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C haracters C hapter I A n escape and a 111U1'Cter

Inspecto r Jenny logan : a police officer in Edi nburgh.
Sergean t Gran t: an officer helping Inspecto r Logan .
Ronn ic Ca mpbcll : in prison fo r murder.
Hclcn Ro bcrtso n: a po lice docror,

jimmy Brown: a criminal.
Morag Mackenzie: j irnmy Brown's girlfricnd.
C raig Sinclai r: murdered seven years ago.

Jean D n un mo nd: Craig Sinclair's sister.
Robcrt Baxtcr: a business man .
Angus (C llS) Macl.cod: :t homel ess man .

Tam Ma cDonald : :l journalise.
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Jenn y Logan W ::IS enjoying an afrcmoon of warm Scouish
sunshine 0 11 rile beach nr Portobello , five kilometres fro m

rhc cen tre of Ed inburgh, when her phone F.lllg .

' Lo 'gan.

'G ram here, madam .'

' It's my day off, Gra m,' said Logan .
' I know. I'm sorry,' sa id G ram. ' B lH Ronnic Ca rnpbcll,

the murderer. has escaped fro m priso n.'

'OK,' said Logan. ' I 'll meet )'ou in Ill)' o ffice in abour
fiftccn minutes.'

She Pllt o n jeans and a T-shin over her swimsuit and
walked quickly 10 her car.

Jenny Logan was an inspecto r in the Edi nb urgh Police.

During the rcn-minurc d rive from Portobello to the

London Road police station, she rhouglu about Ronnic
Campbcll. She knew rhar he had go ne 10 prison for

murdering a man called C raig Sinclair. T hat was abou t

seven )'ea rs ago , JUSt nfrcr she had joined the pol ice, hut she
could n't remember an),thing else.

Sergeant G ram was waiting far Lo gan in her oflicc. l ie

was fi fty-nine but looked ),oll llger. I l i, hair W, I' thick nnd

black and he had :1 large black mou sr.rche. 11<: W,I' hold ing

so me papers wirh ' Police Rccc ..d: Rouuic Canvpbcll'
written all the from .
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"loll me what 's happening,' sa id Logan, pUrring her

beach b:ig in a cupboard under rhc window.

'Campbcll esca ped from a prison van near Dun dee some

time rhis mo rn ing,' said C ran e. 'T hey were mo ving him

down 10 Saughron. ' Saugh ron was a prison in the wcsrcru
parr or Ed inburgh. 'Cnmp bcll escaped at a petrol smnon
and gOl away. \V,Ie found out later he'd stolen a (:.11', a dark

blue Andi.'
' What have you done so f.1r?' asked Logan .

' \V,!c'vc told the nCWSI' apers, the rad io and the T V

Slations. \v'!e've given them the o r num ber. and described
what Cam pbcll was we:ui ng.'

Logan said nothing and tho ught fo r a moment .
' Is he dangerous, do yOll lhink?' she asked Gram.

' Possibly: said C ram. puniug Ca mp bcll's po lice reco rd

0 11 Logan's desk and poin ting to it. He opened his mou th

to say something else but JUSt th en the pho ne r:lTlg. G ram

answered it. I-I e lisrcucd, said OK tw ice and then pu t the

phon e down . l ie looked at Lo gan .
'So meone's found a young wo ma n's body in Holyrood

Park. \,<Ic're wanted over there im medi ately.'

"T oday was Ill )' d ay off,' said Logan.
'Nor an y lo nge r!' said G rant.
A few minutes later, Logan, widl G ram beside her in the

car, en tered Holyrood Park. Holyrood Park is one o f the

most beaut iful places in Edinburgh. Inside the park is
Arthnr's Scat. the rnl l hill rhar stands over all of Ed inburgh.

T here are also lakes and fields. What orh er capita l city ill

the world has such a large area of wild , green and open

land so close 10 its ccnrrc? Ed inburgh people know it wd l

and love it; touris ts do nor o frcn go rhcrc.
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As she drove pas! rhc Palace of Holyroodho usc, rhc
Q ueen's palace in Scotland, Logan remembered th:H in the

midd le of the sixtcenrh cem ury there had been :l very

blood y m urder inside the palace itself. She asked herself

whm they would fi nd as she reached the gro up of police
cars .

Logan parked her car o n the gr:lss at rhc side of the road

behind the IaS ( po lice car. She gO! out and loo ked lip at

Arrhur's Sear. T he sky was blue and it was sril l warm. bU I

Logan began 10 feel co ld at the unfairness of a young
woman's early death .

There was a group of people, almost all men , stand ing

about a hund red metres away o n the hillside. Logan and

G ram walked up rhc hill towards the group. \,(/hcll rhcy

arrived , people moved back to let them rhrougb. Logan

stepped fo rward and loo ked down at rhc bod y of a

young wo ma n in her larc twen ties. T here was a wide Clll

across the wo man's throat and blood everywhere. A dark­

hai rcd woma n in blue trousers and a whilc shin was

studying the body carefully. T his woma n was Hclcn
Roberrson , the pol ice doctor. Logan had IIlCt her a few
umcs.

' Hclcn.' said Logan so ftly.

Roben son loo ked up.

'Jenny.' she said . ' H i. i\ bad business, I'm afraid. ' She
urmcd back [0 the bod y but wcur on talking. 'A ~ yOll c.m
sec, so meo ne CUI her throar wirh n knife. It's alm ost l il t her

head away from her bod y and there's :1 lo t of blood. ' She

pointed at the ground near the body.

'T ime of dcarh . . Probably between two nud three this
afternoo n.'
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Robcrt son co ruin ucd to move roun d the body, She

tou ched-it ns lit tle as possible, only when she need ed ro sec

some thing bcu cr.
' I e m'r be sure umil I've carcfully . . ' She stopped as

she looked mo re closcly nr somethin g.
' Y<.-s?' said Logan .
' \Vel l, look at how the CUI starts at rhc borrom of rhe

neck here 0 11 the riglu and finishes d ose to her left ca r. 1

wo uld So"ly the killer stood behi nd her and held her head

back wit h his righ t arm. Then he CUt her ihroar, hold ing

rhc knife in his left hand .'

' 1 sec,' said Logan. ' How sure arc you"

'Sure enough,' said Robcn son , loo king lip with a serious

sm ile 0 11 her f:I CC. 'And I'd also sa)' he, o r she, is quite a bit

rallcr than rhis wo man.' She nodded her head at the bod y

o n the ground in fron t o f her. 'And rhis wo man's actual ly

quire tall herself. I'd S I) ' abo ut 165, 170 ccnrimc rrcs.'

"Than ks, Hclcu ,' said Logan . ' If there's anything

else ... '
' I' ll let yOll know,' finished Robcr tson. 'T he re is one

othe r thing. T he killer will probably have blood all over his

clo thes.'
'O K. T hat 's useful.' Logan tu rned ro C rane ' \,(/e need to

fi nd the kn ife, if possible,' she said . 'Ccr so me people to

sea rch rhe pa rk. '

' Right, mad am ,' said C ram .

Logan looked at her wnrch. Ir was only five o'clock. It

would be lighr fo r ;\ lo ng time yet. 'T he pa rk's a big place

but the)' can look till it' gers dark,' she said . "They've

probably got another fo ur or fi ve hours ar lease '

G ram moved away and starred giving o rders to so me of
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the po lice o fficers srandin g arou nd. Logan walked some
metres aW:l)' fro m the hod)' and allowed rhc sunshine and

fresh air 10 rake :lwa)' so me of the co ld ness or death .

A few m inutes later, Gra nt ca me back towards Logan
with Hclcn Robcnson .

' I fou nd th is in her pecker,' said Robcnson , passing

Logan n d ea r plastic police bag wirh a rather dirt y envelope

inside it.

Loga n took the bag and held it care fully so that she

could look inside rhc envelope. Ir W:lS em pt)'. O n the back

o f rhc envelo pe rhcre were a few words: eggs, bread, mi lk,

marches. Someone's shopping list. O n the front was the

nnrnc M orag r-vlackcnzic bur no add ress.

'You haven't had rime ro read Ronni c Campbcll's po lice

record.' said Gram . 'bur rhe nam e Morag Ma ckenzie is in

it. She's no t one o f his favou rite people.'

Loga n ga\'c the bag and the envelope back to Hclcn .

' Hclcn, could you give this 10 the scientists, ' she said. ' I

wa nt to know if rhcre are :In)' fingerpr in ts o n it. And I want

10 know if th ey ca ll rcll me :Hlything about the

han dwritiug.'

Lo gan turned to G rant. ' \Vell: she sa id. ' it looks as if

Ron nic Campbcll may be dangero us. You'd bcu cr tell me

what y O ll know abo ut him.'
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' \'<Ic were luck)' 10 catch Cam pbcll for C raig Siuclai r's
murder,' said G r-UIl, as he and Loga n walked do wn rhc hill

re wards her car.
' D id you wo rk 0 11 rhe murder?' asked Logan .

' Yes, bur before y Oll ask, I didn't speak 10 Morag
Mackenzie then and 1 do n't know if lhat's her lip there,'
said Gram, IJO illl ing hack lip the hillside with his rhumb.
'AI fi rst" we d id n't have an}' idea at all who'd killed Sinclai r.
T hen som eone r:Hl g rhc London Road police srarion .
didu'r leave a nam e. b UI said we sho uld search C ampbcll's

/b l .'
'And what was there?' asked Logan.
'T here was a gu n ill a metal bo x in his ki rchcu. It was

the gun which had killed Sinclair. Campbcll's fingerprints

were .111 over the box.'

' Wh:u about the gUll?'
' NOlle. 0 fiugcrprims 0 11 the gu n,' said Grant. ' He'd

probably cleaned if. Anyway, they were sril l questioning
him when Morng Mackenzie a line into the police srarion. I
wasn't there at the time. She said she'd secu Campbcl l and
Siuclair d rinking together and shouriug ar each 0 1her o n
rhc night that Sinclai r d ied . T he two of them had been in
that pub at the end of Rose Street, the Abborsford Arms.'

' W h:1ld id Campbcll have to say?' asked Logan.
' \'\Id l, he said the box W;IS his but he'd never seen rhc

glln. l Ic also said he'd never been in the Abborsford Arms

hapter 2 A visit toJ immy Brown in his life. H e sa id he didn't kno w Sinclair very wel l :11 all

so why would he kill him?'
' g ill yOll were sure you had the righr person ,' said

logan.
'O h yes,' said Grant. 'Carnpbcll had been in troubl e

quite a few lim es. He'd been 10 pr ison twice: once for
stealing cars ami once for fighti ng in a pub. He broke

, ,
somconc s arm.

"Thm doesn't make him a mu rderer,' said Logan.
'True,' said G r.tIH , ' bur yOll wouldn't be surprised if he

,
was.

' W hat abo ut Sinckur?' asked Logan.
'1\ small-lime criminal, roo. He'd never been 10 prison

bur that was jusr good luck. He g OI' into fights; he sold
srolcn C Os, rilings likc that .'

' Nice peop le,' said Logan.

