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For Ali Rea





There is shadow under this red rock,

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),

And I will show you something different from either

Your shadow at morning striding behind you

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;

I will show you fear in a handful of dust.



T. S. Eliot, The Waste Land
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A Note on the Author





The girl gasps as his fingernails rake the soft skin of her inner thigh. She reaches for the whisky bottle and takes a long slow drink, clear brown liquid spilling down her lips and chin. She passes the bottle to the man beside her; he screws it back into the corpuscular imprint it has formed in the sand.

Across the Strait of Gibraltar, just a few miles distant, the lights of Europe flicker, losing their strength to the dawn. The girl manoeuvres herself onto all fours, facing out to sea as the man kneels behind to hoist her thin dress to the small of her back. The first glow of the sun starts to redden the Straits; this, and the electricity spreading up the girl’s spine, convince her, ever superstitious, that her decisions must be right, that today’s actions will be vindicated.

Warm water laps at the girl’s splayed hands. The tide is coming in; she pushes herself back and forth onto the man’s strong extended fingers, grinding her knees down into the sand, watching the European shoreline lights vanish as the sun unsticks bloodily from the mire.

The man reaches forward, easing down the straps of her dress, stroking a shoulder blade. Her head lolls, hanks of dark hair hanging over multi-pierced ears. Out to sea, the morning breeze gusts on the water, drowning out the break of the waves.

The girl sucks in a sudden breath. She feels a sharp, chilly sting on the side of her neck, as though more whisky has dripped down, or some insect or jellyfish has been brought in by the tide. She tries to exhale but the breath will not come. Lifting a hand to her neck, she senses the warmth between her thighs matched by a thick, sticky gush, as a high-pitched whine distinguishes itself above the waves, like a mosquito, the girl thinks dreamily, or a punctured lilo held to the ear.

Her elbow collapses, face slapping down hard onto wet sand. Rich red pools in the film of water, turning to pink before it drains away. The girl sees his shadow darken the sky above, then feels something spatter her cheek. The spittle clings to her eye socket, quivering with the last spasms of her body. Somewhere behind, a call to prayer rings out, marking the start of another Tangiers morning.





Part One

Gibraltar





Chapter 1

Spike Sanguinetti stared across the water at the shimmering lights of Africa. A breeze was whipping in off the Straits; he held his cheek to it, testing for the dry heat of a Saharan southerly. Instead came the same moisture-laden levanter. There would be no sun in Gibraltar tomorrow.

He turned back towards Main Street. Cobblestone lanes that a few hours earlier had been jostling with tourists were now deserted – safely back aboard their cruise ships, or cloistered over the Spanish border in the cheaper pensiones of La Línea de la Concepción. The grilles of the duty-free shops were down, wooden pub tables tipped on their sides, gleaming in the lamplight from closing-time scrub-downs but failing to dry in the humidity. Spike pulled his tie free, folding it into his suit pocket. Then he turned off Main Street and entered the steep-rising maze of the Old Town.

The ancient, crumbling houses clung precariously to the skirts of the Rock. Spike climbed past them, lulled by the routine, into backstreets and alleyways too tight to permit traffic. The Church of the Sacred Heart gave a solitary toll, while high on the Upper Rock, mist was muting the floodlights, lending a yellow sodium glow to the residential buildings below.

Spike stopped as he entered Chicardo’s Passage, suddenly alert. Twenty metres ahead, silhouetted in the spectral light, stood a figure. Thickset, with a man’s broad shoulders, standing directly in front of his house. Spike watched, heart quickening, as the figure took a silent step forward, then tested the door handle.

‘Hey!’ Spike called out.

Flinching at Spike’s voice, the man turned and launched into a heavy-footed sprint. Spike waited until the figure had reached the end of Chicardo’s Passage, then doubled back the way he had come in, pacing himself for the climb ahead.

Tank Ramp, Bedlam Court, Devil’s Tower Road: Gibraltar street names were the hallmarks of its bloodstained past. After crossing a narrow passageway, Spike ran up a high-walled set of steps. A fig tree had seeded itself in the ruins of an old victualling yard; he caught a hint of mustiness in the scented leaves and raised a hand to the branches, sending a large grey ape bounding away into the darkness.

Tongues of fog licked at Spike’s face as he burst onto Castle Road, the last demarcation before the Rock became too sheer to colonise. Cars and scooters were parked tightly on the cramped pavements; he zigzagged between them, stopping at the point where Fraser’s Ramp met the road. Head resting against damp concrete, he waited, allowing his breath to steady. The levanter swept through the Rock scrub above. More low cloud drifted past floodlights. It was then that he heard the noise.

