more words: ‘pilot and landing’, the rest was just a jumble of vowels and parts of words.




  „I have no idea where we should even begin, Alec. All we can be sure of is the fact that that was an emergency call from the Piper. We don't know the reason for it. We don't know where it was coming from. And we haven't a clue as to what time period we should be searching in …“ Dan said after a while.




  „What did you expect? This call was a desperate plea for help. Whatever happened we can only find hidden clues.“ Alec rewound the tape and listened to the whole thing one more time: „… ay day… m … d… may day …er …per…G …Y C… 2… 6… et … landing …orth…o ...an … sperat …eed …lp …pilot … ously… jured…“




  Once again, Alec wrote down everything he could make out on a scrap of paper. Mesmerized they stared at it.




  For a long time they discussed all the permutations. This exhausted the two young men.




  „I don't know how to continue, Alec! This radio message could be the solution we're looking for. Then again it might not be. In the long run all it means is that Andrea and Neil have disappeared forever. It makes no difference whether the plane blew up when the time machine was activated or if they died somewhere in the 18th century. We'll never see them again anyhow!“ Dan Callaghan finally said in despair.




  For a moment, Alec looked carefully at his friend. He was worried about him. The whole thing seemed to be taking its toll on Dan. It was not leaving him unaffected either. He had lost his sister just a short time before and now the thought that Neil might also be dead was pulling him back into the hole he was just beginning to get out of.




  „Taxing our brains isn't going to help, Dan. Either the police will find something, which only we two can understand or the whole thing'll disappear into the archives, one of these ‘closed cases’ which are never solved. We can only wait and see.“ He was trying to cheer up both Dan and himself.




  They went on talking for a while until Alec finally set off for the hall of residence, leaving Dan alone with an untold number of questions. And terrible nightmares.




  For DI Kerr the case was also slowly turning into a nightmare. On Friday, May 23, a very well dressed woman of about fifty showed up at the Stewart Street HQ. She introduced herself as Barbara Sutherland, Neil Sutherland's mother. Very determined and demanding she intimidated the police officer with her questions. Questions to which he did not have an answer. Their interview resulted in a complaint from the lady to his boss, the Chief Super.




  On the following Wednesday DI Kerr came back from the meeting with his superior with a hangdog expression on his face. His boss had received a complaint not only from the lady but also from her husband who was a member of the House of Lords. They were both breathing down his neck and demanding a clarification of the strange disappearance of their son




  „What the hell should I do, Lachie? These Sutherlands seem to think that we're the FBI or MI5 and can find out everything!“ he complained to his detective sergeant furiously.




  „I've said the whole time that we have to find out more about these experiments. They're at the very centre of this problem,“ Munro replied.




  „Give over, Lachie! You heard as well as I did what the professor said. They were carrying out atmospheric measurements and that could only cause an accident in the event of a technical fault. But according to what this mechanic says the plane was in first class condition. And the west coast of Scotland is not the Brazilian rain forest but still the RAF have found no wreckage.“ Kerr did not find this fixation of his DS so good. He also had his doubts about the whole affair but after talking to his acquaintance who also flew a one-engine Piper, he was convinced that the electronics in the aircraft could well have caused a crash. However, that still did not explain the absence of any wreckage.




  „It's so exasperating, Lachie! Where can we get more information?“ he finally added.




  The room was filled with silence. Munro was chewing self-consciously on a pencil and staring at a photo of Neil Sutherland, which was lying on the desk in front of him. „We've not yet checked out Sutherland's room in the hall of residence. Maybe that would help us some?“




  Kerr found this a good idea and in the late afternoon, they were standing at the reception desk of the student residence in Taylor Street. The student on duty was not very cooperative. He obviously disliked the police and did not even go upstairs with them. He simply gave them directions morosely.




  Kerr was visibly appalled when he opened the door of the student's room. It was the absolute opposite of his girlfriends flat. There was total disorder. The desk and the bookshelf were in a chaotic condition. There was washing lying on the floor and the whole room was filled with the smell of old cigarette smoke.




  The first thing DS Munro did was to open a window. „My God, now I understand why his fiancée preferred to live alone in her Gorbals flat. I wouldn't have this lad for a million pounds.“




  There was no reply from his boss. He wandered slowly through the room, examining everything. He stopped in front of the bookshelf.




  At the same time, the detective sergeant sat down at the computer, which he switched on. He checked out all the data he could find access to. Kerr watched him for a moment and then went back to studying the books. When he finally removed one a small steel safe came into view.




  „I wonder what's in there,“ he asked himself before moving over behind the DS who was still concentrating on the computer.




  „We could have it examined,“ Munro said curtly after he had turned around.




  „Have you found anything, Lachie? These computers are still a closed book to me.“




  „No, I've found nothing special. He does have a number of complex programs but that's nothing unusual for a physicist. But here's an interesting file - a treatment about wormholes and anti-material. Then there are a few articles about time and space anomalies.“ Munro looked up into his superior's puzzled face. „Complicated material to be sure, but not a word about atmospheric measurements which strikes me as strange,“ he went on as he was turning back to the flickering screen.