At six o'clock. back :H the Lo ndo n Road pol ice sta tion,
Logan scm Gram to find our the Ia ICSI news abo ut Ronn ic
C am pbcl l and the dark blue Aud i. At last she had time to

change O tll o f her beach clothes in to a dark blue tro user suit
rhar she always kept in her office. She felt more comfortable
.11 work if she wo re smart clot hes. She studied her face in
the mirror. She had sho rt brown hair and dark bro wn eyes,
bur she always rho ug hr her nose was rathe r tOO lo ng. A
jou rnalist friend of hers, Tam rvlacDo llald . said she was 100

pretty IQ be a police officer. She had been angry with him
when he said this. She was inrclligcr u and good at her job,
and it was an importan t job. However, it W ;I\ sometimes
di ffi cult being a wo man police officer. Because she wns
good-lo oking. people d id 110t :llw,I)':' take her seriously. She
worked hard ro show those peo ple they were wro ng.
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Logan go r herself a cup of co ffee. T hen she opened

Ron nic Campbcll's record and looked ar his photo. T here

was nothing inrcresring o r unusual abour him . He was

rhirry-fivc rea rs 01<1, 180 Clll ta ll, with brown hair and

brown eres. The hair was sho rt and stmighr, the eyes small
and close rogcrhcr. He was descr ibed as slim and qui re

stro ng. As Logan looked al the photo, she bega n 10 ask

herself questio ns. W hy 11:1<.1 Campbcl l escaped! Was rhar
Morag Mackenzie's bod y in Holyrood Par k? Ha<1 Momg
S<.'C II Carnpbcll in the Abborsford Arms seven years ago ?

Had Campbell kil led her? In f:1CI, had he really killed C raig

Sinclair! And where was he fl OW? He would n't need new

clo thes because pr isoners in Sco tland wo re their ow n

clo thes. Bur he would need moncy - where wo uld he ger

it?

At that momen t G ram rcrumcd.
' No news o n Cam pbcll o r the Aud i, I'm afraid ,' he said.

' Bur I'm sure that was Morag Mackenzie's bod y on rhe

hillside.'

' W hy?' asked Logan.

'Some of rhc officers dowusrairs knew her and descr ibed

her to rue. She lived with a man called Jimmy Brown and
he's no good at all. lie's I)an o f all sons of crim ina l

activities: robbery, stealing c ars, everythi ng.'
' \'<Ie' lI n('C(1 him to look m the body so rhm we're sure il 's

he r,' said Logan . 'And even though il seems Rounic

C ampbcll killed her, we'll also need to ask M r Brow n so me

q uestions. \'<Ie need to know where he was this afi cmoon.
As we know, wom en are most ofreil m urdered by their

husband or boyfriend . H ave you g OI:lII address for him?'

' Yes, ' replied Gra nt'. 'Springwcll Place. orr Dalry Rd.'

12

'OK' . I Lo 'Le' ,,Sal( gan. I s go.

The flat which Jimmy Brown shared with Morag
Mackenzie was 0 11 the seco nd floor o f an 01<1 buildi ng nea r
Dairy Road . (jmnr park ed rhc ca r in the srrccr o uts ide and

followed Logan up thc smirs. Their knock was answered by

a yo ung Iair-haircd man who badly needed a bath and a

change of clot hes. He was wearing a dirty red "f-shin, jeans

which a lon g rime ago had been while , and no shoes o r

socks. I-Ie was tall and looked down ar Logan with an ugly

sm ile o n his face. I-I e tu rned and looked or G ram and rhcn
back 10 Logan .

'Wd l,' he sa id, ' it's the pigs.'
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People call the poli ce a 10 1 o f diflcreur na mes: bobbies,

co ppers, the cops, and orher wo rse things. T he one rhing

all po lice officers really hare bei ng called is 'p igs' . As soon

as she heard rhe word , Logan felt Gra m move beside her.

She reached our her hand an d pu r it on his arm.

'No,' she said sofily, She looked ar the man in from o f

her. 'jinun y Brown ?' she asked .

' M aybe,' he said. ' \'(Iho wan ts to kno w?'

'jinuny I'm luspccror Lo gan of the Edi nburgh Po lice

and rhis is Scrgcuu G rant.' She showed him her ID card
rhen pill ir away in he r bag.

'So?' said jinuny, contin uing to look <la wn his nose al

her.

'So we'd like 10 co me in,' explained Gr: rm , purring his

face ve ry dose to the orher man's face. Brown took a couple

of SICPS back. C ram and Logan stepped qu ickly in ro the

fl at an d C r.uu shut lhe door. Brown looked surprised .

' Problem ?' asked G rant. H is vo ice d id nor sou nd

friend ly. I-I e d id 110 1 look friend ly.

Brown gave a weak sm ile a nd moved back again st rhc

w:\11.
Lo gan roo k a few ma rc sleps in to the fiar and loo ked

a round. She had been in so me te rrible Ilars in the pasr bur

she had never see n anywhe re quit e like rhis. T he Iur uirur c

was o ld and had cigarette burns all over ir. The walls were a

dark colo ur; p robably once a kind of brown bur ir was
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d ifficu lt 10 rcll. Coffee cups a nd ciga rcrrc packers b y
everyw here. Em pty pizza bo xes b y o n the rabic; that day's

evening paper was ope n o n a chair; a half-cmcu piece of
pizza lay 0 11 the floor by a n em pty beer can 0 11 its side.

T here was a smell of unwashed clo thes and un washed

people.
She turned 10 jinuuy Brown.
' Do you know where Morag is, JillllllY?'
Brown moved away fro m Gra m and wa lked round the

room picking lip CIll IH)' ciga ren c packets and shaking

them .

' No,' he said .

' \'V'h:l.l were y Oll doing this afternoo n?'
'Nothing,'

'Co me 0 11 , J illl lll Y, ICI'S have some answers,' said Logan.
im parien rly,

G rant looked round rhe roo m. There was a doo r IQ his
left. He reached our IQ open ir.

' Don', go in there,' said Brown , moving towards G rant.
G ram loo ked once nr Brown and opened the door.

' \'Vell, well . well,' said G rant , so und ing very pleased wirh

himself, as Ill: looked through the door he had just opened.

' \'Vltar have we gm here?'

Logan roo k a srel> fo rward 10 sec wha t Gra nt had found .

Fhcrc was a bed in o ne co rne r of rhc room, bUI .1 11 .do ng

the opposi te wall were boxes o f videos, tclcvisiou v .urd ('I)

players all a ll top of each o ther. Gr:lI 11 walked in to the

loom and ope ned some or the boxc... l hctking wh.u W,I"

inside.
Brown sat do wn on the floo r in the livillg roo m . louking

uuhappily nt the wall on the otherside of rhc roo m ,

,
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'Am I right in thinking rhar these arc all srolcn?' nskcd

Logan.
Brow n nodd ed but d id not speak.

' h's not yo ur lucky day, is it?' co urin ucd Logan. ' You're

in b ig tro ubl e now, jinuny And it 'll be mu ch wo rse if we

don't get some answe rs. So where's Morag!'
' I really do n't know,' sa id Brown . 'She wen t out about

midday.'
'W here? Was she wo rking?'

' No, she doesn't work much,' said Brown. 'Not a real

job , all}'way. NOl a nine IQ five kind of job .'
' \Xlhere does she get mo ney?' asked Logan, as G r:UH

came back in to the living room.
' I really don't know,' 5..11d Brown very quickly 'So me

man . She calls him her "main ma n". She gels money fro m

him so metimes .'
' You're jok ing,' said Grant. ' You expect us 10 believe rhar

some nun just gives Morng moncy. Why? \Xlhat does she

do ?'
' It's tr ue. Really. lr's tru c. I don't know what she does for

him.'
' YOll don't know who this "main nu n" is, then?' asked

Logan.
' No,' said Brown.
' No idea?' asked G rant, looking hard at Brown.

' I think he's someone imporrnnt,' said Brown qui ck ly,

'but she's never told me. She always says there are so me

things it's bcn cr not to know.'
'So yo u don't know what she d id for him ?'

' No,' said Brown.

'Was she go ing to sec him today?' asked Logan.
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' Probably,' said Brown . 'She made a phon e call just

before she went our. h sou nded as if she was talking 10

him. In facr, ir sounded as if she wan ted to sec him . \Xlhy

arc yo u asking all these question s about Morag an yway?
W har 's she done!'

Logan Slopped speaking. She looked O U I of the window

and thou ght abour the main man . How im portant was he?
Gra m con tin ued rho qncsrioni ng.

' W hal abou t you, J im rny?' he asked. ' W here have you
been all day?'

' Here,' said Brown. 'I've been here. I haven't been out all
day.'

' Is there anyo ne who's seen you or been with you?' C ram
asked.

' No ,' said Brown.

' No visitors!'

'No .'

Brow n gO l" up off the floo r and started loo king a little
bra ver than befo re.

, ow, come 0 11 , you two . I've answered your questions,'

he said . ' What's all this about? W hal's Momg been
doing?'

Logan looked at C ran t. C ran r sat down 0 11 the a rm or
the clcancsr chair.

'jimmy,' he sa id, 'you'd better sit down. I'm afraid l'vc
gOI some bad news for you. '

T hey •Irove fro m Jim my Brow n's f1 al 10 rhc Lo ndon Road
police statio n. Gran t and Logan sat ill rhc from of the car,

Brown ill the back. He had cried when C rnn t rold him

17



abOUI Morag. \Vhen he had stopped crying, they told him
he would have to come to the police station. He would
have to loo k :11 the body so -dlat they co uld be sure it was

Morag. I l l' would also have to ralk to officers from the
Robbery Unit abo ut what was in his bedroom . Logan
did n't tell him that she would 11 :1 \'c some more q ucsuous
for him later.

As Gram drove, Logan thought about the peo ple who
had come into her life today: Ronni c Compbcll, murderer:
jinuuy Brown, robber; Morag Mackenzie, dead .u rhe age
of . .. How old was she? 'lwcury-six? Twenty-seven?
Certainly nor much older.

\Xl hl: 1l they arrived at the po lice station, it was seven
thiny. Logan asked a yOUllg sergeant to lake Brown to

look at rhe body. As 50 0 11 as they had lcfr, she turned to

C ram.
' He wasn't Id ling the trut h about this afrcrnoou ,' she

said .
' \V'asn't he?' asked C ram .
, 0,' replied Logan. ' He had this evening's paper in lhe

flat. T he evening paper comes o ut :11 abour (W O o'clock. So
either he went our to buy it or a visito r brought il in.'

'You didn't question him about it.' said Grant.
, o. I thought I'd leave it (ill later,' said Logan . ' l ie

might talk more easily here.'
Gram smiled and then said , ' He's lefi-handcd. '
' Y<''S, I saw,' said Logan, 'And tall.'
'And he's not a very nice person.'
'N o,' said Logan. ' But rluu doesn't make him a

murderer. '
'True,' said Gram . ' But yO ll wouldn't .
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' . . . be surprised if he was,' finished Logan, smiling.
'And what about the main man?' sill' asked.

"h's an interesting choice of words, isn't it?' said G rant.
' Y<''S,' said Logan. ' Ir is unusual. Bur l've heard I (

befo re.'
'So meone who thi nks they're imporram ,' said Gra m,

more to himselfthan to Logan.
' Right,' said Logan, puning a hand on Gram's shoulde r.

' When Jimmy's had a look at rhc body, lock him lip and
gel someo ne from the Robbery Unit to go and talk 1'0 him
about all those srolcn things. T hey'll also need 1'0 go round
to his flat and pick everything up. T hen come and fi nd me

in my onlce.'
' Righ t,' said Gram.

Logan was read ing th ro ugh Ron nie Cam pbell's po lice
record and making notes in a small black notebook when
G raru returned. As he came through the <1001', she looked
at her watch, It was eight Iifeccn but it was still very light

outside.
"111e bod y is Morag Mackenzie's,' Cram told Logan.
'Yes, someone rang to tell me,' she replied. 'Any news on

the envelope or the knife"
'T he scientists will GIll us as soon as possible about the

envelope. T he search has fi nished and they haven't found a
knife,'

' What about St Margarcr's Loch? Maybe the killer threw
rhc knife ill the water,' said Logan. St Margarcr's Loch W:IS

a smallman-made lake in Hclyrood Park. 'Get some divers
1'0 check rluu in the morn ing.'
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'Right. mad am ,' said G ra m .

