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Prelude
 
The Storm

She'd wanted to tell Momma that this one was no good. Like
the one back home in Mobile.And that bastard in Jacksonville.
But her momma was doing her eyes up in front of the mirror,
and telling her to hush and make sure that all the shutters was
fastened cause they reckoned a storm was going to be blowing
in from the north-east tonight.

The girl went to the window and looked out. All was calm.
The shining disc of a moon pulsed blue light into the apartment.
It was broken only by the limbs of the dead oak tree in the yard
outside; spreading keen varicose shadows, creeping across the walls,
dark and vital. Snibbing down the springed catch to secure a
slatted wooden barrier, mindful of pained fingers past, she strategically
pulled her hand back, thinking of it as a smart mouse
stealing cheese from a trap. Then she regarded the vacant intensity
of her mother in the mirror's reflection. She used to like to
watch Momma fix herself up, all pretty, that way she would really
concentrate with that little brush and make those big lashes dark.

Not now though. Something sour curdled in her stomach.

— Don't go out tonight, the girl said softly, somewhere between
wishing and begging.

Her mother's small pink tongue darted out, wetting her eye
pencil. — Don't worry about me, baby, I'll be okay, and then a car
horn blared from downstairs and the thermostat clicked on the air
con, making it colder in the room. They both knew it was him.

— Lucky this apartment's got them shutters, her momma said,
rising and picking her bag up from the table. She kissed the
daughter on the head. Pulling away, her big made-up eyes stared
at the kid. — Remember, bed before eleven. I'll probably be back
around then, but if I get held up I want you asleep, young lady.

Then she was gone.

For a while, the girl had the glowing pool from the television
screen to make safe the things within its field by bathing them
in its soft murky light. But beyond its scope she sensed something
lurking. Coming closer.

A balmy eastern wind rapped with firm insistence on the shutter;
ominous enough to be the harbinger of a more malign force.The
rains started a few stretched heartbeats later, at first slowly pitterpattering
on the windows.Then she could hear the wind twisting
and whipping.The distressed black arms of the tree signalled frantically.
Suddenly a cannon of thunder roared, and somewhere
outside, an object crashed to earth and shattered.Yellow light flared
the room in a sulphurous glow for a full three seconds. The girl
turned the handset volume up as the tempest raged on, the wind
and rain thrashing at the window. After a bit, she retreated timidly
to bed, scared of the darkness she tentatively journeyed through,
but more afraid to prolong the agony by searching for a light
switch.

Unable to sleep, she knew it was late when she heard the door
downstairs click open and feet clop on the stone steps outside.
The digital clock on her table burned 2:47 in accusation. She
prayed it would be one set of footsteps, his were always so soft,
he never wore anything but sneakers, but then she heard the voices
and the muffled laughter. Her momma would sleep soundly with
the pills she was on, right through the storm. But she would have
to face it. Pulling her nightdress down and gripping its hem with
a handful of bedclothes, the girl braced herself.





Day One





1
 
Vacation

Ray Lennox is now entering an area of turbulence. Raising a
bandaged right hand to his hooked nose, slightly askew after
being badly set following a break some years back, he looks at his
image reflected in the blank screen of the personal television,
provided for his in-flight entertainment. A thin wisp of air struggles
through one grouted nostril, provoking a protesting heave in
his chest.Trying to sidetrack his agitated mind, he scans the body
crushed next to him.

It's Trudi, his fiancée; shoulder-length hair tinted a tasteful honey
blonde indicating the attentions of a proper stylist. She's oblivious
to his discomfort.A manicured, polished nail turns a magazine page.
Beyond her, there's somebody else.Around them, still more bodies.

It's only now registering: now, as he sits crammed into this
economy-class seat on the London to Miami flight.The spiel he'd
gotten from Bob Toal before he took stress leave. It was the altitude
announcement that had sparked it.

We are now cruising at thirty-two thousand feet.

You're a high-flyer, Ray, he recalled Toal saying, as he'd stared at
the black hairs sprouting from his boss's nose. A favoured son. It
was a harrowing case.You did well; got the bastard under lock and
key. Result. Take a long holiday. Look forward. A lot of us have
invested heavily in your career, Ray. Don't prove us wrong, son.
Can't have you taking the Robertson route, he'd said, referring to
the suicide of Lennox's old mentor. Don't go down.

And Ray Lennox – gaunt, white-faced, clean-shaven, his trademark
floppy fringe shorn at John's in Broughton Street to reveal a
short, sloping forehead – feels his pulse precipitously quicken.

We are now entering an area of turbulence. Please remain seated with
your seat belts securely fastened.

Don't go down.

Danger. Threat.

They'd given him the third degree at the airport. He looked
nothing like his passport picture.The sallow grey of his Scottish skin,
cruelly highlighted by the photo booth's creaky technology,contrasting
with his thick, raven hair, eyebrows and moustache, rendering the
look joke-shop false. Now all reduced to a post-conscript shadow
that spreads across his head before circling round to his jaw.

He'd been vexed by the attentions of airport security, for he
was an officer of the law, but they were right to care. His Lothian
Police ID helped him negotiate the mini-state the Americans
had set up at Heathrow to pre-emptively protect their borders.
— Sorry, sir, difficult times, the Homeland Security Officer had
declaimed apologetically.