A soft scrape of shoes on flagstones, followed by a coarse, asthmatic panting. Spike edged closer, stopping as the squat dark figure appeared on the road, chest heaving, hands on thighs. As soon as the man straightened up, Spike stepped out of the shadows and grabbed his arm.

A dusty old Fiat was parked ahead on the pavement; Spike slammed the man against it, pinning his thick neck down onto the sloping rear window. In the half-light, he made out pouchy cheeks and round, gold-rimmed spectacles. ‘Solomon?’ he said.





Chapter 2

Solomon Hassan leaned against the passenger door of the Fiat, arms by his sides, staring down at the pavement. He wore a pinstripe suit, the right trouser leg torn and the white shirt stained. His black hair was wet with grease or sweat, a tuft at the back sticking up.

‘Why did you run?’

‘It was dark,’ Solomon replied, speaking English in the same lilting accent as Spike. ‘I wasn’t sure I had the right house.’

A light flashed on opposite, and Solomon raised his head. His small, circular glasses were unhooked from one ear; he reached up to straighten them, hands shaking. ‘I need your help, Spike.’

The sash window across the road began rattling up, so Spike turned and walked quickly down Fraser’s Ramp, Solomon following behind. They came into Chicardo’s Passage by the opposite way. After unlocking the front door, Spike ushered Solomon into the hallway, then through the bead curtain into the kitchen. ‘Keep the noise down.’

General Ironside gave a low growl as Solomon passed. Spike raised an admonitory finger at the dog basket, then clicked through the bead curtain himself.

Solomon was standing by the pine kitchen table, head bowed, hands clasped behind back. Beneath the hanging bayonet bulb, Spike could see him more clearly. He was still as short as in their schooldays, but his chest was stockier, pectoral muscles bulging as though from assiduous gym time. The stains on his shirt were of a rusty-brown colour, the tear in his pinstripe trousers just below the knee, giving him the air of a smartly dressed postman savaged on his round. Solomon held himself there, letting Spike’s eyes range over him, absent-mindedly picking at his left thumb with the sharp nail of a forefinger. The wooden wall clock ticked; Spike spread his jacket over the back of a chair and sat down heavily.

‘Got anything to drink?’ Solomon whispered.

‘Nothing grown-up.’

‘Agua de beber?’ Solomon added, switching to yanito, the patois of Spanish, Genoese, English and Hebrew used by native Gibraltarians.

‘Por bashe.’

Solomon plodded across the buckling cork-tile floor. A tumbler had been upturned by the sink, alongside a pharmacy-shelf windowsill of pills; he filled it and drank, stubbly cheeks puffing. After blinking over at Spike, as though momentarily puzzled as to who he was, he drew out a chair and sat. ‘It’s all a misunderstanding,’ he said, mopping his brow with his suit sleeve. ‘I’m in trouble, Spike.’

‘Financial problems?’

Behind Solomon’s glasses the whites of his eyes were striated with red, like two semi-precious stones. ‘Murder.’

Spike shifted forward in his seat, reassessing the dark stains on Solomon’s shirt.

‘It’s just tomato juice, Spike,’ Solomon said. ‘Los tomates.’ He bunched up his shirt tail, revealing a braille of dried seeds. ‘Eight hours in the back of a lorry . . .’ His eyes focused on a knot on the pinewood table, as though he were viewing images within. ‘There was this girl.’

Spike raised a dark eyebrow.

‘It was three days ago,’ he said. ‘Feels like more.’ He straightened up a little, chest puffing. ‘I’m based in Tangiers now: I imagine you’ve heard. She was new in town. We went to a bar on the beach, took our drinks down to the shore, sat for a while, watched the sunset. Then she leans in and kisses me.’ Solomon scratched again at his thumb; Spike saw a drop of blood ooze from the pink, porous scar tissue around the nail. ‘So I pull away. I’m only meant to be showing her round, plus she’s crazy this girl, tattoos, piercings, the lot. She grins at me: “You know,” she says, “I only kissed you because you’re such” . . . Empollón was the word she used.’

‘A nerd,’ Spike translated, almost suppressing a smile. ‘Spanish?’

‘My boss’s Spanish stepdaughter. You can see why I didn’t want to start anything with her.’ Solomon sat back, eyes concealed by two suns of light reflecting from his glasses. ‘I get to my feet. It’s not completely dark, plus she’s no kid. So I left her there, Spike. On the beach.’