' Do we have a ny idea where Campbcl l mighr go?' she

asked .

' Nor really,' said Granr . ' I spoke ro the priso n. He had
one visito r in the last twelve mo nths: his lawyer.'

'O f co urse, at rh is time of year it 's warm eno ugh IQ sleep

outside ,' Logan said . She went on: 'I've also been thinking

abo ut how he' ll get mo ney.'

' He'll probably steal it ,' said G ra nt.

Logan said no thi ng fo r a few mom en ts. T hen she spoke:

'Campbel l was sen t ro priso n fo r fi fteen years. '

"lhar's righ t,' said G ram .

' He's still gOt quite a long time left,' said Logan.

' Yes,' ag reed G ra nt. 'And because he's ill trouble again

now, he wo n', get o u t early. He' ll be in there fo r eighr more

yea rs.

"Th ere's somethin g strange abo ur rhis m urder, ' said

Lo gan. ' I th ink if we wan t ro find our who mu rdered

Morag Mackenz ie we' ll need to look in to Craig Sinclair's
mu rder again .'

G ra nt looked nt her bu r said nothing. He had only

wo rked with Inspecto r Logan fo r th n...c years, bu t he knew

rhar she was often righr.

Logan looked through a few p:lges of her no tebook.

'Craig Sinclair had a sisrcr,' she sa id . 'Jean Drummond.
marri ed . T here's a n address fo r her in the New 'Town, St

Stephcn Sneer. Let's see if she srill lives there. G o and

orga nise rhc d ivers for to morrow and I' ll meet yOll in th e

car park in tell minutes.'

' \'<'hat abour J immy Brown?' asked G ran t'.

' Let the Robbery Unir ralk to him ron ighr,' sa id Logan.
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' \'<'e' ll ta lk ro him romorro w, I'm mo re in rcrcsrcd ill find ing

out about Sinclair's murdcra r rhc rnorncu r.'

T he O ld Town of Ed inbu rgh is a fairly smal l area

a ro und the Castle and the Palace of Holyroodh ousc. 5,
Stephe n Srrccr is in the Ne w Tow n, 1I0 t far from Princes

Str eet. And alth ough this parr of rhc city is already more

than tw o hundred years o ld , it is still called rite New Town.
As rhcy drove through th e srrccrs of Ed inburgh at eigh t

thirty on this wa rm J une evening, Logan looked ar the busy

sneers and the stone ho uses. She rhough r to herself, as she

ofre il d id , rhar Ed inburgh must' be on e of rhc most

beautifu l cit ies in the wo rld. She had been ro Lo ndo n once

bu t she had n't liked it'. London was roo big, roo no isy, too

dirty Edin bu rgh W:lS just righr.

As they n uned into Sr Step hcn Strccr and parked, rhc ca r

phone r:ll1 g. G rant picked ir up . He listened fo r a minute,

then sa id good bye a nd put the phone down.

"They've found rhc Audi, ' he said . ' In a ca r park Ileal' [he

Haym arkcr Station. '

"Ihar's near Da iry Road,' said Loga n, 'whe re Morag

Mackenzie was living.'

' Yes. They're searching the a rea but Campbcll co uld be

a nywhere by now. He wo n', go back 1'0 the ca r. T hat wo uld

be com pletely stupid.'
"I rue ,' said Loga n. 'O K. Let 's go and see what Sinclair's

. I 'srsrcr ms ro say.
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Sr Srcphcn Stree t is a na rrow street with tall buildings o n

each side. Almost all rhe buildings are now Rats; a co uple

arc pubs and the re a rc a few shops. G rant and Logan

walked up the steps ro the from door of c ue of the
build ings and srudicd the nam es o n the wall next ro the

door.
' Drummon d . First floor.' G ram poin ted ro the name.

Logan and G rant walked lip the srairs . Gram knocked at

a doo r and it was op ened by a wo man in her ea rly rhirrics.

' Yes?' said the wo ma n,

' M rs jean D rummond? ' asked Logan.

'Yes.'
'I'm lnspccror Logan , Ed inb urgh Police,' said Logan.

'I'm sorry it's so late. Could I [rave a few words with you,

I ,.P case.
'orcourse,' said Jean Drununond. 'Co me in.'
Jean Drummond had shoulde r-leng th blo nde hair, blue

eyes and a \\':11"111 smile. She was wC:lring jeans and a shirt

rhar was 100 big and almo st came dow n ro her knees.

'So lTY about :111 this,' she said, pointing ro tables and

chairs 0 11 top of each o ther and several boxes of boo ks on

the floo r. 'I'm pain ring the living room . I was going to do it

when we came here eight ye:lfS ago and I've fi nnlly starred.
Co me iruo the kitchen and sit down. \X!ou ld yo u like a cup

of tea?'

'T hank you,' sa id Logan. 'T hat wou ld be nice.'

Chapter 4 Bags ofmoney G ram and Logan sar down 011 wooden chairs by the

kitchen tab le while Jean Dnuumond made some tea. The

kitchen was d ean and welcom ing. Yel low walls, yellow

cur tains . It was ligh t" and airy. It felt" com fortable ro sit in.

Logan could n't think of anywhere more different fro m

J ill1 my Brown's (Jar.

'I'm afraid we've co me ro ask you some q uestions abo u t'

your brot her,' C raig. and his death,' sa id Logan. 'I'm SOlTY

to come round and ask about the past, bur it migh t be

imporran r.'

Jean D rurnmond put so me ClipS and :1 teapot o n the

table and looked ar Logan. She was no longer sm iling bur

her eyes still seemed soft and warm .

' Inspector, don't wo rty abo ut the past. I don'r. I was very

sad when Cmig was killed bu t it was no great surprise. I-I e

was often in trouble. Even when he was a boy he was in

trouble ar school. By rhc time he was fourteen , the po lice

were always com ing rou nd to our house 10 speak to him . I

was sad when he died. Very sad. I mean, he was Illy bro ther
and I loved him. Bur . . . '

She stopped speaking and passed tea 10 Logan ;11 1(\ rhcn

to G rant.
'Mrs Drum mond .' said Logan, ' ] do n't know if you've

heard the news toda y, but Ronnic Campbcll, the man

who W;IS in prison for rhc murder of your brother, has

escaped.'

Jean Drummon d pur dow n her Clip. Logan and C ram

could almo st" sec rhe d ifferent rhough rs go ing th rough her

head .

'And rhc girl who said she saw Campbcll with your

brother a ll the night he d ied was mu rdered roday,'

\
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jean Drununon d's hand flew up ro her 111 0l11h and she

mad e a sll":mge low sound . Logan reached out and P'!' her

hand sofily all the woma n's arm .
' Don't wo rry,' Logan said. 'Carn pbcll wo n't be uucrcsted

in you.'
Jean Drummond's eyes were wide open. She looked very

afraid. 'But he m ight be,' she said. Her voice so unded very
wo rried . 'Campbcl l always said that he d id n't real ly know

C mig at all , but 1always rhouglu they were friends. 1saw

them together five o r six times at least. I though t they were

probab ly wo rking togeth er, stealing and so o n. That's what

I told the po lice. And I'm sure Campbcll wo n't have

forgotten tha t.'

Logan and G ram looked at each other. Then Logan

turned to Jean Drummond. ' I really don 't think yo u're in

any danger,' she said , 'but or co urse we can't rake allY

chances. \Vle co uld ask for a policewoman to stay with you

unti l we find Campbcll.'
jean D rurumond sat qui etly for a mom en t, thinking.
'Yes, I think I would like rhar,' she said finally. ' My

husband is away o n business at the moment and 1 do n't

wanr 10 be in rhc f1:11 alon e.'

Logan nodded at G rant, who wcn r O Ul of th e roo m to

phon e for a policewoman .
Logan spoke to [eau Dnuumond again. ' You said your

brot her was often ill trouble with the police?'

'Yes . I always knew Craig was :1 criminal,' she sa id . ' I
mean, he always had mOllcy and he never had a job. 1:0 1' a

lon g lime I rhouglu he was JUSt a small criminal. You kno w,

buying and selling things rha r were srolcn . Perhaps stealin g

things himsel f somet imes :IS well. I used la th ink rhar he
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wasn't a serio us cr iminal and that one day he'd gmw lip and

gel :1 job .'

G rant came q uietly back into rhc roo m and sat down.

Logan sa id no thing, wairing to see if JC:1 n Drummon d

warned 10 say more.

' I haven't though t about Craig for a long time,' said Jean,

stand ing lip and loo king out of the window down 10 the

street be low. ' I always though I he would leave his life o f

crime. 13111 on e eveni ng he came ro und 10 sec me. He'd had

tOO much to d rink and he W:1S full of talk about mon ey. I
saw then rhnr he had decided how he would live his life.

I saw rhcu that he would always be a crim inal.'

Again Logan said nothing. Somcrimcs it was better to [et

people follow their thou ghts .

Jean D rummond turned back from the window wit h a

liulc sm ile o n her face. 'I'd almos t forgo tten abo ut rhat

evening. 1 remember C raig said something stra llge. He said

something like "I'm going to gcr bags o f mon ey." I thought
he mean t he W:1S go ing to gel lors of mo ncy. 1 though t he

was telling ru e tluu he was go ing to beco me \'cry rich , so

I said some thing like "That'l l be nice to have bags o f

mali c)'." I3Ul he said, " No. No. I'm going to gct bags
o f mon cy. He thinks he's M r Big around here . .. " 1asked
him who he W::lS talki ng abo ur, but he JUSt repeated "bags

of money". I don't know what he meant. Anyway, he'd

had fa r 100 much to d rin k so it probably d idn 't mean

an)'llung.'
JC;1l1 Drum mcn d did not sec C ram loo k across at Logan ,

but Logan did. G rant had ga l' som ething. 11" was something

th :n the woman had said . Logan could n't think what It was

and she wo uld havc to wait 1'0 fi nd O UI.
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' Bags,' said Cram as he open ed the car doo r and gOt in, ' is

Roberr Baxr cr.'
' You mean the Rob crr Baxtcr who ow ns thc big spons

cen tre out Oil rhc Corsrcrphiuc Road ?' asked Logan .
'T hat's him . And , of co urse, rhc Robcrr Baxtcr rhar the

Serious C rimes Unit have been trying to c atch for such a
lon g rime. '

' How is ir rhat r ou know he's called Bags and I don't!'

said Logan , sm iling. \Vhen she and G ram had starred

wo rking rogcrhcr rhrcc years ago . Logan had qu ickly

realised that G rant was a vc ry good pol icema n. He had

ways of gcn ing infonnmiou that o ther people couldn't fi nd

out , and he forgot very lirrlc.
'I'd be sur prised if yOIl d id know he's called Bags.' said

G ram. 'O nly peo ple who grew lip in Ed inb urgh wo uld

know.'

Logan was fro m Pcu icuik. a town abo ut fifrceu

kilom crres so urh of Edinburgh .

' Baxtcr grcw up in a poor pa rt of town,' co nt inued

Cram. ' He W:IS a wild kid , but he only got c aught by th e

po lice o nce:

' \Xthat fo r?' asked Logan . as she knew G ram wanted her

ro.
'For stealing all o ld lady's handbag. He ran pas t her in

the stree t and rook it. Unluck ily for him , he rail srraigh r

Jean Dnnnmond was smiling 10 herself, remembering
her brother.