  „Och, maybe he's not so sold on modern technology. Or else he doesn't trust it. Here are two files which are clearly labeled,“ said Kerr, slapping his colleague on the shoulder.




  „Maybe he's tackling the problem from two directions. I'll just have a look at his floppy discs,“ exclaimed Munro as he reached for the pile of discs which were all in paper sleeves. The stack fell over, however, and landed at Kerr's feet. He bent over to pick them up and paused for a moment. Between the desk and the floppy discs, he could see snippets of a torn-up photograph.




  „Aha – what have we got here then?“ he muttered in a strange tone of voice.




  He carefully collected the pieces of paper and reconstructed the photo on the desk.




  DS Munro looked at the picture and then asked if Neil Sutherland had been a member of one of these historical societies.




  „Could be, but I haven't heard anything about that. And I don't think that students today are into that kind of thing. But there's something else, which interests me here: why has the photo been torn apart? Did the couple have a fight? Or has someone been here before us?“ Detective Inspector Kerr asked himself out loud as he looked down at the photograph.




  Munro thought for a while and then went on tapping keys on the keyboard. „I can't prove it but I think that somebody has erased everything on the hard disc here. There are one or two protected files, which I can't find. And some of the files are empty. Maybe we should talk to Dan Callaghan and Alec Cunningham again. They maybe know more about this.“




  Kerr laughed sardonically. „Do you really think we'll get any answers out of that pair?“




  No wiser than before and feeling even more contrite than that morning the two police officers made their way back to Stewart Street. An examination of the safe revealed nothing new either. Apart from Neil's passport, a little money and some bills, which should have been paid long before, there was nothing of interest in it.




  So the two officers sat in their office and brooded.




  For just a moment, the Detective Sergeant looked out of the tiny window. It was pouring with rain – typical Glasgow weather, making the city look grey and dirty.




  Finally Munro had an idea. He suggested to his superior they should allow the case to be presented on a TV show, which dealt with unsolved cases. Detective Inspector Kerr looked at his colleague somewhat skeptically. He was not into these new-fashioned methods. He had to admit, however, that the newspaper ad had been at least partly successful.




  He talked it over with his superior and they then asked the TV station for help. The show was broadcast three weeks later. Actors were found who had a passing resemblance to Andrea Schwarz and to Neil Sutherland. They even got hold of a plane very like that belonging to Strathclyde University. But success was a long time coming. Immediately after the broadcast only a few people craving for recognition called in, people who had not seen anything at all.




  But in July, just as the two policeman were about to close the file, there was a phone call from Oban. A fisherman had called in to say that he had seen the plane as it flew over the Firth of Lorne.




  The police officer who called acted rather strangely so that DI Kerr thought at first that it was just another crackpot. But Neil Sutherland's parents and now the German Consul in Edinburgh too were being pushy. They wanted results. Nobody could understand how an aircraft could disappear without trace in the heart of densely populated Europe.




  The police officer could not agree with this as the Highlands of Scotland were still a wilderness even in the 20th century, nevertheless his instinct as a detective left him no peace.




  Again and again he had visited Dan Callaghan and Alec Cunningham. Or he had summoned them to the police station, for the search of Neil Sutherland's flat had revealed nothing new. But everything had been unsuccessful which is why he clung to this one lead.




  DS Munro and DI Kerr drove to Oban, therefore, to talk to the fisherman. So far the summer had been extremely wet but the weather god was showing them mercy and they arrived in the little coastal town in Argyll late that afternoon in perfect sunshine. This brought the disadvantage, however, that thousands of people chose this day for an outing and DS Munro needed some thirty minutes to find a place to park the car. After which they had quite a long walk to the police station.




  Not everything ran like clockwork there either. The police officer on duty did not know where the fisherman could be found at that time. Only after he had made dozens of telephone calls was he able to send them to the pier where the fisherman's boat was berthed. His name was Ian MacDougall.




  The pier was also the landing stage for the ferry to Mull and so it was very busy. The ferry had just tied up and scores of tourists were pouring out of the belly of the ship. The two police officers had trouble finding their way through the crowd.




  There were only a few fishing boats at the modern pier. Alan Kerr leaned over the harbor wall to see if he could see anybody on one of the boats. Or maybe make out a name or registration number. He kept looking at the slip of paper his colleague from Oban had given him. Ian MacDougall's boat was a rather rundown tub from the galley of which loud music could be heard.




  „Runrig!“ DS Munro said grinning broadly. He knew that his colleague could not stand this type of modern music. It was way too loud for him and what was pouring out of the boat's galley was extremely loud. And Gaelic into the bargain.




  Detective Inspector Kerr threw the young policeman a meaningful look.




  „Aye – it's so bloody loud that nobody will hear us. Are you fit enough to climb down there, Lachie?“




  Munro frowned and shrugged his shoulders as he looked at the steel staples let into the concrete quay as a ladder.




  With a lot of trouble, first the detective sergeant and then Kerr himself clambered down. Once down they staggered along the deck of the boat, which was rocking in the gentle swell towards the galley. They could now hear that the loud music was accompanied by the off-key singing of a young man who was working at the boat's engine. He did not seem to notice them as he kept time to the music with a spanner.