‘Anyone see you go?’

‘Even if they did, you’d never find them. No one in Tangiers talks to the police.’

‘But someone saw you come home.’

Solomon shook his head.

‘CCTV?’

‘Unlikely. It’s more in rural, isolated areas. So I go up to my flat. Watch a football game . . .’

‘Since when do you like football?’

‘There’s not a lot to do in Tangiers. Next morning I go into work. When I get home there’s a police car outside my apartment block.’

‘How did they find you?’

‘I used my card in the bar.’ Solomon worked a finger beneath his spectacles, itching at his left eyeball. ‘A policeman gets out: “Are you Solomon Hassan?” et cetera. He can see I’m uneasy so he goes back to his car. On the passenger seat there’s an envelope of black-and-white photos. The top one . . .’ Solomon withdrew his finger and ran it beneath his nostrils, laying a gleaming snail trail on the hairy knuckle. ‘She was lying on her back, head against the sand. Her eyes were all milky . . . like an old fish. And her neck – the mark was so small, Spike, like a tiny dash in biro. There was no blood. I asked if she was sleeping and the policeman said the tide had come in and washed the blood away.’

‘You went with him?’

‘Of course. To the station on the Avenue d’Espagne. Full of Moroccans in djellabas, rocking on their hunkers. He took me into a back room. Stacks of papers everywhere. I told him what I told you. The tape wasn’t working so I told him again. Then he let me go.’

‘What language?’

‘English . . . French at the start.’

‘You speak French now?’

‘Like I said, Spike, there’s not much to do in Tangiers. So I lie awake that night. The Tangiers police . . . they’re like animals. If they can place you anywhere near a crime, that’s it, they make the arrest, get the stats up. Plus for me . . .’

‘What?’

Grinning sourly, Solomon rubbed his finger up and down the bridge of his nose. ‘Jews are hardly flavour of the month in Morocco. The next morning I look out onto the street. A police jeep. Same guy as before but talking to two meatheads with sub-machine guns. The doorbell starts to ring; I grab my passport and run down the service stairs. I assume there’ll be police on that side of the building, but there aren’t, so I catch a petit taxi to the harbour.’

‘Not stopped by immigration?’

‘There’s a Gibraltarian who works the port. Slip him enough euros and he’ll get you over.’

‘You mean you crossed illegally?’

‘In the back of a lorry. Six hours before the catamaran even left. The waves . . . felt like my belly was being sucked dry. We got to Gib and the lorry rolled off. Let me out at Casemates. Imagine how it felt to see the Rock again.’

‘There was too much cloud,’ Spike said.

‘Sorry?’

‘There was too much levanter cloud to see the Rock.’ Spike stroked his jaw thoughtfully. ‘Why not go to your mother’s?’

‘You crazy? She’d have a heart attack. No, I think, my old pal, Spike Sanguinetti, he’s a lawyer. I remembered where you lived. Or thought I did.’

‘I’m a tax specialist, Solomon.’

‘You’re a friend,’ Solomon said, holding out his shaky palms in supplication.

‘You shouldn’t have run.’

Solomon snapped closed one hand. ‘And you don’t know Tangiers.’

Spike looked over to the wall, at his father’s blurry watercolours. All showed the Rock: from below, from the side, from above with HMS Victory towing in Nelson’s body, pickled in a barrel of cheap Spanish brandy. He got to his feet. ‘I’m going upstairs. When I come back down, you may be gone. You may even have crossed the border to Spain. I doubt the Moroccan authorities will have had time yet to alert immigration. Or,’ Spike added, turning from the curtain, ‘you may still be here. If you are, this is what happens. You’ll surrender your passport and I’ll make a call to Jessica Navarro. She’ll drive you to prison where you’ll be remanded overnight. After that, a criminal barrister will come and find you.’

Spike pushed through the beads to find General Ironside asleep in his basket. He creaked upstairs; from outside his father’s door he heard erratic, laboured breathing.

The tap in Spike’s sink snarled like an ape. He splashed his face and tasted salt. The house’s plumbing was so antiquated that seawater still seeped into the mains.