' J haven't rhougiu about rhar for ages ,' she 5.1;d. as she 5.1 1

d OWII 0 11 one o f rhc kitchen chairs. T ill sorry. YOll must
think I can', SlOp talking. lr's jusr that I haven't ralkcd about
C raig for ages.'

' No. You don ', have ro be SOlT)',' said Logan. 'T hank )'0 11

lu r see ing LIS. Yo u've been vcr)' help fu l.'

Aflcr telling [can Drununond rhar a poli cewom an

would ar rive in abo ut half an hour, Logan and G rau r sa id

goodbye and lcf the Ilat. As rhey walked down the stairs,

Lo gan looked m G~ IIr.

'O K: she said . ' \Xlhal d id jean Drumrn ond say that was
so inrcrcsring?'

' \Xld l: said C ram. 'Cmig Sinclair had drunk f ir (00

much. \'(fhar if he didn'r 53)' he was go ing to gcr "bags o f

money"? W hat if he actually said he was go ing 10 gcr
" IJ' ''>'agss mOllcy .

'And who ,' asked Logan, ' is Bags?'

C rmu g:tvc hera big sm ile.

Chapter 5 Questions for Robert Baxter
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into the a rms of a poli cem an . After tha t, his friends called

him ' Bags' Baxtcr fo r a while.'

'Bur not now?' asked Loga n.

, 0 , he's toO rich and impo rtant now,' said Gra m. 'And,

o f course, peo ple a rc afraid of him .'

'Yes, ' said Logan , 'they certain ly a rc.'

Fo r rhe resr of rhc journey back to the Lon don Road

po lice srarion, neither G r:lIlr nor 1..0g:l11 spo ke. Logan was

deep in thought abour Roben Baxtcr.
T he Serious C rimes Unit had warned to catch Baxtcr fo r

a long time but he'd been toO clever. Baxrcr W:1S the man

behind a 101 o f the c rime in Edinburgh. He planned ir,
o rganised it and made :1 lo t of mo ney from it. He also

owned businesses rhar were not crim inal and made a lot o f

money from those too. Baxtcr was a hard ma n. I-Ie

expected rhe people who wo rked (o r him (0 do what they

were told wirhonr question . People who d id not fo llow his

o rders found out how hard he was. Ir was said Ih:1I he had

killed more th:1I1 one perso ll. However, rhc police had

never found anything and ir was diffi cult fo r them 10 get

information about Baxrcr bec ause peo ple were 100 afraid 10

mlk.
\Xthen Logan and G ram ar rived back at the London

Road po lice sta tion. it was nearly rcn o'clock. Logan spo ke:

' \Vc' lI need to talk 10 Mr Baxtcr tom orrow, G ram. Find

out where he's going 10 be at nine thin)' in the mo rning

and let me know before you go home.'

' Right, madam ,' said G rant.

Lugan wen t lip to her office. O n her desk were rwo notes

front die scientists. The fi rst ncrc said that the re were rhrcc

fingerprin ts on the en velope. Two of rhcm were Morag
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Mackcnzics's: o ne was not. T hat fingerprin t m ight be

useful if rhcy could find O U I whose it was. T here was no

info rma tion abo ut the han dwrit ing o n rhe from of rhe

envelope. T he writing o n rhc back was Morag's. T he

seco nd norc said tha t the scicmisrs were looking m the blue

Aud i and the)' wo uld let Logan know whar rhcy fou nd o ur
the ncx r day.

Logan turned her chair away from her desk and sar

looking out of the window. She thought about th e IW O

people who were dead : Craig Siuclair, killed seven )'ea rs

:lgO, and Morag Mackenzie, killed not mu ch mo re than

seven ho urs ago. Were rhey killed b)' diffe ren t people o r

W :l S ir pe rhaps the 5.1 111C person ? \'(th)' had Ronnic

C ampbcl! escaped? H ad he killed Mo rag because she had

helped 10 ptll him in prison ? \Vould he kill aga in? O r was

there ano rhcr reaso n for his escape? \'(thar abo ut J immy

Brow n? \Xl.1S he jusr a rob ber? O r was he a m urderer lOO?

And now there was Roberr Baxrcr. \Vhat was his pa r! in

rhis sto r),? Was he left-handed or right-handed? She would
fi nd 0111 in the morn ing.

Ar nine thi rty rhc next mo rn ing Logan and C mu r were

standing beside a ll indoor rcn uis court a r the Robcn Baxter

Sports Cent re w:llching rwo men pia)' tennis. The taller of

the two, fair -baircd and in his late thirt ies, threw n ba ll in

the a ir and hit it hard with the racket in his right han d .

Logan knew from pictures she had seen in rhc pape rs thal

th is was Robcn Baxrcr. T he other man missed the ball
completely.

'C am e, set and match : said Boxtcr. 'Six love, six two.'
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The men shoo k hands. 'T hanks for the game,' said Bnxrcr.

f\S Baxtcr came 01Y the co urt, Logan and Cranr walked

lip to him.
' M r Baxrcr , I'm lnspcc ror Logan o f rhc Ed inburgh Po lice

and this is Sergeant Cranr.' Logan showed him he r ID

GIrd . ' I was hoping we could talk 10 )'O U for a few miu urcs.'

'O f cou rse, Inspector: said Baxrcr. 'I'm always happy IQ

help the police.' His vo ice was friendly but Logan looked

into his cyes. They were grey and ha rd .

' If it's all righ t with you, luspecro r,' said Baxrcr, 'I'd like

IQ have a quick shower first and then we could talk in my

office.'

'OK,' agreed Loga n.

'T he re a rc some SC:IIS b), the fro m entrance,' said Baxtcr.

' If you wait th ere, I' ll be VCf) ' quick .'

Ten minutes later, Baxtcr led Logan and C ram through

the spo ns cen tre re wards his office. Logan watched Baxtcr

walking easily in from o f her. H is suit looked lralian and

Logan thought it IllUSI have COSt at lea st £ 1500. Baxtcr was

also wea ring a dark blue shin with a light blue tie. There

was a large gold ring o n the linlc fi nger o f his Icrt hand .

And his shoes. which looked Italian tOO, probably cost as

much :IS the suir. Here was a man who liked spend ing his

money on clo thes.

T hey arrived :11 Haxter 's office and he held the doo r open

for Logan and G ran r 10 walk in. It was a large ai r)' room

with expensive-looking fumi urrc.

'C offee?' asked Baxrcr, nodd ing at the coffee machine on

a small tab le at the side of the roo m.

' No, thank you ,' said Logan. ' We' ll t r), to rake as lit t le of

)'o ur tim e as possible. \Ve know you'rea bu sy man .'
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Baxrcr got a cu p of co free for himself and sal' down

opposite Logan and G rant.

' W h:lI can I do for )'ou, Inspector?' he asked . He took a

cigarette from a woode n bo x on his desk and lit it with a

gold lighter.

'JUSt a couple of things, really,' said Logan . 'A young

woman was murdered yesterday in Holy rood Park.'

'Yes . I read about it in the pape r this morn ing: said

Bnxrer. 'A terrible business.'

' Her name was Mo rag Mackenzie. I Iavc )'ou ever mer

her or spo ken to her?'

Baxrcr th ought for a moment o r two .

' Morag Mackenzie,' he sa id slowly. ' 0 , I don't think I

know that nam e. Of course, she migh t have used the SPOrtS

cent re here. I co uld get so meo ne to find out , if you like. I
mean , I know somc of th e people who co me here bu t nOI

all of them. There are b r 1'00 mall)'.'

'T hat's a ll right,' said Loga n. ' I don 't think she was a \'e r)'

Sport)' l)'pe of person.' She gave a little smile and then

con tinued . 'T he other question is abo ut rhc pasl. Did )'ou

ever know a man called Craig Sinclai r? D id he wo rk for

)'0 11 o r we re )'Oll friends with him ?'

Baxrcr looked as if he W:IS thinking hard . His han d ca me

up to his ch in. 'C raig Sinclair. No , I don't thi nk so . I don't

thin k I know tha l name at all. Again. I could get someone

10 find o ut if he W: IS wo rking here but ... ' Baxrcr d id no t

finish the sen tence.

' Well, that's it ,' sa id Logan, stand ing up .

' I'm so rry I couldn't be more help, luspcctor. ' sa id

Baxtcr. also stan din g lip. ' I hope yOll find rhe perso n you're

loo king lo r.'
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' [ hope so 100 ,' said Logan . She looked round nr Baxtcr's
office. ' You've don e very well for yourself Mr Baxter. I

understand )'ou co me from o nc of rhc poorer P :l fl S of
Ed inburgh, and )'et now yo u're an impo rtan t businessman
with a num ber o f fine com panies.'

'I've wo rked hard ,' said Baxrcr, smiling a linlc . ' If I do
somcrhing. I like 10 do it well. Now, if you'll excuse me,' he
co ntinued, picking up the phone. ' I have an important call
10 make.'

As Logan and Gr.tTll lcf rhe roo m, rhcy could hear

Baxtcr speaking.
' \,(fhat do )'ou mean he's nor there!' he said . ' Find O Ul

where he is. Tell him the main mall wants ro speak 10 him .'
O utside the spo rts centre, Logan and G ram sat ill the

car. Across the car park Logan could sec a dark green

Mcrccdcs. T he e ll" num ber was RB I.

'So,' said Logan , 'do )'0 11 think Baxrcr is Mora g

Mackenzie's main rnan!'
'That's JUSt rho question I W:lS asking myself,' said C rmu.

' BllI even if he is, t1l:l1 doesn't mean he killed her. Anyway,

he's right-handed .'
Logan put on her scat belt and sran cd rbc car. 'W har d id

)'0 11 thin k o f him?' she asked .
' I think his clo thes probably COSt :IS much mo nc)' as I

earn in a mon th ,' said G rant .
' I d idn't know )'ou were so imcrcsred in fashio n,' said

Logan, and the)' both laughed . G rant always wore a blue
jacket and grey tr ousers. So mehow, even when he wore a
I H.;W jacket o r new trousers, rhcy always looked old.

'T here was so mething else str;lIlge though,' she said .
' \'(fh:H was thal?' asked Gmnr.
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' He d idn't seem arnl l surprised by Ihl: q uestions. '
' I low do )'ou mean ?' asked C ranr.
' \'(fell, he didn't w anr ro know why wc were asking him

about these lWO people,' replied Logan . ' I mean , if
someone started asking yOH q uestions about two people
you'd never beard o f, wo uld n't y O ll wan t 10 know why! '

' I S('C what yOll mean ,' said G r:HlI. ' Y("S, lh:! t IS

in rcrcsrin g. I hadn'r rhough r o r rba t.'

As Logan turned rhe car our o r the spo rts centre o n 10

Corsrorphinc Road , the car phone r.tng. G"' 1l1answered if.
He listened for a mo men t rhcn said, ' Hold o n, please.'

l Ie tu rned 10 Logan .

" rhiuk you might wanr IQ take this Co111. It's )'our
joumnlisr friend , 1:,111 Macffonald. He says he knows
where Ronnic Cam pbel l is.'
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Logan slopped the car ar the side o f the road . She and
G rant quickly gm out and changed places so char he could
d rive. As she g O I back into the car. she picked up the

phone.
'Tam.' she said . 'arc y Oll doing Ill}' job for me again?'

T here W:lS :I laugh at the other end of the phone.
'J e IlIlY, Ill )' dear,' ' 1':1111'5 vo ice CHllC down the pho ne. '1

could never do it as wd l as you do .'