Now Ray Lennox's eyes urgently scan the cabin. Nothing to
worry about in front. Nobody looked like an al-Qaeda affiliate.
But that guy looks Indian. Muslim? More likely a Hindu, surely. But
might be Pakistani. Stop this. He himself was white, but not a
Christian. Church of Scotland on the census form as recorded for
official data, but not religious, until he boarded a plane.The drinks
trolley approaching slowly; so slowly, he didn't want to think about
it. He turns, craning his neck, looks back at his fellow passengers.
Nothing out of the obvious: holidaymakers in search of the sun.
A cheap(ish) flight.

Next to him,Trudi, aloof with her hair brushed back and gathered
up in a tight black clasp. Those dark, intense hazelnut eyes
devouring, almost psychotically, the Perfect Bride magazine as her
red-painted nail extension flips over the next page.

All lassies dream about the big day, about being the perfect bride: the
enactment of the fairy-princess ideal.

Did that wee girl?

Nah, no that wee soul . . .

Turbulence rocks the plane and Lennox's sweat ducts open up
under its broadside, as he's abruptly conscious of the fact that he's
travelling in a metal tube at six hundred miles an hour, six miles
in the air over the sea. A drop in the ocean: just a speck waiting
to fall into oblivion. He watches Trudi, unperturbed, small scarlet
slash of a mouth, only briefly raising a thinly plucked brow in
disdain. As if an aircraft disaster would merely inconvenience the
wedding plans.

The shaking in the Boeing 747 stops as the engines thunder
through the air. The buzz that permeates the plane constantly in
his ears.Thrusting ahead. Into blackness.The pilots seeing nothing
in front of them.The instruments in the cockpit would be blinking
and twirling on the console.

You can see why terrorists and governments – those with the
biggest stake in our fear, Lennox considers – are so focused on
aircraft travel.We are scared shitless before we start out. All they
need to do is fine-tune this dread through the odd atrocity or
its consort, heavy-handed security.

Trudi has a blanket over her legs.

The magnetic dark around him. He can feel it beckoning.

Why should he worry? He's on holiday. He's done his job.What
is there to regret? It's self-indulgent. But he can't help it. The
metal taste in his mouth. Can't help hurting himself with thoughts.
Nerves prickling under his skin. He fears himself again. He wishes
he'd taken more pills.

— What if we go down? Lennox whispers, swamped with
notions of death as a vast bleak nothingness. — We'd be free from
it all.

— I'm still thinking periwinkle for the bridesmaids,Trudi says
without looking up from the magazine,— but I don't want Adele
upstaging me. Then she turns to him in real fear. — You don't
think –

Ray Lennox feels a surge of emotion as he recalls a picture of
Trudi as a young girl, on the mantelpiece at her parents' house.
An only child: the couple's one shot at immortality. What if anything
were –

Another jag of trepidation rising in him. — Trudi, I'd never let
anybody hurt you, you know that, don't you? he announces in
desperate urgency.

Her eyes expand in the stilted horror of the soap-opera heroine.
— You think she's pretty, don't you? Don't even try to deny it,
Ray, it sticks out a mile.

Trudi thrusts her breasts out towards him and he sees the ribbing
pattern of her tight brown sweater curve almost implausibly in a
way that once aroused him. A few weeks back.

She wants to be the perfect bride. Like wee Britney Hamil might
have dreamt of.

He grabs her, hugs her close, breathing in her perfume, the
fragrance of the shampoo in her hair. Something in his throat is
choking him. As if a foreign object is wedged there. His voice so
thin he wonders if she can hear him. — Trudi, I love you . . .
I . . .

She squirms in his grasp, wriggles free and pushes him away.
For the first time on the flight, her searching eyes engage with
him. — What's wrong, Ray? What is it?

— That case I was working on . . . that wee lassie . . .

Her head shakes vigorously and she puts a shushing finger over
his lips. — No shop talk, Ray.We agreed. You've to get away
from the job. That was the plan. That was what Bob Toal said. If
I remember correctly his exact words were: Don't even think
about the job. Don't think.Have a good time. Relax.The purpose
of this vacation is to relax and plan the wedding. But you're
drinking again, and you know how I feel about that, she exhales,
protracted and peevish. — But it's what you wanted, and the mug
that I am, I reluctantly agreed. So relax.You have your pills for
anxiety.

It occurs to Lennox that she's used the American term 'vacation'
instead of holiday. The word clatters around in his head.To
vacate. To leave.

But to go where?

Where did you go when you left?

The stewardess arrives with the drinks service. Trudi orders a
white wine. A Chardonnay. Lennox gets in a couple of Bloody
Marys.

Trudi settles back in her seat. Her head tilted to the side.Voice
cooing, in sing-song manner. — All jobs are stressful in this day
and age. That's why we have vacations.

Again!

— Ver' near two glorious weeks of sun, sand, sea and the other,
she nudges him, then sulks, — You do still fancy me, Ray? And she
does that thing with her breasts again.

— Course ah do. Lennox feels a constricting of the muscles
around his chest and throat. His windpipe has become a straw.
He is trapped; hemmed in beside the window, far too small to
offer escape into the oblivion of sky. He looks at his crippled,
bandaged right hand, a bag of broken knuckles, phalanxes and
metacarpals. How many more would go, how long would it take
for both fists to be pulped trying to punch a hole through this
plane? Between him and the aisle sits first Trudi, then a bladefaced
older woman, spare-framed, with bony hands. Probably ages
with his own mother. He breathes in the dirty, dry recycled air
of the plane. The old girl's skin is like melted plastic. Like it has
been dried out by the air conditioning.There are orangey blotches.
He wonders how many hours an eight-hour flight aged you. He
didn't want Trudi to know that he'd only brought a few pills; that
he was planning to stop them in Miami.