Downstairs, Solomon was standing by the sideboard, examining a silver photo frame. ‘My mother always said your father was the most handsome man on the Rock.’ He held the picture out; Spike looked down at the tall, laughing man in his elegant waistcoat and sombre tails. Even with the fading of time, Rufus Sanguinetti’s piercing blue eyes stared back fearlessly: northern Italian blood, as he still liked to insist. Beside him, Spike’s mother – a foot shorter even in heels – gazed up quizzically, as though unsure of what was to come, but guessing it would at least be amusing. Her left hand held a small bouquet of ivory roses, contrasting with the dark, delicate features of her face.

‘You look a lot like him,’ Solomon said.

Spike replaced the photo on the sideboard. When he looked back, Solomon had the crumpled purple rectangle of a British Gibraltar passport in one hand.

‘All right,’ Spike said, taking it. ‘Let’s get this done.’





Chapter 3

By 7 a.m., Spike was at his desk. The ceiling fan whirred soporifically above as he picked up a remote, switched off the fan, then picked up another and turned on his iPod speakers, feeling the humidity rise as the first arpeggios of Caprice No. 5 filtered through. Spike could do ten minutes of music with no fan, ten minutes of fan with no music, but combining the two created a discord that made work impossible.

The tax statute had downloaded; Spike checked an appendix, fountain pen in hand. Ahead, a pair of high French windows gave onto a paved patio. A date palm had centuries ago cracked through its flagstones to provide shade, not that that were needed today – the levanter breeze had drawn in a blanket of thick, humid cloud, shrouding the entire peninsula of Gibraltar, while out in the Straits, the sunshine blazed.

Spike heard the distant scrape of chair legs on parquet. The offices of Galliano & Sanguinetti had once been a grace-and-favour residence for various Royal Navy sea lords. Spike liked how their conversion reflected Gibraltar’s shift from military stronghold to financial centre. Liked that more than the work.

A rap came from the door. ‘Keep it on, keep it on,’ Peter Galliano said as Spike stretched for a remote control. ‘Anything to distract from this pipando closeness.’ He sank down into the leather armchair opposite Spike’s desk. ‘Your fellow Genoese?’

Spike nodded.

‘Didn’t he sell his soul to the Devil?’

‘Paganini had Marfan syndrome,’ Spike said. ‘A rare disorder of the connective tissue.’

‘Sounds like the Devil’s music to me,’ Galliano replied, still arranging his bulky frame in the armchair. ‘Anyway, speaking of crafty Devils . . .’

‘The Uzbeks?’

‘Back in town and meaning business.’ Galliano shunted forward in his seat. He was wearing his three-piece houndstooth suit today, a sign of an important lunch. There was even a spotted kerchief in the breast pocket, which he took out to dab at his fleshy brow. ‘Jodido levanter,’ he murmured.

Spike switched the music for the ceiling fan, the rush of air making the documents on his desk tremble.

‘Why you won’t let me buy you an air-conditioning unit,’ Galliano said, ‘I shall never . . .’

Spike let him finish, waiting for the double blink that signified his mind was focused. ‘The key,’ Spike began, ‘is to impress on them that Gibraltar’s ten per cent headline rate is for keeps. Other tax havens may give better short-term deals, but their fiscal future is uncertain. Gib will still be here, same as before. Minor expenditure for major security.’

‘Safe as the Rock of Gibraltar?’

‘You got it.’

‘And the sovereignty issue?’

‘There’s a new Foreign Office report out. Print it off.’

Galliano waved a pudgy palm. ‘Too much detail looks like weakness to your Uzbekistani.’

‘Where are you planning to take them?’

‘I thought the Eliott.’

‘There’s always that new vodka bar in Ocean Village.’

‘Ochen horosho.’ Galliano prised himself up using both armrests. With one hand he smoothed down the goatee beard he’d grown in an attempt to reclaim a long-lost jawline. In the three years since he and Spike had started up on their own – escaping the open-plan uniformity of Ruggles & Mistry, their previous employer – Galliano had had to make numerous adjustments to his wardrobe. Lunching for victory, he called it. ‘Still on that e-gaming SPV?’ he asked, seeing the statute open on Spike’s laptop.

‘Yes, but for a different company.’

He gave Spike a sideways bear hug, wafting cologne. ‘Goods and services, young Sanguinetti,’ he said, wheezing at the effort. ‘A few more years of this and think of all the goods and services. Your own palazzo in Genoa. Yo-Yo Ma playing Paganini at your dinner parties . . .’ He was still muttering as he picked up his briefcase and huffed into the entrance hall. Spike heard him curse as he met the butterfly-house humidity outside, then pause to light a Silk Cut Ultra as the doors clicked closed behind him.