Logan laughed too.
'Seriously; sa id l am, ' I heard th at y O ll were lead ing the

search fo r Ronuic Carnpbcll. Well, I'm looking :11 him

right now.'
' \,(/here arc you?' asked Logan.
' Well, he's silt ing 0 11 rhe grou nd outside j cnucr's

dcparuncm store in Princes Srrcer holding O U I his h:1I fo r

people 10 pur mon ey in: said Tarn , 'and I'm 0 11 rhc other

side of the road looking like a rou nsr. '
Logan looked :11 G r:HlI. ' jcn ncr's, Princes Street. Q uick:

she said .
Grant turned o n the blue ligh t, p U I it o ut o n the roof o f

the car and pull ed int o the traffic.
' You co uld never look like a to urist, 'ram,' said Logan

into the phone.
"1:11 11 laughed . Like quit e a few Sco ts, he had red hair.

Logan spoke into the pho ne again, 'Arc yOIl sure it's

Campbcll? '
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'Don't worry, ' said Tarn, 'I' ll be waiting aro und (or my
d inner invitation after giving you info rmatio n like this.'

Logan laughed.

' I am now,' sa id Tarn. 'At first [ thought he was JUSt

another heggar who lives on the sneer and asks peo ple for
llloney.'

' How clever o f him!' said Logan.

' What do you mean ?' asked Tarn .

' Wel l, his pho to is in the papers and on the televisio n

and everyone's looking for him,' said Logan.
'So?' sa id Tam.

'So, nobody looks :\1 SHeet peop le ,' she explained. ' It's
the best place to hide. He's right in fro nt o f us, bur in a

place we'd never think to look. It explains how he's gell ing
mon ey, too .'

' Very clever,' agreed Tarn.

'You're sure it 's him , aren't you?' Logan asked suddenly.

'Oh yes,' said "1:'111 , ' I wrote onc or IWO pieces about till:

Siuclair murder so I know what Cam pbclllooks like.'

' Keep your cye a ll hirn.'
'Sure,' said Tarn. ' But listen , 1 followed him to jcnncr's

fro m Holyrood Park.'

' Holyrood Park?' repea ted Logan . 'Wh m was he do ing
there?'

' I've no idea. I WCIll o ut there 10 have a look at where

Morag Mackenzie was murdered . As 1 was leaving, I saw

Campbcll. So I lefr my car in the park and followed him

on foot lip here. 1 waited uuul he stopped somewhere
befo re 1 rang you.'

' \'\/e' ll be there in a few m inutes,' said Lo gan, 'so wait for
•us.
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' ['11 sec )'O U ill a few min utes.' she sa id , and tu rned her

pho ne o ff lr was un usual for a police officer and a

jo ur nalist to be close friends bur she and Tam were.
T he road was fairly clear as they reached rhc Hayrnarkcr,

and tWO min utes lmcr they were at the west end of Princes

Srrccr. G ram ru m cd off the light and b rought it inside the

ca r again. T he)' d rove slowly along the street with the rest

o f the traffic. jcnncr's was at rhc f.'\ r end at Princes Street o n

their left. As Logan looked along the SHCC t in fro nt of her,

she could see a man silt ing in fro nt of rhe departm en t

store. T here was a hat o n the gro und next to him.
'I'll gCI OUI here,' she said, gcrring OUI quickly and

shutt ing rhc doo r as Gram sropped the car.
G rant drove o n again and stopped JUSt past the fro m

doo r of the store. He gOI OUI and walked back quickly,

Logan and G ram walked towards Ronnic Carnpbell at

the same time. As the)' gOt near, he looked up :In<1

sudde nly realised they were police officers. He moved faster

than seemed possible. In seconds he was o n his Iccr and

run uiug across the road . Cars had to stop sudde nI)' and

there was a loud noise of screa ming metal anti breaking

glass, as othe r cars hit those that had stopped.

' Police! Stop!' shouted G rant, running across the road

after Campbcll . Logan followed , pulli ng her phone out of

her pocket 10 c al l fo r help. As Cam pbcll reached the other

side o f the road , he rumcd right, running fast alon g the

side of th e road looking for a wa), iuro th e Princes Street

G ardens. Suddenly a short rcd -haircd person jumped our

of the crowd and threw his arms rou lid Carnpbcll's legs. It

was Tarn tvlacDo nald . tvlacDo nald and Campbcl l fel l 10

the ground , with Cam pbcll fi ghtin g ro gel" awa)'. Seconds

}G

later C ranr arr ived. I-I e pu lled one of Campbcll's a rms

round beh ind his back and pushed it lip between his

sho ulde rs. Campbcll sto pped fighting and b), there all the

ground. Then Logan arrived , pulled he r po lice ID card OUI

of her pocket and showed it to Campbcll.
' Ronnic Campbcll,' she sa id , 'yo u're wan ted fo r escapin g

fro m a priso n van near D undee yeste rday mo rn ing, for

stealing a ca r, and we've got a 10 1 of orhcr q uestion s we

wan t to ask yOll too . So get on yo ur fccr and we're all going

down 10 rhc London Road po lice smiion .'

She turned 10 Tarn Macffonald , who W:lS gell ing to his

feel and brushing down his clo thes with his hands. I-I e was

wearing jea ns, a dark grccn "l-shin and a brown jacke t.

' H i, jenn y,' he said to Logan.

' Well do ne, Tam !' she said. ' I did n't know )'o u were good

at rugby,'

'Actually, I played for the first ream at schoo l,' said T:'1 11l

with a big sm ile.
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Back ar rhc Londo n Road po lice station, Logan and Gra nt

sat opposite Cam pbcl l in a window less room. T he d ock on

the wall showed eleven thin )'. A ClSSCI{C recorder 0 11 rhc
table record ed their co nversation. Ronnic S;1t forward in his
cha ir, his arm s on the table , his head in his han ds. He was

wear ing a white "l-shin , jeans and traine rs. A blue jacket

was on the back of his chair. A paper Ctl p of warcr was a ll

rile rablc in front of h im . Since they had brought h im in to

the room he had said no thing.
Loga n wailed un ti l Campbcll looked IIp at her. ' W hy

d id yo u escape , Rcnnic" she asked.
Campbcll looked her slTaight in the eye. ' B CClt ISC I

warned 10 gel OUt ,' he replied .
' Do n', play games with us,' said C ranr crossly. 'You

know what the inspecto r mean s.'

Cam pbclllooked ar G raIH and said no thing.

Logan spo ke again . ' Rouuic, )'OU know th ar first, almost

no-on e (,·sclpes. Seco nd . if you do escape, you are almost

certain ly c aught. Third . t ile on ly W:I)' to stay free is ro have

friends outside to give yOll lllo ne)' and ger )'OU out of rhe

COUlUr)'. And yOll don't ha ve an)' fr iends outside, do you?'

Campbcl! said norhing. Logan and Gran t said no thing.

T he roo m stayed quiet.

After a few mi nutes Logan said, ' Do y Oll remem ber the

girl who sa id she saw yOll an d Sinclair ill the Abborsford
Arms?'

Chapter 7 A Vel] good reason to kiLL Campbcll looked up again. T his lime his eyes loo ked

hard . He srill said norhing.

' Do you remember her nam e!' asked Logan .

C nmp bcl l said not hing. Logan loo ked ar Gram.

'Come o n, Ronnic,' said G ram . 'I've told y Oll - srop the

g:llllcs. You remember M orag M acken zie. You won't forger

her name qu ick ly, will you? \'(/c1I , she was killed yesterda y,

SOOIl aficr yo u escaped . In facr probably about the rime )'0 11

gOl 10 Edinburgh. Som eone cut her th roat. '
T here was a Srl":lllge look on Ron uic's face: he looked

sur prised and afraid.

G r:mt cont inued: 'T he inspecto r asked why yO Ll escaped.

My answer is rhar you've spent seven years in prison

because o f Morag Mackenzie and you've still gOt time left
to spend there. Mo rag Mackenzie gave the police

import an t info rm ation rhar meant yo u were caught and

sent to prison. I think yo u escaped so yOIl could find

Morag an d murder her ... '

Cam pbcil jumped up om of his chair.

'S lOP it!' he shou ted. ' I d idn 't kill Mo rag Ma cken zie and

didn't kill C mig Sinclair. I d idn 't CVCIl know lomg

Macken zie was dead.'

' Bur )'ou did know where she lived, didn'r you?' sa id

Logan . She wasn't at all sure dun he did know bur it
seemed possible since (he blue Aud i was found near her
(I:H.

' Yes, I did ,' Campbcll said . ' I know someon e who knows

her.'

'So what happened when you wen t ro sec her?' said

Logan . Agai n she d id n't know that he had been to scc

M orag bUI il seemed possible; probable even.
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' I d idn't sec her,' said Cam pbcll.
'You were seen,' sa id G ram , following Logan's thoughts

and lcn iug Cnmpbcll think rhcy knew mo re rhnn they

neurall y d id. ' \Vc found the ca r nea r her fl at and yOll were

seen going there.'
' I went the re,' said Campbcll, ' bur she wasu'r in. T here

was no-one there.'
'So where was Jimmy Brown ?' Logan thought 10

herself Then she remembered the evening pape r ill

Mo rng's flat and realised rhnr Brown rnusr have gone our

at so me PO Ill!.
'So what d id rOll do then?' she asked.

' Well, I JUSI walked the streets for a lime.'

' \Veren't you worried thar someone might realise who

you were fro m rOllr pic ture ill the p.."lpers o r o n the

televisio n?' asked Logan.
Camp bell loo ked :u Logan. ' Nobody looks at peo ple

who live 0 11 the StrCCI,' hc said.
Logan nodded slowly and rhcn looked at C ran r.

' Where did )'OU spend the nigh t?' C ram asked .

Ca mpbcll.
' Holyrood Park.'
' H ad )'ou been there before?' asked G ram .

' W hat do )'Oll mean "befo re"?' said Campbell.
' Befo re yesterday evening, ' explained Gra nt.

'No, ' said Cam pbcll. ' I got there about ten or eleven I II

the evening. lr was already dark. 1 slept lip on the hillside

about halfway up Arthur's Scar.'
It seemed lO Logan that Cump bcll was beginning ro ralk

mo re Freely Perhaps he migh r give her rhc iufonnarion she

had waurcd earlier.
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'So why d id yo u wan r ro sce Morag Mackenzie!' she

asked.

Campbcll was qu iet for n few mo ments, purring his

thoughts toget her and deciding ifhe sho uld answer at all.

' You would n't un derstand ,' he said at last.

"Iry me,' 5:1;<1 Logan.

" was beg inning 10 go mad in pr iso n. lr's a terrible place.

More ter rible th an you can possibly know. Seven ycar:. is :1

lo ng lime. I d id n't know how lo ng I co uld IaSI. And I was

in there for something I didn't <10.'

Campbcll sro ppcd and loo ked at Logan and Gra m ,
w:lil ing for them to say rhcy d id nOI bel ieve him. They

stayed q uic r. knowing rha r if they spo ke, C arn pbcll wo uld

5."ly nothing more.

T or a rime I thought there wou ld be som e new

informa tion abo ur Sinclai r's murder,' coruinucd C am pbcll.
' I hoped the police would find out who really d id it. Bill

Ill}' lawyer ca me (0 see me so me lime ago and said Ihat

there was no chance of rhar happe nin g.'

l ie sroppcd for a mo ment and d ran k so me water. ' I had

110 hOIX" No ho pe of gell ing OUI. No hope o f people
believing Ihal I d idn't kill Siuclair, No hope. And then

there was a chance 10 escape so I too k it. I d id n't think

nbour it . I jusr rook rbc chance when it came.'