Trudi drops her voice.— I'll do it if you want, Ray. If it's what
you really want . . .

He raises the plastic beaker to his mouth and sips at the vodka.
His hand trembles. Then his body. How many paltry measures
from those little bottles will it take to stop this, to make it go
away? — The thing is . . . he manages to cough.

—. . . because I want to please you in that way, Ray, I really
do, she implores, perhaps a bit too loudly as she'd had a few drinks
at the airport bar and with the wine and altitude they are digging
in. She turns to the old dear sitting next to her and exchanges
saccharine smiles followed by a greeting.

Lennox thinks about the crime. At his desk the morning he
heard and –

Trudi's elbow digs his ribs. Her voice now a low whisper.The
faintest of downy hair on the top of her glossy pink lips. — It's
just that it shocked me at first. It was trying to reconcile the fact
that you're a normal, red-blooded, heterosexual male with you
wanting to be . . . penetrated in that way . . .

Lennox fortifies himself with another swig of the Bloody Mary.
It's all but gone. — I never want you to do anything you're
uncomfortable with, he says, pulling his features into a shallow
smile.

— You're a honey, she kisses him on the side of the face, the
kiss of an aunt, he thinks. She holds open Perfect Bride, at a page
displaying, in several script styles, the same announcement of a
fictitious wedding. — What do you reckon about these for the
invitations? Her big nail thuds down on a blue script in Charles
Rennie Mackintosh style.

Glancing at them, Lennox thinks, with mild parochial resentment,
of Glasgow. — Too Weedgie. He then points at the Gothic
illustrations. — I like this one better.

— Oh my God, no way! She gasps and laughs, — You are
totally bonkers, Raymond Lennox! These are like funeral invitations!
I'm not the Bride of Frankenstein. She raises her eyes and
fills her wine beaker.— Just as well you've got me organising this
wedding. I dread to think what kind of a joke it would be if it
was left up to you. She turns to the old girl whose cheery, intrusive
smile is beginning to nauseate Lennox. — Men. Honestly!
Good for nothing!

— I've always said it, the old girl adds encouragingly.

They cluck enthusiastically over the contents of the magazine
and Trudi's ecstatic descriptions of her dress, as Lennox adjusts the
seat to its stingy recline, his eyes growing heavy with sleep. Soon
his mind is drifting back to the crime. His thoughts are like a
landslide; they seem to subside and settle, then before he knows
it they're off again, heading for the same downhill destination.The
crime. Always plummeting inexorably towards the crime.

You got the call that morning.

At your desk in that small, utilitarian office in Edinburgh's
police headquarters at Fettes. A frosty, late-October Wednesday,
your sad African violet plant on the window ledge struggling in
the meagre light and cold, as the noisy central heating, set to
come on late for economy purposes, clattered and cranked into
reluctant action. Preparing a case for court.Two youths cabbaged
after drinking all day: one had stabbed the other to death in a
flat. Something was said and taken the wrong way. A threat made;
a counter, the escalation. One life ended, the other ruined. All in
the time it took to buy a pint of milk.You recalled the murderer,
stripped of bravado-giving intoxicants, in the interview room
under the fluorescent lights; so young, broken and scared. But
this case hadn't bugged you.You'd seen so many like it.

What got to you was the phone call, at around eleven fifteen.
A uniformed cop, Donald Harrower, telling you about a sevenyear-
old girl, Britney Hamil, setting off for school at 8.30 a.m.
and never arriving. The school had reported the absence to her
mother, Angela, just before ten, who, after phoning some friends
and relatives, had called the police half an hour later. Harrower
and another officer had gone out to speak to the woman, as well
as Britney's teacher and some neighbours and schoolmates. Two
older girls had seen her walking down the street ahead of them,
but when they turned the corner a few minutes later, Britney had
vanished and they'd witnessed a white van speeding away.

— The girls, Andrea Jack and Stella Hetherington, were the
only witnesses and the white van was the only vehicle they recall
seeing in the vicinity, Harrower had explained in his adenoidal
tones, — so I thought you'd like to know about it.

The words 'unmarked white van' crackled through your brain
in static.That great British archetype: always trouble to a polisman.
You'd thanked Harrower, thinking it was unfortunate his dour,
taciturn aspect often shielded a thoughtful diligence from his bosses.
The van compelled you to go straight to your boss, acting Chief
Superintendent Bob Toal, and request to investigate the disappearance
and potential abduction of a child.

You worked with Harrower, talking to neighbours, friends, the
school staff and children whom Britney might have passed en
route. And Angela.You remembered the first time you set eyes on
the child's mother, on her way out to the local shopping centre.
She'd been due at her cleaning job in the Scottish Office that
afternoon, but explained that she'd taken time off to look after
her other daughter, Tessa, who had food poisoning. She was the
eleven-year-old sister who normally accompanied Britney to
school. Instead of asking Angela to hold on, something made you
want to walk with her.You followed her around Iceland, as she
filled up on cheap burgers, fish fingers, oven chips and cigarettes.
Found yourself judging her every purchase, as if they made her
not only complicit in Tessa's poisoning but also in Britney's
vanishing. — Isn't she a little young to be walking to the school
on her own?

— I was gaunny take her, but Tessa started being sick again,
really chucking it up. Britney . . . she didnae want to be late.Telt
me she was a big girl now. Angela fought back the tears as she
pushed her shopping trolley down the yellow neon-lit gangways.
— It's only five minutes' walk, she pleaded. — You will find her,
won't ye?

— We're doing everything we can. So Tessa was ill this morning?