Spike switched the music back on. On his desk sat a more recent photograph of his mother. He stared at her, embarrassed to be startled yet again by her beauty. He tried to catch her eye, but she was gazing out to sea, dark glossy hair tied back in a ponytail, snapped unawares on a family holiday a lifetime ago.

The intercom buzzed. ‘I know,’ Spike said, ‘goods and services . . .’

Instead of Galliano’s jocular tones came a brusque female voice. ‘Mr Sanguinetti?’

‘Sí.’

‘It’s Margo Hassan. Solomon’s mother.’

Spike’s finger hovered over the button. He depressed it and switched off the music for good.





Chapter 4

Spike indicated the leather armchair Galliano had just vacated.

‘I’d rather not,’ Margo Hassan replied curtly, ‘you’ll probably bill me.’ She stood with her legs apart on the frayed Moroccan rug that covered the office parquet. Above her faded black jeans, a scooped green top revealed a seamed and sun-weathered neck.

Spike leaned against the panelled wall, arms crossed. He remembered Mrs Hassan from his schooldays, waiting for Solomon by the gates. She’d always been a favourite with the older boys – the dyed brown hair was shorter but her sharp eyes and red lipstick remained the same. Spike had seen her around from time to time, in the way the thirty-odd thousand residents of Gibraltar did as they went about their business: a nod here, a smile there; too much courtesy and you’d never make it past your front door.

‘I’ve seen him,’ Margo Hassan said.

‘I told him to keep it quiet.’

‘The warder told a friend and that friend told me.’ Her lower lip began to quiver, sending a wave of irritation through Spike. ‘Patitu,’ she murmured. ‘I’m a bit . . . May I?’

‘Of course.’

They both sat down, Margo Hassan neat and bird-like in the armchair. Spike pointed behind him to a shelf of leather-bound spines. ‘Tax books, Mrs Hassan. I haven’t taken a criminal case in years.’

‘He wants you.’

‘Drew Stanford-Trench read law at Durham.’

‘Solomon says lawyers only practise in Gib if they can’t make it elsewhere.’

‘I’m here.’

‘That’s different.’

‘How?’

Margo glanced at the portrait on Spike’s desk, giving him another stab of irritation.

‘He says Stanford-Trench drinks.’

‘This is Gibraltar, Mrs Hassan.’

‘That he doesn’t know about extradition treaties.’

‘Nor do I.’ Spike stared at her across the desk. He had only the vaguest memories of Mr Hassan, a short, bearded man in a skullcap who used to carry Solomon through the streets on his shoulders. He’d left Gibraltar when Solomon was still young. Just cleared out one morning – the talk was he’d wound up in Tel Aviv with a new family.

‘Please,’ Mrs Hassan said. ‘I know you two weren’t the greatest of friends at school. But this is Solomon we’re talking about. Solly. He can be pushy, ambitious. But this?’ Her voice caught as she traced four red nails across a fold of her neck. ‘He doesn’t even know how to lie. As a boy, I’d say, Do the right thing when you go to a friend’s house – even if you don’t like the food, say you do. But he never could.’

Spike remembered that attitude crucifying Solomon in the playground. ‘Mrs Hassan,’ he said, ‘there are more lawyers per capita in Gibraltar than in any other town on earth. If your son doesn’t like Drew Stanford-Trench, I can find him someone else.’

‘I want you.’ She stalled, casting about. ‘You . . . won that scholarship.’

The clouds parted behind the French windows, sending a contre-jour sunbeam onto Margo Hassan’s face. Spike took in the notches around her mouth, the translucency of her skin as it hung at a slight remove from her skull. The sky reclaimed the sun and her face darkened. ‘He won’t last five minutes,’ she said.

‘I’m sorry?’

‘As a Sephardi. In a Tangiers jail. Not five minutes.’ She rose from her armchair, still staring over at Spike. ‘It’s always come so easily to you, hasn’t it?’

‘What has?’

‘I mean . . . just look at you.’

‘I’ll walk you out,’ Spike said, but she was already in the hallway, pushing through the doors onto the street.





Chapter 5

The Union Jack flapped impatiently from the portico of the Convent, the pretty pink building that was home to the governor of Gibraltar. Opposite, the beer garden of the Angry Friar pub was bustling with punters: tax-free shoppers, baffled Japanese, small-time Costa crims leafing through the day’s Sun. The pub was named after the Brotherhood of Franciscans evicted from their monastery – convento in Spanish – to make way for the British gubernatorial household, after Spain had lost Gibraltar in 1704. A group of shirtless youths was marching towards it, tattooed forearms swinging in formation. Their leader – best man, probably – glanced up at the sky, frowning at Gibraltar’s curious subtropical microclimate before joining in with his friends’ football chant.