  Grinning broadly, DS Munro pushed the stop button of the cassette recorder. The young man turned around quickly with the tool in his hand ready to use it as a weapon and with a Gaelic curse on is lips.




  „Take it easy, man!“ Munro took hold of the hand, which held the tool. He showed the young fisherman his ID and the spanner landed with a thud at his feet.




  „Just because you're from the police doesn't give you the right to board my boat. What do you want?“ the young man asked impertinently. With a hand covered in oil he pushed his wild dark brown hair out of his face.




  „Are you Ian MacDougall?“ the question came from DI Kerr who likewise held his ID in front of the young man's nose. The fisherman studied it carefully.




  „Nae I am not. Ian is my father. I'm Rory MacDougall. What does the Strathclyde Police want with my old man,“ asked the Highlander with a strange grin on his sun-tanned face.




  „We're from the missing persons department, Mister MacDougal, and are looking into the disappearance of a Glasgow student together with that of his girlfriend. They were flying into Connel in a Piper at the beginning of April,“ Kerr answered calmly, despite the fact that the young man's attitude irritated him.




  „Och, so that's why you're here. Because of a figment of imagination of my father's.“ The same insolent grin was back on the young fisherman's face.




  „That was not a pipe dream, Roderick MacDougall. And don't call your father a nutter! I know what I saw,“ came a loud voice from the stern of the boat.




  The two police officers turned around and stared in surprise. In the doorway to the galley was standing a tall grey-haired man of about sixty. He was obviously the father of the young fisherman and the man the police were actually looking for.




  „Come on – let's find a quieter place to talk,“ he said to the police officers and indicated that they should climb back on to the pier.




  „Take care of the diesel, Rory. We want to go out to sea again tomorrow!“ he barked at his son before following the policemen.




  Back on the quay, they could still hear the loud music and the old man shook his head.




  „Young people today!“ he began. „You've come up from Glasgow, have you? A bloody long journey just because of that plane,“ he went on in the musical way the people from the islands talk who only spoke Gaelic as children.




  „A long way because of a pipe dream rather. What did your son mean when he said that?“ DI Kerr asked. Despite the friendliness of the elderly fisherman his tone was rather harsh.




  „Wait a moment. I don't want to talk about it here on the pier.” With a serious expression on his face, the elderly man led them to a seamen's home in a side street. Once inside he looked for a quiet corner table and ordered himself a beer.




  „So you were wanting to know something about this aircraft. Inspector?“ he began and Alan Kerr did not even interrupt him this time, to tell him his correct title.




  „That's right, Mister MacDougall. You reported to the police here after the TV show,“ he answered calmly while Munro was getting them tea and something to eat.




  „That is correct.“




  „What did your son mean with ‘pipe dreams’, ‘figments of the imagination’? Didn't he see the plane too?“ Munro interrupted when he came back and while Kerr was getting stuck into a sandwich.




  „That is just it. He saw nothing. Or almost nothing. When he came up on deck, it was all over. That is why I did not go to the police at once. We all saw how the RAF was looking for the plane. But after seeing that on TV I was thinking it was maybe important after all.“




  „Well, tell us exactly what you saw,“ Alan Kerr now demanded.




  „Och well, Inspector, just do not think that I have Alzheimer's or I am crazy or drunk. This is my first beer today.“ Saying that, he raised his glass and drank their health.




  „It was in the springtime, in the middle of April. I cannot remember the exact date but it was the day the RAF was looking for a missing plane. Believe me, Inspector; I was as sober as a judge that day. We were checking the lobster pots out in the bay off Lismore. Just as we were off Ardnamucknish Bay, I saw an aircraft, a Piper. My eldest son flew just such a plane for the Forestry Commission and that is why I was able to recognize the type so well.” The fisherman stopped and took a drink of his beer as if he needed to wet his whistle.




  „I was standing in the stern and looking towards the mainland. The plane came out of the west and then made a turn to the north. Suddenly it changed course again and was flying west towards the bay. Then suddenly the Piper began to glow. Fist of all it was white and shining and then it took on all the colors of the rainbow. As it began to glow, I could hear the engine quite clearly. But then there was a loud screeching noise like a train makes when it is braking. It was so loud and ear piercing that I had to put my hands over my ears. My son and my son-in-law came storming out of the galley, thinking that an RAF jet was in the process of crashing. But all that was to be seen in the sky was a shimmering cloud. That's why my son thinks it was a figment of my imagination.“ The fisherman became silent and took another swig of his beer.




  DS Munro and Detective Inspector Kerr looked at each other worriedly. They did not know what to make of all this.




  „So you think I am crazy, Inspector, and you do not believe me,“ exclaimed the old man who had noticed the way the two policemen had looked at each other.




  „Well, Mister MacDougall, it does sound just a wee bit fantastic, don't you think? An aircraft that turns into a cloud … sounds a bit like science fiction, doesn't it?“ DS Munro said frowning.




  „What kind of science? Listen, Inspector, I'm a fisherman and have both feet firmly on the ground. I am not crazy. I saw what I saw and that is exactly what I reported to you. Maybe I told the story a wee bit strangely. But the fact is that the Piper disappeared in front of my eyes … it did not blow up and it did not crash. It simply vanished into thin air.“




  The old man was no longer calm. He sprang from his seat angrily, almost knocking over his beer glass. The Detective Sergeant just managed to catch it and looked worriedly into the fisherman's weather-beaten face.