— Aye. I took them oot tae that burger bar last night, the yin
at the centre. For a wee treat, then tae the pictures, at the multiplex
tae see the new Harry Potter.Tess came doon wi it in there.
Ah mind ay Britney bein that sad that we had tae go hame . . .

— Right, you had said, feeling then that missing a film might
be the least of the girl's worries.

Leaving Angela back at her flat, you walked the walk to the
school and found that it actually took fourteen minutes. Out the
housing scheme, past the Loganburn roundabout, round the corner
into Carr Road (where Britney vanished), and alongside a long,
stark brick wall, behind which sat a disused factory. Then, round
another corner, a block of tenements and the Gothic black-railed
gates of the Victorian school.

Everyone at Police Headquarters knew that the next few hours
were crucial, the something-or-nothing time. An alert call was
made to all cars to be on the lookout for the girl and the driver
of an unmarked white van. But as morning rolled into afternoon
there was no news, and outside of Andrea and Stella, the
girls walking behind Britney, only a couple of neighbours – a
Mrs Doig on her way to her work, and a Mr Loughlan out
walking his dog – could specifically recall seeing the girl that
morning.

You went back to Bob Toal and asked if you could put a proper
investigation team together. In the era of sex-crime awareness a
missing child was big news and the media-savvy Toal quickly
concurred. — Take Amanda Drummond, he'd said, — and Ally
Notman.

You expressed gratitude. Drummond was thorough and had
good people skills, while Notman had an engine on him and
knew his way around data management. Like you, he had an
Information Technology degree from Heriot-Watt University, but
you were envious of the more efficient way your younger charge
put these skills to use.

Then Toal had added, — And Dougie Gillman.

You felt the air inside you ebbing away.There had been a serious
personal fallout with Gillman a few years back. But you said
nothing, because it was personal.You'd keep it off the job.

You got Harrower and another reliable copper, Kenny McCaig,
out of uniform.You commandeered an office at Police HQ and
started your formal investigation. McCaig and Harrower continued
knocking on doors. Notman examined speed camera and CCTV
footage to identify any white vans tracked in or around the vicinity
of Carr Road at the time, pulling out possible registration numbers,
checking the list of owners against the Vehicle Licensing Agency's
database in Swansea. Drummond and Gillman took a forensics
team out to give the bend on Carr Road, where Britney had
vanished, a good dusting down. Neither forensics nor IT were the
forte of Gillman, an old-school street cop, but he'd coldly followed
your order.

As for you, you busied yourself with the 'register': the database
of sex offenders. Seeing who was out, who was on parole and
who was under surveillance; who was considered to be high-risk
and low-risk.You'd clicked through the mugshots that Wednesday
in your office, as the light declined in the drizzle over the Castle
Hill, calling Trudi and telling her that you'd be late meeting her
at the Filmhouse. When you got there, you'd coughed out an
apology. — Sorry, babe, shit day at work. This weather doesnae
help.

She didn't seem to mind. — Thank God we've got Miami to
look forward to!

But you weren't looking forward to anything. You'd felt a
building tug of unease from Harrower's call; through your job
you'd learned to define evil not just as the presence of something
malign, but the absence of something good. Experience had taught
you that the only misfortune worse than a having loved one
murdered was for them to vanish without their fate ever coming
to light. The torment of uncertainty, where the heart pounded
each time the doorbell or phone rang, and desperate, hungry eyes
devoured every face in every crowd.The inevitability of the cherished
person's death could be mentally reasoned, but it was harder
to stifle the soul's defiant scream that they lived on. But were they
coming home or had they gone for ever? After time spent in this
hellish limbo, any news, no matter how searing, was welcomed
beyond the endless waiting and searching. In Britney's mother,
lone parent Angela Hamil, you saw a woman slowly drowning in
this terrible madness.

By that evening you all knew that somebody had snatched Britney.
The next day Toal decided to go public and give it to the newspapers.
If the situation couldn't be managed, then the news had to
be. The later editions of the Evening News in Edinburgh carried a
smiling, wholesome-looking picture of the girl that would become
iconic.Adults would gaze at their children with a tender ache, giving
strangers a suspicious glare. The term 'like an angel' was used a lot
in the press.You recalled her grandad saying that.

The police switchboards became jammed with the usual litany
of busybodies and sickos, as well as the genuine but largely
misguided members of the public. And that creeping unease, how
it had spread like a virus through your investigative team.Whatever
you all said on the PR front, or to the family, you knew as professional
law enforcement officers that after twenty-four hours you
were probably dealing with a child sex murder.

The team quickly swung into action. Gillman had been the
first to find something, a single page of yellow notepaper wet in
the gutter on the other side of the road to where Britney had
vanished. Angela confirmed it was from her school notepad. Its
very presence indicated some sort of struggle between child and
kidnapper.

The villain needed some degree of tangibility in the minds of
his pursuers, and was dubbed the usual nicknames, 'The Stoat',
'The Nonce' or 'The Beast'. But another moniker in the police
canteen was Mr Confectioner. It came from the Toblerone chocolate
advert from television: Oh, Mr Confectioner, please . . . give me
Toblerone.The boys in Bert's Bar thought the cartoon confectioner
looked like a stereotype sex beast, bribing kids with sweets.

Stop this.

No crime . . .

Vacation . . .

His actions strangled the empathy from us like they had the
life from . . .

Because . . .

Because he was born like that, he had to be, the fuckin beast.
That dirty bastard was put on this earth to prey on us . . .

We had to be strong and vigilant and alert to stop them; stop
them from destroying our flesh . . .