Spike shouldered past them, the sharp iron railings of the law courts to his right, a gravel pathway running between beds of orange orchids towards a knot of chain-smoking locals awaiting their turn in the dock. The crowds grew denser; interspersed with the British high-street brands were independent Gibraltarian shops: VAT-free drink and fags, gold, perfume, electrical equipment. One name, Booze & Co., caught the tone nicely. Inside, Spike saw the shopkeeper heaping litres of Gordon’s and cartons of Winstons into the greedy arms of expats. They’d be back over the Spanish border by evening, driving their booty down to Sotogrande for a weekend pool party. A leather-faced Brit looked Spike up and down. He stared back and she winked a lazy, turquoise-lidded eye.

Behind the Horseshoe pub, pigeons pecked busily at a heap of carroty vomit. A herring gull waddled over to chase them from their savoury syllabub. As Spike climbed higher, the tourist droves began to thin and the urban beautification so beloved of the Gibraltar government – brass plaques, hanging baskets, ceremonial cannons – ceded to flaking stucco and unionist graffiti. With Britain till death do us part was daubed on one block of houses; We shall fight to the last but never surrender, a legacy of the constant threat that British sovereignty of Gibraltar be shared with Spain.

Above lay Chicardo’s and home; Spike turned left, skirting over Main Street, heading for the easternmost edge of the Old Town. Casemates Square sprawled below, the hub of Gibraltar, formerly a soldiers’ barracks and site of public executions, now full of karaoke bars and fish’n’chip stalls. Beyond spread the frontier traffic of Winston Churchill Avenue, queues of overheating cars tooting in frustration as the Spanish border officials deliberately slowed them down: the unnecessary search of the spare-tyre axle, the drawn-out phone call to check a valid EU passport. Gib was like a wart to the Spanish. Pull the noose tight enough and eventually it would drop off.

On the corner of Hospital Hill, Spike saw a group of kids, probable truants from the Sacred Heart Middle School. ‘Check it,’ the youngest one said, pointing up at the cemetery. ‘Macaco.’

Spike looked up to where a female ape perched on a headstone. Clinging to its underside was a fluffy brown ball with eyes, its fur darker than the light-grey pelt of its mother. Appropriate insulation for the snows of the Atlas Mountains in Morocco, where the apes were said to have originated, less suitable here. The mother gave a hiss, flashing yellow sabre-tooth fangs. Patrolling the unweeded graveyard below was a stocky male, moving on all fours with a swagger that would have impressed the stag parties down on Main Street. Its naked pink face and absence of tail gave it a disconcertingly human quality. It made a lunge for the female, which bounded off the headstone onto a wall – baby still hanging – before thumping down onto the roof of a transit van.

‘Muncho cool,’ the youngest kid said. Time for a cull, Spike thought to himself as he walked away – when the ape colonies grew too large and started encroaching to the Old Town, the government would send in the sharpshooters with silencers.

Ahead rose the Moorish Castle, dominated by the Tower of Homage, built by the Moors when they’d captured Gibraltar in ad 711. They’d held it until the reconquest, seven centuries later, and their leader’s name had stuck, Jebel Tariq – Mountain of Tariq – had stuck, morphing over time to Gibraltar. Beneath the stone battlements ran dark, sweaty stains where the Moors had poured boiling pitch onto besieging Spaniards. Spike stared up at them, marvelling as ever at their longevity, as he came into Upper Castle Gully. Then he saw Jessica Navarro standing by her Royal Gibraltar Police van.





Chapter 6

Jessica took off her chequered hat, pinioning it beneath her short-sleeved white shirt as Spike stooped to kiss her cheek. He still had a hand on her shoulder as she drew away; she hesitated, then moved back in for the second peck.

‘How’s your schedule fixed?’ Spike said.

‘Pickpocket. Due in the Mags at half two.’

‘Looked pretty busy down there.’

‘Thought you’d given all that up, Tax Man.’

They both turned, looking up at the Rock, at the gulls circling and squawking as they dipped in and out of a grey discus of cloud. ‘Humid one today,’ Spike said.

‘Muy mahugin.’

Spike looked back. The smooth olive skin of Jessica’s forehead betrayed no hint of sweat. Her chestnut hair was gathered in a silky knot, the better to fit beneath her police hat. ‘So what do you think?’ she asked, managing to hold Spike’s eye. ‘Guilty?’