'And Momg?' asked Logan quietly
'She hadu'r told the rn nh ,' said Campbcll. 'and I wanted

ro know why. I wanted 10 find our wh)' she had said she'd

seen us rogcrhcr the nigh t Sinclair was m urdered . I didn't
even know her. Perhaps someo ne had paid her ro say it. I ~ ll l

if so, who ? And why? I wanted ro fi nd our. '

'So, whar were your plans fo r today?' asked Logan.



'Sorry you've had to wait SO long,' s aid Lo gan sweetly, as

she and G r-lIlt cunc into the room where jinuny Brown

W :l S siuing, It was jusr afte r o ne o'clock. ' \Ve've been rat her
busy.' she added .

Brown just loo ked at her angrily.

' Been having an illleresting co nversatio n wirh rhc

Robber)' Unit?' asked C raru , siuing down 0 11 c nc of the

chairs opposite Brown.
'I've been up half the nigh r answering questions,' said

Brown. ' \X/hy don 't yOll go away and leave me alone? 1

know I'm ill trouble for rhe stolen things ill the flat. But 1

had nothing to do with Morag's m urder. j ust go away and

leave me alone.'

Lo gan sa t on the o ther chair opposite Brown and looked
ar him. 'jimmy, 1 just wan r to find the perso n who killed

Morag,' said Logan . ' Now, where were you yesterday"
'/\ t home,' said Brown. ' I rold you.'

' I know that's wha t yo u told us,' sa id Logan, 'bur that
wasn't the rrurh , was it?' As she said this, she looked Brown

straight in the eye. J immy looked back fo r a few seconds

bur rhcn loo ked away and starred to bite his lip.
' I followed Mo rag,' he sa id sofd y,

No-on e spoke.
' I d idn't kill her.' Brown spoke again. ' Really I didn't.'
'W hy didn't you tell us this before?' asked Logan.

' I know what the police arc like. ju st because I've been ill

' I was ho ping to ger so me more mo ney outside jcnncr's

this morni ng and then go and see if Morag was back at her

place this afternoo n.'

Logan and Grant lcfr n poli ce officer wirh Campbell and

we n t up to Logan's office fo r some co ffee.

'So, whar do y O ll think?' asked Logan .
' \Vell, he d idn't have a kni fe. or blood all over his

clo thes,' said G rant .
' But he does have a very good reason for w:lllt ing to kill

her: Logan said .

'Seven years in priso n: said C nuu .

Logan picked up a nwssage fro m her desk ami read it.

'T he search of Mcra g ami jinuny's fi ar,' she sa id . 'T he

scicm ists have taken away some knives for a closer look,

bur 11 0 clo thes with blood 0 11 them .'

She picked up auorhcr no te from her desk .

'Campbcll's fingcrprims arc 0 11 the inside of the blue
Audi . but there's nothing else of interest the re. They're a lso

checking the fingerprints on rhc envelope with our rec o rds.

So far rhcy aren't Campbcll's o r jimmy Brown's.'

She loo ked at her watch.
' I thin k we sho uld go and talk 10 jirnmy Brown now,

she said. ' I want 10 know how th at newspaper gO I iruo his

flat and if he really knew who Morag's main rnnn was.'

Chapter 8 The mystery car



trou ble befo re, yo u th in k yo u can ger me fo r a nything no w.

It" docsn'r matter whar I reil yOll. Yo u're all the same . So

why sho uld I rcll yo u a nyth ing ? And now, because I didn't
tell yo u the rrurh, yo u're go ing to chink rh:u I killed

Momg.' Bro wn was beginn ing to gel angry again.

'j immy;' said Logan patiently, ' Yo u're a cr im inal and I

do n't like yOll. Bur yo u do n', have to be afraid of me if yOll

d id n't murder Mo rag.'

jinuuy gave Logan a st r:lIlge loo k. Po lice officers d id n't

o frcn say th ings like that, not to peo ple like him anyway.

'So why d id yo u decid e to fo llow Mo rag?' asked Logan .

Brown looked down at the table as if dec id ing if he

sho uld tell rh c tru th or nor. Finally, he looked at G ram and

then at Logan. ' I wanted to fi nd o ur who rhc main ma n

was. '

' W hy?' asked Logan . 'W hy no w? W hy no t before?'

'Well, Morag a nd I'd o nly known each o ther six mon rhs.
\'Ve o nly go t the flat rogcrher :1 couple of months ago. I
d id n't wan r ro put my nose into her busin ess lOO early. So

I wa ited . U ntil no w. I thou gh t ir was rim e ro find o ur who

the main nun was.'

'And d id yo u fi nd o ur?' asked G ra nt.

' No,' sa id Brown .

' Let's go back to before Mora g went out ,' said Logan.

' \'Vhe n we spo ke 1O yOIl ar the fiar, yo u said rhar Mo rag

made a phone ca ll.'

"Thar's righ t' ,' said Ih oW11.

' Yo u tho ught she wanted to mccr her main man.'

'Yes, ' said Brown.

' D id she usually ring him o r d id he ring her?' asked

Logan.

Brow n gave Loga n an orhcr st range loo k. ' Yes, yesterda y

was unusua l. H e usually rang her. In f act, I do n't th in k I

can ever remem ber her calling him cxcc pr for yesterday.'

'So why do YOIl th ink she called him yesterday?' asked

Loga n.

' I do n't kno w,' said Brown, th inking hard .

'W har were yo u do ing befo re she called him ?' asked

Loga n.

' \Xfarch ing T V, Then sudde nly she jumped up and nude

the pho ne ca ll. I JUSt rhoughr she'd fo rgot ten some th ing.'

'W hat rim e did th is happen ?' asked Logan.
' I do n't kno w, M idday maybe. Yes, it' must have been

a round that t ime because we were watch ing the midday
,

news.

'O K,' said Logan. ' No w wha t t ime d id yo u say Mo rag

wen t o u t?'

'Soo n afrcr that ,' repli ed Brown .

L.Og;Hl loo ked at G ram an d he sta rred to ask rho
questions. ' W he re d id she go?' he said.

'S he walked do wn D airy Road towa rds rhc Hayrnarkcr,'
said Brow n. 'And then rhis ca r sto pped beside her. She go r

ill the ca r. And rha r was it'. T he car drove away.'

Logan sat back in her chair, th inking. Campbcll 's escape

wo uld h:lve been all the m idday news. Mcrag must have

seen that and phoned her ma in ma n. She starred liste n ing

10 Cranr and Brown aga in.

' Wha r kind of car?' asked C ranr.

' D o n't know,' said Brown.

' Big, sm all?' asked G ranl.

' Big,' said Brown, 'and :1 dark co lo ur. Blue o r g reen o r

somcrh ing. '
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G ram and Logan looked at each o ther.

' \'(/h ich?' asked Logan. ' Blue o r green? '

' I don't remem ber,'

' D id yo u sec the car num ber?' Logan asked.

'O h co me o n, lnspccror. ' said Brow n. "lr was juSt a car.'

' \'(Iha r was the perso ll ill the car like!' continued G rant.

' I don't know. T his :111happened abo ut fi fry metres away.

I could n't sec ve ry much.'

'Think back,' sa id Lo gan . ' Remem ber wha t happened.

Did y O ll sec anything else?'

' No. Not hing. '
' W hich way d id they d rive away?' asked C ram.

'T hey d rove up 10 W:lrC!S the Haym ark cr, ' said Brown .

'And whar did you do ?' asked G r:lIH.

' I went back home.' said Brown .

' Bur first you bought a newspaper, ' sa id Logan .

' How do yo u know tllal ?' asked Brown .

"l'm a dcrccrivc, ' said Logan, and smiled .

'Come o n, jimmy,' G ram sa id. ' W hat do you th ink

Morag d id for the mai n ruau? You must have a ll idea.'

'She went to part ies and look ed after some of the people

Ill: did business with, if yOIl know wha t 1 mean. Talked 10

people anti made them feci welco me.'

'And she slept with them ?' asked Cram.
'Yes, and rhar,' said Brown quietly. 'T hat's another

reaso n we d id n't tal k about it tOO m uch .'

' D id Mo rag ever talk nbour someone called Robcn
Bnx rcr?' asked Logan.

Brow n's eyes sudde nly opened wide in surprise. ' Robcn

Baxrcr! Is he the main man?" he asked .

'You kno w him ?' asked Loga n.
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' Everyo ne knows Robe rt Baxtcr, ' sa id Brown . ' I mean , I

do n't know him really and I don't want to know him. But I

know who he is. '

' Is it possible that he W :lS the main mall?' asked Logan.
Brown's sho ulde rs wc nr up a nd rhcn clown. ' It's

possible.' he said . 'Bill Morag never talked abo ut him .'

' D id she talk mu ch abo ut the past?' Logan asked.
' Not really, ' Brown said.
' D id she ever ta lk abo ut C mig Sin cla ir!'

'Crnig Siuclair! T ha t liulc rat! 10, she d id n't mlk abo ut

him .' Brown was a ngr), agai n. His eyes had lit up ' But I

reme mber him . l ie once so ld me :1 co uple o f bo xes fu ll of

CD~ and rhcn the ncxr day the police ca me round to my

place and found them . He pro mised me he had n't to ld the

po lice whe re 10 find them . J di d n't kno w if I believed him

or 1101. I gOt into big troub le fo r tha t. T he little rat!'

'O f cou rse, he was murdered as well,' said Loga n quicrly,
Logan watched Brown's f ace as he suddenly realised

ta lking abou t Cmig Sinclair like that might be a mistake.

" Icy! C o me o n,' he sa id. ' I know he W :lS murdered .

did n't like him but th at doesn 't mean I killed him.'

Lu er, Logan and Cranr we re silt ing in Logan's o ffice

d rinki ng coffee . T he}' had taken Brown th ro ugh his sto ry

again. but he hadn 't added any thing or changed :lny of it.

'Should we be lieve jimmy Brow n?' asked Gra nt.

' I don't know: sa id Logan, shaking her head. ' It's SIrange

that he knew Sinclair as well. \Ve' ll need to check what

Brown was doing when Sinclair was murdered.'
' Yes,' said G ran t.
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C raig Siuclair's body had been discovered ill the ea rly

hours of the morn ing a t the back of a factory in Bcavcrhall
Road in the Brough rou a rea o f Ed inburgh. One of the

facto ry wo rkers found it when he went outside to have a

cigarcnc. Someone had shot Sinclair an d rhcn taken his

bod y to the factory and lefr it there.

Logan thought it mighr be uscful to sec where th is had

happened . She tried ro rem ember if she had ever bee n to

Bcavcrhall Road but rhoughr she probab ly hadn't.

Fifteen minurcs later she was there. Bcavcrhall Road was

a sma ll street off Brough ron Road . T here were so me old

Ilnts and a ca r pa rk on the righr hand side of rhc street. On

the lefl we re some big buildi ngs - facron cs and offices. At

the en d o f the road was a large empry a rea, where the

Powdcrhall Smdium had once been. Logan left he r car
outside the lasr block of [lars on the right hand side and

walked up the st reet . It was em pl)'. T he fi sh and chip shop

on the co rne r was closed . T here was nobod y around .

She walked back up the street to her ca r. O pe ning the

car doo r, she rook o ut the police reco rd and looked at the

phot ographs of Siuclair's body. She looked rou nd the street

and wo rked our where his body had been found. H ad the

murderer known th at the facrorics worked day and nighl?

Maybe he or she had [houghr that nO-OI1 l.: wo uld (ind the

body umilrhc next morn ing.