He jars back into something like full consciousness as the beaker
crushes in his fist. A gloopy vodka and tomato mix slops over his
undamaged left hand. He puts it down and catlicks himself,
mopping up with a napkin.Trudi hasn't noticed; she's engrossed
in the magazine with the old girl. He tries to think about some
of the games he's seen over the years at Tynecastle Park. His dad
taking him along to watch Hearts beat Leipzig five–one. Curtis
Park, one of his mates from school, and a Hibs fan, seeing it on
television and telling him that the Englishman, Alan Weeks, was
commentating. Iain Ferguson scoring the winning goal against
Bayern Munich. That three–two Scottish Cup victory over
Rangers. Lifting the cup at Parkhead. John Robertson's numerous
derby winners. Shaking the wee man's hand in the carpet department
at John Lewis's. John Colquhoun, teetering on the brink of
world class for a season.That fateful afternoon in May 1986, when
they threw it all away. The charity dinner a couple of years back,
when he'd sat next to Wallace Mercer, the former chairman, who
told him some great stories about games past and that terrible day
up in Dundee. Now who was in charge?

A Russian millionaire as chairman. A convicted sex offender as
manager.

Heart of Midlothian FC.

Tradition.

It all means nothing now alongside our vile decadence. How long before
we have paedophile reality TV shows? Michael Jackson, Gary Glitter
and that whole BBC crowd, like the former football pro working as a
pundit. Those who were on the right side of the divide and got their
noncing in before we cared.

He shuts his eyes.With the sound of the engines it's like going
through a long, dark, tunnel. Hopes they stay closed until he steps
into the light with the blood of other men on his hands. Even if
it takes for ever.





2
 
Miami Beach

As they come to the glorious salvation of land, Lennox can
see how quickly the powerful 747 jet plane devours the
toytown miles beneath them. America is not a big country, he
remembers. He's jumped across it before in aircraft; New
York–Chicago–New Orleans–Vegas–San Francisco–LA. It was like
going round Scotland in a bus, only at ground level you could
see the vastness of the country in the changing landscape. One
function of wealth is to shrink the world. And, like poverty, it has
at least the potential to breed dissatisfaction. Florida, he knows,
he will encounter as Scotland, immense and irreducible by the
plane.A tremor of excitement passes through him as he awaits its
grandeur.For beyond the plexiglas he sees Miami, gleaming silverywhite
constructions straddling the edge of a milky turquoise sea
and its harbours.The water is rashed with emerald-purple shadows
cast up from below by submerged islands. Tiny sailboats surge
along like yellow dots against a radar display backdrop, leaving a
fading trail behind them.

People clap as the plane lands – so smoothly he's barely aware
of the touchdown he had braced himself for hours ago, since
surviving take-off and turbulence. Despite this sense of anticlimax,
Lennox's wrapped and damaged hand gently squeezes Trudi's.

Their room is in a boutique hotel in the art deco district of
Miami Beach. The historic art deco district, as it seems to say
everywhere. Historic? Art deco? Where's the history in that? He goes
into the shower, and realising that he badly needs to urinate, lets
himself pee as he washes.The heavy, gold streams of his piss weave
down the drain-hole.The bathroom is mirrored on opposite walls.
He watches his cloned naked body purging into infinity.

Then, without warning, he's hit by an acute desperation to get
outside. The bathroom, the bedroom, they seem too small. He
drips over to the sink. Rubs at himself with a towel. Fills a glass
with water and downs two antidepressants he has left out. The
Seroxat. Consumed like M&Ms. At least one hundred milligrams
more than the maximum recommended daily dose. The anxiety
isn't as bad when you're on them.Yes, it's always there, you can
still feel it, it just doesn't bother you as much. But he hasn't brought
many; he wants to stop them. Thinks the sun will help. Light is
good for depression. A natural cure. A good dose of winter sun will
do you more good than all the pills in the world. Somebody had said
that. Trudi? Toal? He can't think. But they were right. It was a
relief to leave the cold and dark of winter Edinburgh.There had
been the horror of the funeral. Then Christmas was a washout.
Hogmanay too. Lennox had no head for it.The chanting crowds:
people seeming boorish and hateful as they tried to enjoy themselves.
Beneath the surface bonhomie there was desperation, a
barely submerged fear that the next year would be just as miserable
as the last. He steps out of the bathroom, towel round his
waist. The tumbler of water is still in his hand. He sets it down
on the glass table by the phone.

Trudi is lying on the bed in her black underwear still reading
Perfect Bride. Cooling off under the overhead fan that augments
the air con. Lennox admires her feet, with the red-painted toes.

He gets hold of the nail clippers on his key ring. Then he
switches on the television. It's what you do in America. That big
holiday, years ago: with Caitlin Pringle, an old girlfriend, pre-
Trudi. Her father worked for British Airways; a big noise. Alasdair
Pringle. Cheap travel. Caitlin; Alasdair-Big-Noise-from-the-
Airline's daughter. A sexual relationship, a baseball pennant
procured from every city they'd fucked in.Then, the second time,
New York, with some of the boys on the force. A piss-up. Las
Vegas for a wedding: this time with Trudi. Whose wedding? He
can't think. But every time he'd watched loads of telly.You just
went to the TV automatically here, like you did in no other
foreign country. That one clicking gesture with the handset and
you were into America.The breaking news.The infomercial.The
daytime soap with the moving mannequins.The courtroom show.
The fat poor people who screamed at each other while Jerry or
Ricki or Montel kept order. Tried to help, even. Attempted to
understand the problems faced by the poor and the fat. Empathise
with their need to shout and point their blobby fingers at each
other in public. The evening dating shows. The thick, complacent
studs, wearily referring to themselves as 'players' as they
slowly suffocated in their own ennui. Bored, manicured girls, faces
immobilised, unmoved by anything other than the boys' salaries.
How those crazed inanities were rendered understandable, even
palpable, by the context.