‘Solomon’s a chartered accountant, Jess. He’s capable of many things but I don’t think murder’s one of them.’

‘People can change.’

‘I’m glad you think so.’

She looked away. ‘Maybe you’re right. He’s got that feel about him. Wrong place, wrong time.’

‘How do you mean?’

She shrugged, breasts shifting beneath her black stab vest. ‘He was hysterical when we brought him in. Freaking out in case he had to share his cell. But when we stuck him in solitary, he just sat there on the bunk and bowed his head. Like he was used to life doing him over. Expected it.’

‘What’s the commissioner’s take?’

‘He’s waiting to hear from you. Seems we all are.’ She stared up again. ‘You know,’ she said, ‘when I saw your number come up, I assumed you actually wanted to talk.’

‘I’ve been busy.’

He watched her beautiful eyes narrow with anger. ‘Don’t work too hard,’ she said. ‘All that paper-pushing is ageing you.’ She half reached up to touch his face, then let her hand fall as a clank came from above. The portcullis door of Her Majesty’s Prison opened to reveal a junior warder accompanied by a sullen, handcuffed youth in a tracksuit.

Spike walked Jessica up the slope. She signed a clipboard, escorting the pickpocket back down to her van as Spike and the warder continued on to the entrance, the fifteen-yard passage that represented the thickness of the castle’s thousand-year-old walls. There’d been attempts to move the prison wholesale to a shiny new facility on the other side of town. It still hadn’t happened.

Before going inside, Spike turned to see Jessica sharing a joke with her ward. Then she slammed the double doors behind him.





Chapter 7

Alan Gaggero stood up from the front desk. Behind him rose a bank of elderly CCTV monitors. Spread before him was the Gibraltar Chronicle crossword.

‘Stuck?’

Gaggero grinned. His grey comb-over and kindly eyes were unchanged. ‘What’s it been now, Spike?’ he said. ‘Two years?’

‘Three.’

‘Three years,’ Gaggero repeated as he ran Spike’s briefcase through the scanner.

‘Thought they were shutting this place down,’ Spike said.

‘Overspill.’

They headed in single file down the side stairs. ‘How’s your old man doing?’ Gaggero asked.

‘Está haleto. But he can still finish the crossword in ten minutes flat.’

‘I’ll have to up my game then.’

Gaggero jangled his key fob and unbolted the steel door. ‘Back in a mo,’ he said, leaving the door ajar.

Spike listened as Gaggero’s rubber soles squeaked away down the corridor. The off-white walls of the interview room were windowless and the strip lights hummed. The air smelled of disinfectant and was as dank as might be expected in the deepest reaches of a medieval castle. A table was nailed to the lino, carved like a school desk with initials and incomplete slogans of protest. In the corner, a black CCTV camera peered from its bracket like an alien eye.

Once Gaggero’s footsteps had faded, Spike walked over to the far wall. Leaning back against it, he took a tissue from his pocket and worked the two leaves of the material apart. He tore off a fingertip-sized piece, which he moistened with his tongue. After checking the door, he reached up and stuck the tissue to the CCTV lens. Then he returned to the table.

Tipping one of the chairs onto its side, he brought a brogue crashing down on the pivotal leg. With a few more kicks, the wood splintered. He propped the chair back up in front of the table, then went round to the other side and sat down.

His briefcase held a single-deck tape recorder, which he took out and positioned on the table. Moments later, the door opened fully and Solomon Hassan appeared, Alan Gaggero behind. ‘You remember the form,’ Gaggero said, gesturing at the wall buzzer beneath the camera.

Spike nodded.

‘Vale,’ Gaggero said. ‘Enjoy.’ He withdrew, sliding the bolt into place.

Solomon was back in his supplicatory position, head bowed, hands behind back. He wore prison denims now – belt-free trousers, coarse button shirt – and tatty flip-flops with, for some reason, a minute Brazilian flag on the straps. His skin was paler and his plump cheeks stubblier, like wintry copses seen from the air.

‘Have a seat,’ Spike said.

The chair leg gave way at once. Solomon let out a yelp, making a lunge for the table but toppling sideways onto the lino.

Spike moved round to his side. ‘You all right there, Solly?’

Solomon lay on the floor in the foetal position, snapped chair beside him.

‘Here, let me help. Have mine.’ Spike hauled him up and brought his own chair round. Solomon sat down carefully, shaking his head.