  „Calm down, Mister MacDougall!“ he said, trying to pacify the man. „Can you describe the plane to us?“




  The old man sat down again and looked angrily at DI Kerr. „Of course, I can Inspector. As if I had taken a photo. It was just like on TV – the Piper was yellow, underneath at any rate. There were red stripes on the wings and on the fuselage and I could read the registration: it was GB-YG 226.“




  „Thank you Mister MacDougall, you're the only eye witness of the Piper's disappearance. You have given us some real help,“ said the inspector politely. Then he looked at his watch. „Please excuse us, Mister MacDougall; we have to go now if we want to be back in Glasgow before dark.“ These words of farewell caused the detective sergeant to stand up. As they were leaving the seamen's home the old fisherman was staring after them angrily.




  The two police officers did not exchange a word until they were back at where they had parked the car. Once they were sitting inside the DI spoke to his colleague who was just about to start it.




  „What old MacDougall says really does sound like a figment of his imagination. What do you think, Lachie?“




  DS Munro was just about to turn the key but now he let it go and sighed. „I don't know what to make of the whole thing, Alan. What the old man says makes no sense. Maybe we should talk to the son again. Maybe he can remember more details or at least confirm what his father claims to have seen.“




  „I don't know if that'll get us any farther, Lachie. The boy didn't make a very cooperative impression and he thinks that his dad saw a ghost. But it might be worth a try.“




  Alan Kerr hesitated and looked down at the harbor, which was visible through the rows of houses. „It might be better if you go alone, Lachie. First of all you get on well with young people, secondly you're fitter than I am. I'll wait here.“




  So DS Munro set off once again for the harbor. By now the stream of visitors had all but disappeared and it was almost peaceful. Sea gulls were circling the bay noisily and when the policeman looked down at MacDougall's boat he noticed that the water in the harbor basin was so clear that he could see the bottom.




  He slowly climbed down the ladder on to the boat. The cassette was still playing but the young man was no longer singing. His lower body was hidden in the engine room and every so often, his upper torso also disappeared. He was muttering and swearing in Gaelic.




  Munro watched him for a while until Rory MacDougall finally became aware of his presence.




  „You again! Did you leave your boss in the pub? Is he exchanging yarns with the old men?“ he asked provocatively.




  „The engine's causing problems, eh?“ the policeman asked, trying to retain his calm.




  „You know anything about engines, Detective Sergeant?“ the young fisherman asked with a cheeky grin on his face.




  „No, sorry I'm a technical dummy. I even have problems hammering a nail into the wall without maiming myself.“ The policeman was smiling




  „Well, it's more important that you know something about catching crooks. Otherwise the police would have a problem.“ The young man then came out of the hatch and wiped his oily hands on an old rag. He sat down on a bench and invited the police officer to do the same. Then he lighted a cigarette.




  „I don't chase crooks, Mister MacDougall. I do sometimes come into contact with dodgy individuals but I'm mostly concerned with missing people like the two occupants of the plane your dad saw back in April,“ said DS Munro to keep the conversation going.




  „I can't help you there. I've never seen the student nor his girlfriend let alone the plane. I was below deck that day. The bloody depth sounder was acting up and the radar was acting crazy too.“ The young man offered the policeman a cigarette.




  He gratefully accepted even though he had been planning for weeks to stop smoking.“The radar was acting crazily? Does that kind of thing happen often?“




  „Actually no, it's quite a new piece of machinery and when we left harbor it was working great. It only started to malfunction when we were off Ardnamucknish Bay. The screen was flickering and then was shining gaudily. I thought it was going to blow up.“ Munro and the young fisherman now seemed to be on the same wavelength.




  But the young man's answer made Munro thoughtful. The air traffic controller at Connel had described the reaction of the radar there in very similar words. „Did you hear that noise at the same time?“




  Rory MacDougall was looking at the police officer with a strange expression on his face. As if he had just made a great discovery. „So it wasn't a figment of his imagination,“ he began, drawing nervously on his cigarette. „Now that you mention it, it's suddenly become clear to me. The radar screen lighted up and then there was this noise … the blood would have frozen in your veins if you'd heard that. Like a jet plane falling out of the sky. You know they're always doing these low level flights over the Highlands. Doesn't matter where you are – there's always one of these black evil birds suddenly appears and scares the shit out of you!“




  „You just heard the noise but didn't see anything?“ DS Munro asked him carefully.




  „I certainly didn't see a jet about to land on our heads, man! I ran on to the deck with my uncle and all we saw was a shining colorful cloud up above our heads. My father claimed it had been an aircraft.“ The young man turned the cassette over as the music had stopped. It seemed he did not like silence. „I had had enough for the one day. Then the RAF was flying round for days on end. James MacColl was out all day with the lifeboat as well. But none of them found anything,“ he finally added.