J USl rhcn she hea rd a noise behind her. All o ld m a ll was

'And the infor malion nhmu rhc car W :1S inreresring.'

'T he Audi rluu Campbcll srolc was dark blue,' said

G rant.

'And Baxtcr's car's dark green,' said l ogan.

She turned her cha ir and looked out o f rhc window into

the park across the road . So me yo ung child ren were

playing while their mothers lay o n the grass in the warm

sunshine. Logan remembered that this time the (lay before

she had been on the beach . A lo t had happe ned since then.

She turned nud looked at her watch. It was already three

rhin y in the afternoon.

' Y<''S , [ th ink we sho uld talk to Baxrer agai n first.' she

said. ' Phone him and invite him along here. Say I'd like 10

speak 10 him . 'Ionigln wo uld be best; if no t, tomorrow

mo rn ing.'

T here was a bo x full of I>apers abour Cmig Sinclair's

m urder on her desk. She pulled it rewa rds her. ' I wan t

ano ther look at this info rmation abo ur C raig Siuclai r's
murder befo re I r.d k to Baxtcr.'

As G ralll left, she picked "P the fi rst page and starred to

read .

C hapter 9 Back to the first murder
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walking across rhc empty area behind her. I-I e was wearing

all old jacket and grey trousers . which looked as if he had

slept in them. As he CHile rewards her, there was a stro ng

smell of whisky.
'All right, hen ?' he asked . So me Scots people call wo men

' hen' if they do n't know their name. Logan d idn't like it

much bu t it was bcucr rhnn ' love' . j ust .

'All right: she replied .
Moving slowly from side to side, the old man stood in

from of her. Suddenly he looked hard :H her and then he

stood U I) straight. 'You' ll be the police, then,' he said.
'T hat's righ t: said Logan . 'And ) 'O ll arc . .. ?'

'Angus Macl.eod, at your service, mad am,' sa id the old

man, touch ing the nglu side of his head with his first finger

and then poimi ug it ,11 Logan. ' Yo u ea u call me Cus. '

Logan smiled . T he 01<1 mall had clearly dr unk tOO mu ch

bur he wasn't dangerous.
' \'(there do )'Oll live, C lIS?' asked Logan ill a friend ly wa),.

' Here and there. Under the stars. l'rn a free man in a free

wo rld ,' said C IIS, throwing his a rms wide open.
Logan I:tughed a liulc. ' Do )'0 11 come roun d here often?'

she asked.
'O h yes.' snid G ns slowly and ca refully, 'I've been

co ming round here for a long time. Since befo re they

knocked the stad ium down.' And hc looked back at where

the stad ium had been and rhcn tu rned back to Logan.

'S ince before yo u join ed [he police, I should th ink 100: he

said, looking her up and down. 'And since before rhcy

found the body over rhcrc.' Ill; said, and pointed between

the [W O f acroncs. ' B U I I did n't come back for so me rime

afrcr that. That was a bad business. A bad bu siness.'
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' You were here rhcu?' asked Logan .

'O h yes,' said Mact.cod, ' bur I didn't co me back fo r a

long lime. If was a bad business.' Macl.cod looked

unhappy ar remem bering the m urder and , as he spoke, he

rook a half bonlc of whisky ou r of his pocket, took oIT the

lOp and had a d rin k.

' I mean , were )'O ll actually here o n die night of the

murder, G lIS?' asked Log-m.

'Oh yes,' said MacLcod .

'So did the pol ice talk to yo u?' asked Logan .

'No. o. I went away. It was a bad business. Nothing ro

do wit h me.'

' But d id )'0 11 sec anything dial niglll ?' asked Logan.

'O h, yes,' said Macl.cod. H is voice was clearer now. ' I
saw him.'

' You saw rhc body" said Logan . She co uld n't believe her

luck in find ing this old man .

' I S:l W the body,' said MacLcod. 'And I saw him lOO .'

' \'(Iho too?' asked Logan, Trying 10 understand whar rhc

old man was l:llking cbour.

' I saw rhc body,' said Macl.cod slowly, as if talking 10 a

child , 'and I saw him lOO. T he man who brough t the bod y,'

Logan could fccl her breathing gell ing q uicker.

'You mean, )'OU saw the rnan who left the hod)' over

I here?'

Mncl.cod looked ar her as if she was stupid.

Logan knew she had a problem. She should lake

Macl.co d sunighr 10 Lo ndo n Road fo r q uestion ing. She

sho uld also be really angry with him for 1101 giving

informalio n ro rhc police. Bur people like G lIS, peo ple who

lived on the street and d ran k lOO much , could be difficult .
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He mighr reil her some thing. Bur he m ighr no t'. She could

nor make him talk. And if he d id talk, ir would nor be easy

ro know if he was tel ling rhc truth or even if he knew what

the truth was. If he gave her info rmation rhar actua lly was

important , she would have ro be careful how she used it. A

good lawyer could make someo ne like G us seem

comple tely mad . She decided to ralk ro C us 1l0W .

So mehow she fell' he wo uld no r like th e Lo ndo n Road

po lice srarion.
"Fellme about him ,' sa id Lo gan .

'Well,' said Macl.cod , helping himself to ano ther small

drink, 'I'd be very happy ro rell yo u.' And he said not hing

more bur jusr lookcd nr Logan wirh a sm ile o n his face.
Logan fou nd a reo-pound not e in her pocket and gave ir

10 the o ld ma n.
' Now rhar's very kind o f you,' he said . ' \'<fell, it was rhc

m iddle of rhe night and rhis ca r sto pped jusr abo ut here.'

And he poin ted ro a place near where they were stan ding.

'A big man gOt out, opened the back door of rhe car a ll

the o ther side, rook so mething our and ca rried i, over

there.'
' \Xl hat was rhc mall l i kc ~ ' asked Logan.

' Big,' said MacLeod. 'T:tII.'
' \,(/har W:IS he wearing?' asked Logan .

'A suit,' said Macl .cod . ' Perhaps. lr was da rk. The stree t

lights were o n bur it was still qu ire dark .'

"w har so n-of ca r was ir ~ ' asked Logan.
' Big,' said Macl.eod . ' Four wheels and four doo rs.' And

he started laughing. However, when he saw the look 0 11

Logan 's f ace he sto pped .

'Colour?' asked Logan.
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' I don't kIlOW, hell . It was the middle of the nigh t'. II'
looked as ifi r was a dark colo ur.'

'Anything else,' asked Logan. 'T hink ca refully. Did you
see rhe car number?'

Macl.eod srancd laughi ng again a t die rhoughr that he

m igh t' have remem bered the ca r number. Bur then he

stopped laughing and looked at" LOg:Hl . He took another

dr ink from his bott le. He seemed ro be thin king hard .

'Actually,' he spoke clea rly and looked her stra ight in the

eye, ' ! don 't remember the ca r number, bur I seem to have

all idea in my head it was an un usual one. Yo u know, like

J 13 007 or eus I o r something like rhar.'

'Are yo u sure abo ut rhar?' asked Logan.

'Absolutely,' said Macl.eod, his vo ice becom ing a little

unclear aga in. Th en he looked ar her as if decid ing he had

spent enough rime with the police for now. 'And now,' he

contin ued , ' if yo u will excuse me, ir has been nice talking

ro YOLl but J have important thin gs ro do.'

He turned and, singing qui etly to him self sta rted
walking up the street in a more or less straight line.

Logan stood by Iter car and watched Macl.cod. He

seemed IQ dri nk roo mu ch and he probably bel ieved wha r

he had told her. Bur sho uld she believe him ? No -o ne else

would . But actually site rhc ughr she d id . II' was inrcrcsring

info rmatio n and she needed rime to think abo ut it.



Logan go t' back to the Londo n Road po lice sraricn :H fl vc

o'clock and found a message on her desk. The fingerprinr

0 11 rhe envelope in Morag's pocket was not the same as nny

of the fingcrpriu rs in the police records. Logan rhough r
about rlus. It W ;I$ not what she had expected . Nor what she

had expected ar all.
Ar rh:1I momenr Sergean t C ram pill his head round the

doo r.
'Good lI CWS, ' he said . 'T he d ivers found a knife in Sr

Margarcr's Loch. lr was a ll the borrom of rhe loch inside a

plastic bag full of sron cs. T he scient ists h ;1 VC g O I it now.'

"That's great,' sa id Logan, 'bu t' we' ll have to wair and sec

ifi r's the knife that killed Morag Mackenzie.'
'T hey' ll lcr li S know as soon as possible,' he told Logan.

'And Baxrcr's in Glasgow at rhe mom en t. He'l l be back in

Edin burgh first thing ill the mo rning and he' ll be he re at

nin e rhiny.'
'T hanks, G ram,' said Logan . ' Listen, ' she went a ll. 'A

co uple of things: fi rst, I'd like ro sec Robcrr Baxrcr's

crim inal record.'

' He hasn't gOt on e, madam ,' said G ram .

' But you told me abo ut the rime he W ;l S caught with the

handbag,' said Logan, sur prised .
' Yes, bu r he was only fifrccn or sixtee n ar the time. He

d id n't gel' a crim inal reco rd. T he officer who caug ht Baxrcr

Chapter 10 Catching a m urderer JUSt rold him rhar if he d id ir again, he'd be in a 10 1' of

trou ble. I-I e though t tha t wo uld be eno ugh. '

' \Vell, that explains why we do n't have his fingerprints,'

said Logan. ' Now there's just one other th ing I'd like yo u ro

do before you go ho me.' And she explained whar she

wan ted .

T hen, when G ram had go ne, she picked lip her bag and

went ho me.

Logan's fb r was ill l.cirh. all area I II the north of

Ed inburgh, by the sea. Le ith had once been a busy place

with :1 lo t of ships going in and o ur every day. Now,

however, it was a quiete r place, and Ill:llly of the old

build ings were flats fo r the young single peo ple of

Ed inburgh. Logan lay 0 11 the sof a in her living roo m,

liStening 1'0 Capcrcaillic, her favourite Sco tt ish ban d , on

the C D player.
As she lay there she thou gh t abour all the fan s that she

had d iscovered . T hey were like the differen t pieces of a

j igsaw puzzle - the game where you make a. picture our of

all the liulc pieces. You G ill onl y pur rhc pieces rogc rhcr

on e way to make a pic ture . If you pur them rogcrhcr the

wron g way, you find tha t you can't use some of the pieces.

She lay there for hours tryin g to find rhc right way to make

a complete picture.

By mid night she had finally pur an almost' co mplete

p icture togeth er. T here were still :1 couple of pieces that she

co uld n't quite pur in. However, she hoped her co nversation

with Robcrr Baxrer the next morn ing would take care of

those problems.

\
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The next morning, Logan sat at' her desk with a Clip of ho t

black eo flee, read ing the message rhat G ram had left aft er

his visit' to Brown's fiar.

There was a knock at' her doo r and Sergea nt C ran r came
I n ,

'M orn ing, G ram . T ha nks fo r th is,' she said, waving the

p iece or paper at him and rhen pUlling ir in her pockcr.

'I've go t news from the scient ists ab out rhc knife, ' he

said , sound ing pleased. 'We're in luck.'

'Go o n,' sa id Logan.
' It's the knife which killed Mo rag - her blood is on ir.'
'O K. T hat's a good sta rt, ' said Logan.

'And the kn ife W:IS probably in a plastic bag with sto nes

because Il l \.: hall(lk is woode n. T he murderer must have

been wo rr ied rhar it would n't stay at the bo ttom o f th e

loch,' G ram said.