As he chops at nails already close to the quick, voices fill the
room.They drown out the slow rattle and hum of the air conditioning.
There's one channel that appears to be devoted to culture
in the Miami area. To Lennox, this seems to mean mainly real
estate and shopping. A series of impeccably groomed yet tacky
presenters, reading in clipped tones from autocues,expound various
opportunities in different high-rise apartment developments.
Clearly something exciting is happening. Missing out isn't an
option.The failed actors and Botox-faced models stress the highconcept,
architectural qualities of what to Lennox appear to be
Scottish scheme tower blocks in the sun.

— You can't keep clipping your nails, Ray,Trudi says, — your
thumb's bleeding! Compulsive behaviour!

He turns to observe her lying on the bed, reading her magazine.

— I have tae or I pick at them. I need to keep them short.

But she's no longer concerned; her mouth has gone round and
her eyes stare at the magazine as if seeing something she can't
comprehend or quite believe she's reading. Before, he might have
found that look sexy. Caressed the inside of her bronzed thigh.
Up to where several pubic hairs curled enticingly outside her
panties. Put his hand between her legs. Or maybe on her breast.
His lips pressing on hers. His cock's belligerent push against her
thigh.

But now she looks other-worldly.

— An alien wedding, Lennox says softly, rummaging through
his case, which lies at the bottom of the bed, on a fold-out stand
with straps. Did these things have a special name? Whatever, there
is a Motörhead T-shirt in there somewhere. Ace of Spades. He picks
it out. It lies on top of a white one with BELIEVE in big maroon
letters.

Lennox looks out into the street and sees a white van, brilliant
magnesium sunlight reflecting from it as it pauses at traffic lights.

Trudi lowers her magazine, watches him go through his suitcase.
His movements have the attractiveness of the awkward man
who has learned to circumvent this condition by slowing everything
down. Catlike in his languid movements, with his slightly
hunched shoulders, hands a little too big for his body, like he's
never quite known what to do with them. Legs perhaps a tad short
for the frame; in tandem with the slouching tendency and his
hairiness, they could occasionally hint at something simian. But
he's always carried the air of a large wounded mammal; how the
potentials of vulnerability and violence never seem far from him.

It is easy for her to relate to grace as a destination rather than
a state. A few years back she'd decided to shed the sugar and
carbohydrates in her diet, do a regular gym programme, spend
more money on decent clothes and make-up and invest time in
her appearance. It came as a shock to her that new cheekbones
and a slim, athletic body quickly began to emerge. The blonde
tints followed, and the biggest surprise was that the world could
so lazily reclassify her as conventionally beautiful. It was a disappointment
to learn just how much perceived female beauty was
about diet, exercise and grooming.

Nonetheless, Trudi had become entranced by the shallowness
of it all; the easy power it conferred. The exalting attentions of
others; how men in groups at bars would graciously part for her
like the Red Sea for Moses. How spite would sting the eyes and
tongues of other women who saw only the make-up, clothes, diet
and exercise; the effort they couldn't or wouldn't make. How men
and women at the public utility where she was employed gave
up chairs for her at crowded meetings. She'd be the first to be
asked by the new start in the office what she wanted brought
back for her lunch. Handsome Mark McKendrick, a young senior
executive, challenging her to lunchtime games of squash. Then
the several workplace promotions came easily, fast-tracking her all
the way up to the glass ceiling. That relentless evolution of Trudi
Lowe: from office junior to corporate female managerial icon.

And now back with Ray Lennox. A broken boy soldier. She
watches his muscular but lithe body negotiate his clothing, a pair
of long canvas trousers and the Motörhead T-shirt. Notes a slight
thickening around his waistline; no, she isn't imagining it. The
gym would sort that out.

The TV programme changes emphasis, discussing Miami's
museums and monuments. Lennox can't believe it when they get
to a Holocaust memorial, which is situated here in Miami Beach.
— So that we never forget, the presenter says sincerely, patently
more downbeat than when he talks about condominium prices.
— A place of healing.

— Why the fuck do they have that in Miami Beach? he asks
incredulously, pointing at the screen. — It's like having something
tae commemorate the Rwandan atrocities in Las Vegas!

— I think it's great.Trudi puts down the magazine. — There
should be one in every city in the world.

— What's Miami got tae dae with the Holocaust? Lennox raises
his eyebrows. Sunlight suddenly rips through the blinds, casting
tight, gold bars across the room. He can see the dust particles
floating in them. He wants to be outside: away from the air conditioning.

— It's like the guy said; a place of healing,Trudi contends. —
Besides, I think the Rough Guide mentioned that there were a lot
of Jewish people in Miami. She reclines back on the bed. That is
what she does. He knows that recline. Used to love it. But, please
God, not now.

— I need to get some air, Lennox says, avoiding contact with
her hopeful eyes. Instead, his wrapped hand depresses some slats
on the blind and he looks across to the sun-reflected, smiling
facades of the vanilla apartments opposite.They seem to be beckoning
him to come out and play. He picks up the phone on the
dark glass table.— I said I'd call Ginger Rogers. He's a good mate.
He hears the plea in his voice. — No seen the old bastard in
yonks.