  „That's just the problem, Rory – the two young people and the aircraft vanished. Just like your father said. Thanks anyway for the chat and the cigarette.“ The policeman stood up and held out his hand in farewell. „A good cassette by the way, Heartland, isn't it?“




  „A cop with taste in music!“ A broad grin appeared on Rory MacDougall's face. „Good luck in your search for the young people Detective Sergeant. But you'd better clean your hands.“ He was handing Munro a rag. Then he disappeared back into the engine room.




  Luck was something they could do with thought DS Munro on his way back to the car. Kerr had nodded off and sat up with a start when the door was opened.




  „So, what did you find out, Lachie?“ he asked as he climbed out of the car and stretched himself noisily.




  „Well, Rory MacDougall confirmed what his dad said about the noise and the colorful cloud. He also said something else which you might think has a familiar ring to it, Alan,“ the Detective Sergeant said secretively.




  „Don't keep me on tenterhooks, Lachie, spit it out! What else did he see?“ Kerr demanded.




  „They had problems with the radar set just as they reached Ardnamucknish Bay. Just at the moment when his father saw the Piper disappearing and they heard this screeching noise the radar screen lit up brightly.“




  „Exactly like what happened at Connel Airfield,“ commented the DI deep in thought.




  „We keep coming back to these experiments! There's something not quite right with them!“ Munro declared as he got into the car.




  Kerr got in too, after putting his suit jacket in the back. „Aye, Lachie, these experiments are the gist of the matter but I bet you we'll never find out what they're all about. Cunningham and Callaghan are as silent as the grave.“




  Munro then started the car and they set off back for Glasgow.




  This drive to Oban had not given them very much to help to clear up the mystery. There was not a single trace of the missing couple. At the end of July, therefore the file was closed. Another unsolved case. The parents of Neil Sutherland and Andrea Schwarz would now have to wait two years until their children were declared dead. There was not even a grave to mourn at.




  It was the beginning of October and Kerr and Munro were working on two new cases when they got a fax from Oban. The chief of police there was reporting on the discovery of a skeleton close to Fionnphort on the Ross of Mull. Beside the skeleton, they had found Neil Sutherland's glasses and his student identity card.




  Alan Kerr was very skeptical about the whole thing. Neil Sutherland had been missing for a good six months and it was strange to find a skeleton after such a length of time. So he sent Munro back to Oban to see if he could find out more details. He had already given up any hope of ever solving this strange case.




  Munro was rather shocked when a police officer showed him what had been found. In a small aluminum case, neatly packed in foil and numbered, were a skull without a lower jaw, a thighbone, parts of the spine and a few ribs. In another plastic bag was what was left of a pair of spectacles – there was no other way to describe what Munro saw. The frame was dark and stained but not rusted. The lenses were almost opaque. The policeman who found it had reported that the student ID had been neatly packed in aluminum foil which was likewise badly discolored. The plastic envelope, which held the ID, was also opaque but when they removed the ID was almost undamaged and had Neil Sutherland's name and photograph on it.




  „Has a medical examiner seen these?“ DS Munro asked after he had more or less pulled himself together.




  „No, Detective Sergeant, we'd have had to send them to Fort William or Inverness. We reckoned you have the best facilities in Glasgow.“




  Carefully the young detective picked up the skull. He was surprised at its weight. He looked at the teeth, which had a lot of fillings, some even had crowns. This was undoubtedly the skull of someone who had lived in the present. The color and the condition of the bones, however, indicated that this person had lived long before.




  DS Munro was still skeptical and therefore asked one of the local policemen to show him where the skeleton had been found.




  A young uniformed police officer of about Munro's own age gladly took him on the ferry to Mull and led him to the southernmost point of the island, which was called the Ross of Mull.




  After reaching Fionnphort, a tiny village with not even a handful of houses, they first of all had to have a cup of tea at the local policeman's office. While they were having their tea, he was phoning around, trying to reach the man who had found the skeleton just after the storm tide. He also wanted to get on to the professor of archaeology from Edinburgh who had been so helpful in the recovery of the skeleton.




  By now, it was late afternoon and a strong wind was blowing the clouds across the sky. Fortunately, the sergeant from Oban had a second pair of wellingtons, which fitted Munro – otherwise his feet would have been soaking wet in no time.




  They left Fionnphort and walked to the farm where the man who had found the skeleton lived. From there they went in single file down a rough and narrow path, which took them to the beach. In front of them lay the island of Erraid with its rocky cliffs and trees bent over by the wind. It was high tide and the rocks off the sandy bay threw the spray many feet into the air. The strong wind caused DS Munro to freeze in his denim jacket.




  The farmer's name was James Cameron and he led them across the rock-covered hills to a place where the sea had washed away a part of the dune, as it had been doing for centuries.




  „This is the place, Detective Sergeant. The thighbone was a wee bit farther away from the dune. The tide had shifted it. The other wee bones as well. But the skull was still in the brae here. Right away I got the professor. He's staying at my place right now and I thought it was maybe a historical find. The bones were dark in color and stones were piled on top.“




  The professor nodded in agreement and added, „I thought at first it was a very old skull until I had dug it out and saw the teeth. Then I called the police and we took some photos of the whole operation. We then found the glasses and the student ID. But it looked as if they had been buried for a long time.“




  DS Munro frowned in concentration. „Neil Sutherland has only been missing for about six months so how come only bones were found?”