Loga n sa id not hing, realising that' there W:lS mo re

iuformarion to co me .

' Because the kn ife was in a plast ic bag, very little water

gOt in and the scicnrisrs hove been able 10 find some

fingerprin ts o n it.'

'G reat,' said Logan.

'And on e of the fingerp rints is the same as the fingcrp rnu

on the enve lope .'

Logan ba nged the la p of her desk wirh her han d.

' Excellen t,' she said . ' Now is Baxrcr here yet?'

' Yes, ' said Grant. 'I've put him ill the room yo u asked fo r

and given him a cup of coffee. But' I still don't understand.

\Ve're sure the murderer knew Mo rag and we know the

murderer was left-ha nded. Carnpbcll and Brown bo th
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knew her an d they're bo th left-ha nded. Baxrcr may be the

ma in man bur we're nor su re. He says he never knew her.

And he's right-handed. We've seen him playing rcnnis .'

Logan jusr sm iled at him .

' You haven't ga l' a packer of cigaret tes, hnvc you?' she

asked,

G rant gave her a surprised look. Loga n d id n't smoke.

'Sure,' he said, and gave her a packet of cigarc rrcs a nd a

box of matches which he took fro m his pockcr .

'T hanks, ] ' 11 let you have rhein back later,' she sa id, still

sm iling . 'O K. Let 's go and talk to Baxrcr.'

Logan open ed the door and walked into the room where

Robert Baxtcr was sitt ing. T he usua l rooms where th e

po lice talked to peop le were small with o nly a link

[urnuurc : th ree or fo ur hard chairs and a table, but no thing

else. Logan had chose n a different, more com fo rtable,
roo m. It' was bigger too a nd it wo uld be easier for Baxrer to

111 0ve. Loga n wan ted him to be able to move. She wa nted

him 10 be able to move his arms. T here were comfortable

chairs and ;1 low rabic with maga1,ines. T here was a co ffee
mach ine in rhc corne r and pictures a ll rhc wall. Baxrcr was

sirring in a chair reading a Ill:lg:lzine. He pm ir down as

Logan and G ram came ill.

'G ood mo rn ing, M r Baxrcr, ' said Logan . "Than k you
very much fo r com ing here this morning. T here a rc JUSt a

couple of th ings I'd likc to get d ea r.'

'T hat's all righ t, Inspecto r,' said Baxrcr, watchin g Logan
ca refully, ' bu t I d id answer all yo ur questions lasr t ime. ]'11

do my best to help you tod ay bur afrcr rha r I wo uld be

happier if yOll left me alo ne.'

' Fine,' said Logan. 'Cigarcrrc?' As she spoke, she roo k
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Gra m 's packer of cigareucs 0 111 o f her pocket and d H CW il

lazily to wards Baxtcr. T he packerturned over in rhc ai r and

fell towards rhc left arm of Baxrer's chair. Baxrcr's lcf hand

sha l om IQ c arch ir. He loo k :1 cignrcuc Out of rhc packet ,

pili il in his mouth and d H CW the packer bnck with his lcfr
hand.

'T hanks,' he said .

Log.m th rew him rhe marches. Again rhcy fell towards
the lcf a rm or the chair. Again Baxtcr caught with his lefr

hand. He lit his ciga rcnc and threw the matches back easily

wirh his lcf hand.
Logan loo ked m Gra m . C ram smiled. Baxrcr saw the

sm ile.

' What's go ing on?' he asked , loo king from Logan 10

G ram and back.

' You're nOI bad al spo n, are you?' sa id Logan .

'So wh:ll?' asked Baxrcr. He was beg inn ing 10 real ise

so mething was wro ng.

' \X!hal spo ns do you play, as well as tenn is?' asked

Logan.

' Poorball, squash. I've also played rugby and cricket.
W har's all rhis about ?'

'And like mallY good sponspcoplc.' cominucd Logan ,

'you're good with both hands, a rcn'r you? You're nOI

com pletely rigln-handcd; you're very good with )'our lcfr
hand 10 0 . '

'So?' asked Baxtcr, :lIlgrily.

'So.' said Logan, ' I he person who murde red Morag
Ma ckenzie was lcfr-handed .'

'Yo u're mad ,' said Baxrcr. 'You're comple tely mad . I've

told )'0 11 I've never hea rd o f her.'

ss

Logan pulled a piece o f paper o u r o f her pocket and

loo ked ar it.
' H ave you gOI a mobil e ph on e?' she asked Baxtcr.

'Of co urse ,' hc replied.
'And is [his the num ber?' Logan read a nu mber from rhc

piece of paper.
'Yes,' sa id Baxrcr, looking ar n. ' Bur y Oll could easily gel

rhar iufo rtuar ion .' He was beginning ro look mo re worr ied.

' Yes,' said Logan. ' It was C:ISY 10 gCL LiSI night Sergean t

Gratll ga l rhc phone records fo r Morag Mackenzie's An .
She called )'o ur number ar about midday o n rhc day she

was murdered .'

'S he co uld have gOI Ill)' number from anyone,' hc said ,

looking ro und the room as ifhe wanted to find a way OUI.
Logan comiuucd : ' \X!e'vc gOI an envelope which we

found in Mo rag's pocket. lr's gOI her name o n and it will

be iurercsring 10 co mp:lrc the bandwricin g o n the envelope

with your handwriting. And there's a fingerp rint o n it 10 0 .'

Baxrcr's face smncd [ 0 go red.
'So perhaps I d id know her. But rhar doesn't mean I

killed her. You don't know rhat.'

' Bur we will know vcr)' SOO I1, 1\'11" Baxrcr, ' said Logan

seriously ' You SL'C , we've also foun d the knife Ihal killed

Morag Ma ckenzie and there arc fingerprints o n I h :11 100.'

'You don'r know they're my fingerprints,' said Baxtcr.

' No . we don't.' sa id Logan, 'bur I thin k we'll find rhey

arc. And you haven't to ld ItS the tru rh about YOll and

Mo rag Ma cken zie. You certainly knew her, and }'Oll spoke
10 her JUSt before she was murdered. \x!c know enough now

10 rake yo ur fingerprin ts. \Vie call then co mpare them with

those Ih:1I we have fo und o n the en velope and rhc knife .'
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G rant brou ght in so me fingerprint ink and paper and took

Baxtc r's fingerprints. He lcfr the roo m for a short l ime 10

rake rhcm to the scient ists. \Xlhcll he rcrurocd , Logan

start ed talking 10 Baxrer again.
'O K.' she said. ' Let's go right back 10 rhe start, 10 the

murder of Craig Sindair.'
Bax tcr's eycs loo ked empr),. He shook his head slowly

from side to side, as if he could not bel ieve wha t W:lS

hap penin g.
' Y('s,' Logan wen t on, ' I've been loo king ar Iha l murder

100. And , neurally, I've had some good luck. I found a man

who 5.'lW rou leaving Sinclai r's body in Bcavcrhal l Road .

He descr ibed )'0 11 and )'our car and he even rcld me rour
car num ber. You should n't have such an cas)' number 10

remember.'
She d idn 't tel l Baxrcr thal G us Mac l.cod co uld n't

actually remem ber the number and th:lt all),W:l)' nobod y

would ever believe hi m. It was enough th:ll Baxtcr believed

rluu shc had found him . Logan was now q uiet. If Baxtcr

belie ved rhar she knew cverything, he m ight tell her the

thin gs she d idn't know. G r:llll and Logan watched h im

thinking. Baxrcr opened his mout h and started 10 speak a
co uple of times bur then stepped. II' W:lS as if he co uld not

q uite decide what ro sa)'. \Xlou ld he still say he knew

nothing, alth ough the po lice already kncw so mu ch? O r

wou ld he tcll rhc muh ? Finally he spoke.

Baxrcr's head fel l forward into his hands.

Logan rurucd 10 G rant. "Take Mr Baxrcr's fingerprints
and o rganise a search of the spo n s cent re on Co rsrorphinc

Road and M r Baxtcrs home. We're looking fo r clo thes wirh

a lot of blood on rhcm . I don't think we'll find them bur,

you never know, we may gel' lucky.'

C hapter 11 The last pieces ofthe
puzzle

t
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'Sillcb ir tried 10 steal som e mo ney fro m me. Acrually he

d id steal it. And then he started telling everyo lle about ir :
" I've ga l Bags's mali c)'. Bags is no good a ny more. I'm the

boss now." So I had 10 do somcrhiug. I ga l Ill )' money back

and I m ade sure no-on e else would Iry [Q steal fro m me

and evc ryone knew I was srill thc main man .'

'And yo u made us think rhar Campbcll killed Sinclai r,'
said G r-Ill(.

' \'Vhy not ?' Baxtcr's sho ulders wcnr up and down . ' I
knew Campbcll a linlc and I d id n't like him much . He and

Sinclair wo rked together scmcrim es. I thought th ey m ight

have wo rked rogcsbcr gell ing Illy mon ey. I thought ir was a

clever idea to make borh of them disappea r nt the same
lime. And I knew that if Campbcl! went IQ priso n for

Sinclnir's mu rder, I wo uldn't.'

'So you put the gun in his Aa l?' said Logan.

' Yes. I found a bo x under the sink in the kitchen. I jUSI

I' ll! the gu n in the box. lr was his box. It had his

fi ngerprints o n it .'

' I low d id yOIl gel in ro his flat ?' asked Logan .

' 11 was easy,' sa id Baxtcr . 'I've had a im of pract ice gell ing

into houses wirh our breaki ng allYglass.'

Logan thought fo r a moment and rhcn contin ued: 'And

what about !V!orag?'

'She d id things for me fro m lime 10 rime. She was happy

to tell the police rhar she'd seen C ampbcll with Sinclai r rha r

night. I paid her well fo r it. I conrin ucd to give her bits o f"

wor k so I could ma ke sure she stayed quier.'

'And everything was fi ne mu il Campbcl l escaped, ' said

Logan.

' Mo rag ran g an d told me abour ir. She'd seen It 0 11 the

Gl

news. She was worried rhat Cam pbcll would co me and sce

her. She said she wanted 10 rnccr me. To talk nbo ur it.'

Logan said nothing. Baxter had sropped rnlking and was

looking m the 101' of the table. Finally he loo ked up.
'T he stupi d wo man wanted more mane)'. C nmpbcl l

escaped and rhc srupid, surpid wornan rhouglu it W:lS a
gre:lt chance lO ask for so me more mon c)' IQ keep her

quiet. \Xlcll, she was righr. She's quicrnow,'

Baxrcr S:ll back in his chair, his hands on his knees. H is

face was now white, his eres wide , as he realised his wo rld

had just crashed in rbc mOSI terrible wa),. He looked or

Logan an d said no more.

At live o'clock Logan was sraud iug 1Il her office, looking

O Ul o f the window and decid ing that it was time 10 go

home. T here was a light knock and rhc door opened. Tam
M acfsonald cam e in, shurring the door behind him .

' I hear it's all over,' he said , walking across the roo m to

stand beside her.

' Yes,' she said . ' Robc rt Baxrcr killed Morng Ma cken zie.

And seven years ago he killed C raig Sinclair.'

' I know. I mCI Sergeant G ram as I came in,' l 3111 said .

llc turned to look .u het. 'T he usual excellent work by

jenny Loga n.' I-I e smiled bur he could see that she was still

scn ous.
'T hanks,' she said, 'bur I'm sure thar Ronnic Campbcl l

wishes the Ed inburgh Police had done some excellen t work

seven years ago.

' W h:lI will happen to him ?' asked ·1;1Il1.

' \'Vd l, first we have 10 look at the Sinclair m urder again.

\
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