— Does it have to be right now? An internal tautness distorts
Trudi's sexy purr into something quite high and fey. She turns
her head and glimpses at the empty side of the bed. Perhaps sees
the phantom climax that could chill her out. — I don't want to
sit nattering with old people. I've nothing to say to them.

— Me neither. But let's get the boring shit oot ay the way
while we're jet-lagged, Lennox says, shaking the phone.

— Okay,Trudi concedes, — I suppose we've got plenty time.

— Attagirl, he responds, instantly aware of the strange inappropriateness
of the term. Lennox can't look at her, as he calls
his friend Ginger.Trudi can hear the voice of the old retired cop
through the receiver: grating and loud, charged with the dangerous
enthusiasm of Scotsmen bonding.

Lennox puts the phone down. Informs Trudi that Ginger will
pick them up later on, and that they'll get a drink and a bite to
eat.Watches something sink inside her. Defensively, he looks across
to the table.The glass of water seems to have shifted a few inches
to the right.

Then,Trudi's elevated sigh of resignation: — I'll only come if
you promise not to talk about police stuff.

— Deal. Lennox feels his face muscles relax in relief. — But
we should go down for that cocktail first. It's complimentary, he
picks up the voucher they had given him at the desk during
check-in. Displays it to her.

A South Beach welcome:
 
Complimentary afternoon cocktail: 2–4 p.m.

— You have to watch the drinking, Ray. It's so silly.You put in
so much work at NA . . .

He moves over to the table. The glass from this angle seems
normal. — I just want to drink socially. I don't want to be in
recovery all the time. It's not as if I'm going to get cocaine here,
he shakes his head, realising where he is, adding tamely, — even
if I wanted to, which I most certainly don't.

Her eyes roll. She changes tack. — Why don't you phone
your mum? Just to tell her that we got here safely. She'll be
worried.

— No way, Lennox says emphatically.— Let's grab that cocktail,
he urges, trying to keep the need out of his voice.

During the check-in Lennox had already decided that the
boutique hotel was not to his taste. The slick metal-and-chrome
surfaces, exuberant artwork on the walls, draped mirrors and lean
chandeliers didn't bug him; he has nothing against luxury and
decadence. It just felt too public, and when they get down to have
their cocktail it's become very busy at the bar. Lennox kills his
vodka Martini quickly. Then he's struck by an inkling that, with
her marginally deeper breathing, and control over her glass so that
it makes no sound every time she sets it back down on the marble
table, Trudi is as tense as he is. Her behaviour frays his nerves
more effectively than any violent outburst, and makes him want
to go outside.The people, both staff and customers, strut and preen
like catwalk models, everybody sneakily checking out everyone
else while all the time cultivating an air of studied aloofness. He
looks to the door.— Let's explore a bit before Ginger comes tae
pick us up.

Outside it is hot. He recalls the TV forecaster saying it was
unseasonably warm for winter. It was usually only around seventyfive
degrees in January, but it has soared into the mid-nineties.
Lennox is baking. That is how he feels. Like he is baking in a big
oven. His brains a stew in the casserole dish of his skull. It's too
hot to walk far. They sit down on the patio of a bar-restaurant.
A flashbulb-smiling girl flourishingly hands them a menu card.

— It's roastin, he says lazily, from behind his shades as he and
Trudi sit al fresco sipping another cocktail, this time a Sea Breeze.
They have only gone one block. Collins Avenue on to Ocean
Drive. Strutting holidaying youths pass by, enjoying the bounty of
their years and wealth;waxed macho boys pumped up with muscle,
giggling and pouting girls in bikinis and sarongs, older women
trying to emulate them with some help from pills, scalpels and
chemicals.Tropically smart Latin men in white suits smoke Cuban
cigars the same colour as their girlfriends. Salsa and mambo music
fills the air, and a programmed bass pulses out from somewhere.
The sea is close, across the busy two-way street. Behind a couple
of Bermuda-grass verges, some tarmac and a few palm trees is a
strip of sand and then the ocean.You can't see it, but you know
it's there.

— Ray! Trudi's hand scalds his forehead. He winces. Like she'd
branded him with a heated iron. — You're burning up!

Rising and skipping off towards the shop next door, Trudi
returns with a New York Yankees baseball cap. She pulls it over
his head. It feels better. — Sitting frying your brains out! With
that haircut you've no protection in this sun!

She delves into her straw bag, producing a tube of sunblock
and swathing it on his neck and arms, disdainfully regarding his
Ace of Spades T-shirt. — A black T-shirt! In this heat! And I don't
know why you won't wear shorts!

— For wee laddies, he mumbles.

Lennox remembers his mother making similar administrations
to him as a boy, at home in the small utilitarian garden with its
cut-grass lawn and its paved path meandering down to a
ramshackle tool shed. Or in the summer at Dingwall: a rare
Highland heatwave when they were staying at his aunt's. Again
at Lloret De Mar, on their first family holiday abroad, with his
father's pal and workmate, Jock Allardyce, and his wife, soon to
be ex-wife, Liz. It was also their last, as Avril Lennox's stomach
was swollen with his kid brother, and his older sister Jackie was
on the cusp of being too cool for such excursions. He'd met a
mangy old dog on the beach and they'd become friends. He'd
introduced the animal to his dad, horrified when his father chased
it off.— Keep away from that filthy bugger. Rabies, John Lennox
had explained in alarm. — Standards of hygiene in Spain are
different from Scotland.

He takes the cap off and regards the ubiquitous NY symbol.
He reluctantly puts it back on his head, pulling a sour face.
Something about it depresses him. It was the sort of hat that might
by worn by someone who had been to neither a baseball match
nor New York City.The sort of hat Mr Confectioner might have
had in his wardrobe.