  „A half year?“ the professor repeated thoughtfully and shook his head. „If we'd just found the bones on the beach and not the skull, I'd have said that the storm tide had washed them up. But the skull was buried about six feet below the surface. No, this skeleton – or what's left of it – was properly buried. That's how I see it.“




  „Buried?“ Queried the young policeman and shook his head too, staring at the sandy bank.




  „If you ask me this body has been here for decades, if not longer. Look at the different layers of sediment and the stones over it. I've taken an earth sample from over the discovery site – that black band there. That's charred heather with pieces of wood in it. Let them do a radiocarbon dating on it in Glasgow. Then you'll know for sure,“ the scientist went on.




  DS Munro nodded in silence. This was not what he had hoped for. The glasses and the ID only added to the puzzle but Neil Sutherland would remain vanished forever.




  After they had warmed themselves up a bit at the farm and the professor had given them the photos and the sample of soil, they set off back for the ferry. They just managed to catch the last boat for Oban and DS Munro spent the night there. Next morning he set off for Glasgow, fresh and well rested, and there he turned all the evidence over to forensics.




  It was two weeks later that they got a call inviting them to the forensics department.




  That is why Kerr and Munro were sitting in the office of Dr Stevens, the chief forensic doctor, on Tuesday, October 21. He did not seem to be in a hurry and they had to wait a while. Finally he arrived, however, complete with the aluminum box Munro knew only too well and a file.




  „Well, gentlemen, you've given me a tough one here. A real challenge for a pathologist:“ He then opened the file and fixed two x-ray photographs to the screen. „You'll see, Detective Inspector, how they match. The one on the right I got from Sutherland's dentist. That on the left is of the skull found on Mull. There is no doubt that this is the skull of the missing student. Which is, of course, confirmed by the spectacles and the student ID.“




  Munro and Kerr gazed at the doctor with a questioning look. Neither of them could figure out what was so tough about such a positive identification.




  „That's good news, Doctor Stevens. Now at least Neil Sutherland's parents have got something they can bury. But what was so complicated about it?“ the older policeman now asked.




  „Just a moment, Alan. This Professor Jamieson from Edinburgh was right. As an archaeologist, he has a nose for this kind of thing. The aging examination of the earth over the skeleton shows us that it is about two hundred years old. The charred heather dated from about 1780. Then I had a dating examination done on the bones. You know, of course, that they looked older than they should after just six months,“ the pathologist paused again.




  „And what did you find out? Don't keep us on tenterhooks, Dr Stevens!“ DS Munro said.




  „Hold tight to your seats, gentlemen,“ the doctor continued and looked at them both with a strange expression. „These bones, which were found on Mull, are 200 years old. 230 to be exact!“




  Munro and Kerr looked at each other aghast. How was such a thing possible?




  „Have you not made a mistake here, Dr. Stevens? There is no way a skeleton can age so quickly. Neil Sutherland has only been missing since April. Did you check your results a second time?“ Kerr said in amazement.




  „Alan, I was as dumbfounded as you are when I received the fax. The results are indisputable and are the same for all the bones. Even the paper of the ID is of the same age. I've had it all checked a second time by a professor in London. He used a brand new computer program and laid the fragments of the skull over a photograph of Neil Sutherland. There is no doubt whatsoever that this is Neil's skull. Just the age of the bones presents us with a riddle which cannot be solved so easily!” The pathologist said in an attempt to explain it as best he could.




  DS Munro stared at the skull in the metal box. „200 years old? Impossible! This has to be a historical skull,“ he interjected, refusing to believe what he saw and heard.




  „DS Munro, have you ever seen an 18th century skull with amalgam fillings and crowns? Not to mention the trepanation scar on the right side of the skull, which conforms exactly to that mentioned in Neil Sutherland’s file, and likewise to x-ray photographs? Three years ago he had a serious accident in Germany and for three weeks he was in a coma. There is no explanation for how the bones have aged, none that I can find anyway, and believe me I have done my utmost.“




  „You found no evidence for any increased radiation? To the best of my knowledge, aging is measured using the C 14 method. A high level of radiation could make a difference, couldn't it?“ Kerr interrupted.




  DS Munro looked at him in amazement. He had no idea that his colleague was so interested in science.




  „I thought of that too but apart from carbon 14 there were no other decomposition products which emitted ionized radiation. If there had been any radioactive contamination we would have found iodine and cesium decay. But we found neither of the two,“ the doctor explained.




  As he looked at the stunned faces of the two policemen he went on in an assertive tone of voice, „These bones might be a riddle for the world of science. They certainly present questions for which there is no answer. But your case is solved. Neil Sutherland and his girlfriend died as the result of an accident. One family at least can give these bones a Christian burial.“




  „You're right, Doctor Stevens. Even if we can't explain it all in full, we are at least in the position of offering the family a result. Mind, I'd much rather have seen Neil Sutherland alive and not as a bunch of bones in a metal box.“ With these words, Detective Inspector Kerr stood up.




  „By the way, the remains will be released very soon. You can tell the parents that their son died of a brain hemorrhage after a fracture of the base of the skull. Maybe that'll be of some comfort to them. I wouldn't say anything about the condition of the remains. We're going to release the body soon.“ Doctor Stevens concluded.




  After this mysterious conversation the two police officers made their way back to their office. DS Munro was holding the file with the x-ray pictures and all the lab results, which the pathologist had given them under his arm. He now laid it on the desk. In a kind of a trance, he made a call and asked for the case record from the archives.




  Detective Inspector Kerr was looking at him in amazement. „What's up with you, Lachie?“




  „Do you believe all that? Or rather – can you accept it? I've always known that these bloody experiments were at the root of the mystery. Now we've got the proof and it's just going to end up in a sealed coffin and be forgotten about,“ the Detective Sergeant said rather excitedly.




  „Lachie, you obviously weren't listening properly. Dr. Stevens doesn't have an explanation for this phenomenon. Atmospheric measurements couldn't have caused it,“ his superior replied.




  „Those students were not carrying out atmospheric experiments. It must have been something else.“ Munro went on, ignoring the detective inspector and taking the file from the young policewoman who had just come into the office.




  „And how are you going to find out what they were experimenting on? You know fine that Alec Cunningham and Dan Callaghan are not very helpful when it comes down to this matter.“




  „Alan, maybe they'll be more talkative if we give them a shock.“




  Kerr frowned thoughtfully when the younger police officer explained just what he planned to do. He decided, however, to go along with the plan. It was worth a try.




  It was a rainy and dull October 23 when Dan Callaghan was called out of a lecture and into the secretarial office.




  DS Munro asked him to come to Stewart Street for identification. Callaghan seemed to be shocked. He racked his brains, trying to figure out who or what he was to identify. Just what had the police found?. Feeling a little ill at ease, he returned to the lecture but was scarcely able to follow the rest of it.




  At the same time, Alec Cunningham was fetched out of the lecture room and given the same message. He was, however, on the Jordanhill campus and was unable to call Dan.




  At different times and coming from different parts of the city, the two students made their separate ways to police HQ in Stewart Street. This was just how DS Munro had planned it.




  But the plan did not quite succeed. Callaghan seemed to have nerves of steel and he was not even visibly shocked when he was confronted with the remains of the body of his pal Neil Sutherland.




  Alec's reactions were quite different. He was obviously appalled and outraged when DI Kerr pushed him into the office of the forensic doctor.




  „You now have thirty minutes to study that. Then I want answers!“ commanded the policeman as he turned to go. He slammed the cushioned door behind him. The two students were left alone to review what they had just experienced.




  Alec Cunningham stared at the file in his hand and sat down on the chair at the desk as if in slow motion. He was under shock and could not really come to terms with what it contained. As if in a trance, he stared at the photos and the lab reports. He could not grasp it all properly.




  „You must read that, Dan. You've got to! They know all about it. It's all up with us!” Alec stammered, still under shock.




  Dan stared at his friend with a black look. „They know nothing. Absolutely nothing! Don't let yourself be led up the garden path! Those bones out there are not Neil's nor this drowned body they've found!“ he shouted at him.




  Alec Cunningham shook his head in silence. „Read these reports, Dan. It is Neil. There's no doubt about it!“ he groaned with tears in his eyes.




  In silence but still with a dark expression Dan sat down beside him and began to read the report. With each page he read it became clearer that his friend was right. Their cover was blown. If just a few more scientists were to examine the bones they would come to the conclusion that this was the skeleton of a time traveler. But Dan was not prepared to reveal to the powers of the world the discovery that they had made. His biggest fear was that like so many other discoveries, this would be misused. More clearly than Alec he realized that there was no logical explanation for the ageing of the bones. Only their experiments came into consideration and especially DS Munro had always been suspicious about them. This became clearer to him when at the end of the report he found a carefully concealed notice of the forensic doctor's which said that the body would be given up for burial on the following Monday. So this was all a feint to get an explanation out of them.




  Without saying a word, Dan closed the file after taking a last look at Neil's photo, which was superimposed on that of the skull.“So that's what comes of a trip into the past,“ he said quietly and looked across at Alec. „Neil paid a high price for his carelessness, Alec. Let us not allow them to cap it all by letting them into a secret, which should remain a secret,“ he added before being interrupted by his friend.




  „They already know, Dan, what else should we keep secret from them? How do we explain that that skeleton out there is Neil's? And that it's 230 years old?“ Alec said quite beside himself.




  Dan had stood up and was walking back and forward in front of Alec. Finally, he stopped his pacing. „My God, Alec, pu' yersel thegither! They ken damn a’! The body has been released for burial … that can only mean that someone wants to brush something under the carpet. You know yourself the song and dance Neil's old man kicked up because they'd found nothing. Well, now they have found something. Now the mighty lord has something he can bury. He doesn't give a damn about where his son's German fiancée might be. Something has been found that can point towards an accident so it's no longer an X-file. So it's a closed book. They can pin nothing on us, Alec, not a thing!“




  At that very moment, the door opened and the two police officers came in. Provocatively they stood in front of the students.




  „Well, gentlemen, did you have a good look at the file?“ Detective Inspector Kerr asked quietly.