— What's wrong with it? Trudi asks.

— I don't like the Yankees. No Boston Red Sox hats?

— There's loads in there, I didn't know what you wanted. I just
got it to keep the sun from burning out your brains! It's New York,
she urges.

— This is Florida, Lennox shrugs. He tried to think of a Florida
baseball team.The name Merlins seems to ring a bell. The Magical
Merlins.

— Yes, but it's all American and that's where we are, she says,
then sips her Sea Breeze and returns to her notes. — Go and see
if they'll change it if you want . . . I think Mandy Devlin and her
boyfriend should be at the evening do, rather than the church and
the meal . . . what do you think?

— I agree, Lennox says. He gets up, stretches, and steps next
door. Some football shirts: Real Madrid, Manchester United,
Barcelona, AC Milan.The baseball caps. He chooses a Boston Red
Sox number and puts it on. Returning to the patio, he sticks the
Yankees one on Trudi's head. Her hand goes to it, as if he's messed
up her hair, then stops.

She simpers at him, squeezes his good hand. Something rises
in him, a surge of optimism, which is crushed when she speaks.
— I'm really happy, Ray, she says, but it sounds like a threat. —
Are you winding down?

— I need to get the Hearts score.We're at home to Kilmarnock
in the Cup. Shall we find an Internet café soon?

Trudi's expression is briefly acerbic, then her face lights up.—
There's some stuff I want to show you on this website, some really
good ceilidh bands.

She is reading in another magazine about the television actress
Jennifer Aniston; her recovery after her divorce from the actor
Brad Pitt, now with a different actress, Angelina Jolie. Lennox
glances at each magazine on the table. Both were about relationships:
one focusing on a day of happiness, the other dealing with
a lifetime of misery and uncertainty. He'd glimpsed at it on the
plane. Jennifer Aniston was supposed to be with another actor
now, whose name he couldn't recall. Trudi points at her picture
on the cover. — It must be so difficult for her. It just goes to
show: money can't buy happiness. She looks at Lennox, who has
caught the waitress's eye and ordered another two Sea Breezes.
— We're okay though, aren't we, Ray?

— Hmm, he muses to himself, trying to think of the last decent
film Brad Pitt was in. Decides that the remake of Ocean's Eleven
wasn't too bad.

— Well, thank you for that vote of confidence! We're only going
to be spending the rest of our lives together! She looks at him,
harsh, shrew-like. He can see the old woman in her. It's like she's
fast-forwarded forty years. She throws the notepad on the table.
— At least pretend to be interested!

Jennifer Aniston and Angelina Jolie. Different women, faces, bodies.

The body had seemed to shrink in death, washed up on the rocks
at the bottom of that cliff. It was strange, but it hadn't bothered
him at the time.Well, it had bothered him, but not obsessively. He
thinks of his old mate, Les Brodie. How they used to shoot seagulls
with their air rifles. How, when you shot a gull, it was different
from shooting a pigeon. Les and his pigeons. The gull, though, it
just reduced, went into nothing, like it was a balloon, all air. The
difference between a dead adult body and a dead child's (and Britney
was the first dead child he had seen) was that sense of reduction.
Maybe you were just seeing for the first time how small they really
were.

Lennox feels his heartbeat rising again, as sweat coats his palms.
He forces down a deep breath.That cyanic corpse and its mysterious,
unyielding opacity; it was just a body though, Britney had
gone; what counted was bringing the bastard who had done her
to justice. But now he can see it as vividly as ever; the eyes popping
out of the head, the blood vessels on the lids haemorrhaged where
he'd throttled her, while penetrating her, wringing the life from
her for his own fleeting gratification.

A human life bartered for an orgasm.

He wondered if it was really like that. It was when he tried to
imagine the little girl's fear, her last moments, that those corporeal
images came racing back. But did she really look like that?
Was it not his imagination filling in the gaps?

No. The video. It was all there. He shouldn't have watched
the video. But Gillman was present, staring coldly at the images
Mr Confectioner had filmed. His act demanding that Lennox, as
superior officer, had to sit as implacably as his charge, even though
every second of it was crippling him inside.

He thought about the moment before he squeezed the trigger,
the gull in his sights.That timeless pause before release: the hollow
shabbiness inside him afterwards, as it lay small and lifeless on the
tarmac or the rocks at the Forth estuary at Seafield.

Les Brodie. The pigeons.

Suddenly he is tuning into a voice.

— . . . you won't talk to me Ray, you won't touch me . . . in
bed.You're not interested.Trudi shakes her head.Turns in profile.
Her eyes and lips are tight. — Sometimes I think that we should
just call the whole thing off. Is that what you want? Is it?

An ember of anger glows in his chest. It seems to be coming
from so far away, cutting through a maze of paralysis. Ray Lennox
looks evenly at her, wants to say,'I'm drowning, please, please help
me . . .' but it comes out as, — We just need to get some sun. A
bit of light, likes.

Trudi hauls in a huge intake of breath. — It is a stressful time,
Ray. And we really need to make our minds up about the venue.
I think that's the big one hanging over us, and then she gasps,—
September is only eight and a bit months away!

— Let's take it easy tonight, his tones are soothing, — go and
meet Ginger back at the hotel.

— What about your Hearts score?

— It can wait till I see the papers.We're on holiday, after all.

Trudi twinkles, her face opening up further as a carnival float
crammed with children in fancy dress chugs along in the traffic
of Ocean Drive.
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