  Dan Callaghan looked at him angrily and stood up. He moved behind Alec and put his hand on his shoulder. „We did indeed, Inspector, and we understood very well what it says. We understood best of all that Neil's skeleton has already been positively identified and that there was no need for you to involve us in this little game of yours out there in the mortuary!“




  „Well, if you studied it so carefully, my dear physics students, then you'll also have read the age estimation. And you'll know that it is not possible,“ Munro chipped in. He obviously now realized that it had been a mistake to let them both see the file at the same time.




  Alec Cunningham still looked the worse for wear but Dan Callaghan was very cocky. „You should not ask us that kind of question, Detective Sergeant, that's one for the scientists. I can't give you any kind of answer,“ he exclaimed and indicated to his friend that he should stand up.




  „But we want an answer from you!“ Munro said and barred the exit.




  „Well, Detective Sergeant, you're not going to get one. The case is closed. Very soon Neil will be buried and he'll carry this secret with him to his grave. And we shall be as silent as a stone.“ Saying this Dan pulled his friend past the police officer and opened the door.




  „I shall by the way, lodge a complaint about your conduct with your superior, and you will suffer the consequences,“ he continued and then turned around.




  And that is exactly what happened. DS Munro received a strict warning because of his behavior and even DI Kerr was given a telling off. And just to crown it all Munro had to drive to Inverness to give Neil's family the bad news.




  It was not the first time he had had to do this. It was the lot of the lower ranks. Normally a colleague from Inverness would have been the bearer of bad tidings but this should now serve as an extra punishment. He had been in contact with Neil's mother a few months before and that one time was one time too many.




  Angry and full of remorse he took the train to Inverness. After checking into a small B&B where he intended to spend the night, he went by taxi to the two-storied Victorian house where the family of the respected barrister and member of the House of Lords, Sir James Sutherland, lived. The house was surrounded by an extensive garden, which was still beautiful despite the autumn weather.




  This was totally different from both Neil Sutherland's untidy room in the hall of residence and the rundown high rise in the Gorbals in which his fiancée had lived.




  The whole thing was worse than he had expected. Neil Sutherland's mother was overcome with sadness. His father remained a block of ice. Extremely critical and cynical he put questions which the police officer had trouble answering. Just as he was about to leave the house Neil's sister addressed him.




  DS Munro slowly became curious. He had always thought that there was something not quite right with this family and so he gladly accepted Janet Simpson's invitation to accompany her into the library. She wanted to explain her father's behavior and what DS Munro experienced there allowed him to see things in a new light.




  Neil was certainly the elder child and so the rightful heir to the house and all the property. But after he had absolutely refused to study law and follow the commands of his father. who saw him as his successor in his highly respected law practice, he had been disinherited. Neil's mother had helped him as much as she could. Even after the serious accident in Germany it was only Mrs. Sutherland who worried about him.




  Outwardly, Janet seemed cool and reserved but DS Munro could see how upset she really was and how she was especially sorry for Andrea Schwarz. But when he tried to find out something about Neil's mysterious experiments he came up against a brick wall. The brother and sister had been very close but Neil Sutherland seemed never to have talked about his studies.




  DS Munro finally called a taxi to take him back to his B&B where he spent a sleepless night. Next morning he got the first train back to Glasgow. At a newspaper kiosk, he had bought a copy of the ‘Inverness Courier’ and read this during the trip. To his great surprise, he saw Neil Sutherland's obituary in it. He was to be buried the next Saturday, October 25, with, of course, only his immediate family present.




  Outside the autumn landscape of the Highlands was passing him by and in the distance, he could see the snow-covered peaks of the Cairngorms. This view gave him an idea.




  DS Munro called in sick the next day and then telephoned his uncle in Nairn to ask him if he could spend the next weekend there. Nairn lies to the northeast of Inverness and Munro wanted to attend Neil Sutherland's funeral in secret. He hoped to see Dan and Alec there. Maybe he would finally get some answers from them.




  He was unable to accept the fact that case was closed. He well knew, however, that his plan could mean an end to his career with the police.




  His assumption that Dan and Alec would be in Inverness proved to be correct. Neil's father had invited them to the funeral. This invitation came as a surprise to them both.




  Alec Cunningham was almost his normal self again after nearly suffering from a nervous breakdown on the day Detective Inspector Kerr had confronted him with his friend's mortal remains. It was one day later before he felt himself in a condition to talk about it. After college, he and Dan met at Dan's parents' place and talked for a long time about what had really happened on Neil and Andrea's journey into the past.




  The mayday call made Dan think that the young German, as opposed to her fiancée, had survived the time leap and he now wanted to bring her back somehow. For that reason, he wanted to find the wreck of the Piper and the time machine. He could not accept any of the arguments Alec brought up against this plan. He was obsessed with the idea.




  He hoped to use the occasion of the funeral to get money or some other kind of support for his plan. But his suggestion fell on deaf ears.




  Neil's father wanted to hear nothing about any further research, despite his gruff behavior towards DS Munro and his doubts about the explanation offered for his son's disappearance. For that reason, Dan did not dare to tell him anything about their project.




  Neil's mother had always been her son's principal financier but she was so hurt and upset that Dan decided not to approach her on this matter.
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