‘I’ll perch,’ Spike said, sitting on the table. ‘So are they treating you OK?’

‘I have a slop bucket in my cell.’

‘Ouch.’

‘And the guy next door keeps praying. I can’t sleep.’

‘It is called the Moorish Castle, Solomon. You didn’t care for Drew Stanford-Trench, they tell me?’

‘He was vague on extradition treaties.’

‘Well, I’m briefed on those. Want to hear?’

‘Yes.’

‘There’s good and bad news. The good is that you won’t have to see Drew Stanford-Trench again.’

Solomon gave a nod.

‘Nor me for that matter.’

Solomon wrinkled his nose as though confronted by a sudden stench.

‘Because the bad news is that there’s a new Order-in-Council, extending the Extradition Act 1870. Only passed at the start of the year, part of a broader deal made by the Gibraltar government. Trying to seem squeaky-clean to the EU – any fraudsters skip across the Straits, we get them back. But it cuts both ways. So if the Kingdom of Morocco requests the company of Mr Solomon Hassan, they need only say the word.’

‘But I haven’t done anything.’

‘They just need a prima facie case.’

‘They don’t even have a proper justice system.’

‘Oh, I hear Moroccan public defenders can be pretty good. Some of them even speak English.’

Solomon laid both hands on the table. His thumbs were criss-crossed with dark-flecked scabs. ‘Why are you –’

‘They’ve still got the death penalty in Morocco, you know that, Solly? Not used much, but in your case, a defenceless girl, a foreigner –’

‘I’m innocent, Spike.’

‘You ran.’

‘I told you, as a Jew –’

‘Where are the witnesses who saw you leave? Where’s your alibi?’ Spike dismounted and came round to Solomon’s side. ‘Let me tell you what I think,’ he said. ‘Stop me if I veer off track.’ He crouched down to Solomon’s level. ‘You’re on the beach, right? The sun is setting; it’s romantic, almost.’

Solomon stared into the middle distance, picking at his thumbs. Spike leaned in closer. ‘This girl’s new in town, and she likes you, you can tell. You’ve had a few drinks, you’re sitting on the sand, and then suddenly you realise. This is it. This is why you left Gibraltar. This is what you’ve been pumping iron for all those nights alone in your flat. So you lean across and kiss her. And it was that way round, wasn’t it, Solly? But she just laughs. She doesn’t say “Sorry” or “Can’t we just be friends?” She just laughs in your face. And it all starts to come back. Solly the Wally. Simple Solly. Shoved around the playground by the younger boys. You thought you’d left all that behind, the big shot who went to Africa to make his fortune, but now you see that’s how it’s always going to be, and something inside you snaps. You smash your bottle of beer, or maybe you use something on the beach. You jab forward and suddenly she’s not laughing any more. Stop me if I’m wrong, Solly.’

Solomon blinked behind his spectacles; Spike reached to the floor and picked up the broken chair leg. ‘Take it,’ he said, wrapping Solomon’s thick fingers around the shaft. ‘How does it feel? That weight in your hand. Is that how the knife felt?’ Solomon’s right fist gripped the chair leg, veins rising on the back like worm casts. ‘She was laughing at you, Solly, and she’s Spanish, and God knows, we Gibbos have all had enough of that. So you lunge at her, and now you’re staring at a corpse, and something takes over, an instinct, and you’re rolling her into the water, but she’s heavy, you can’t get her far, but the tide will come in, won’t it, so you’re running from the beach, slowing as you reach the coast road, then it’s home safe to a football match, just to say you’ve done something, and in the morning even you can’t believe it, did you do it? Except the police turn up. They’re all corrupt in Tangiers, who wouldn’t run? And here we are.’

Solomon was trying to speak.

‘Sorry?’

He shook his head, blinking.

‘When did your father leave?’ Spike said, moving in closer. There were flakes of dandruff in Solomon’s hair, dazzling against the greasy blackness. ‘Twenty years ago, was it? Left you and old Mother Hassan behind. She came to see me, Solly.’

Solomon’s head turned a fraction. The red lines in the whites of his eyes were back.

‘That’s right,’ Spike went on. ‘Came to my office this morning, low-cut top, legs akimbo.’

Solomon’s fist clenched more tightly around the chair leg.

‘After your dad left, ima kept you close, didn’t she? No one good enough for her boy. But you got away. Made it over the Straits, promised to send her money, got to Tangiers where no one was watching. Somewhere you could make a move on a girl. Somewhere you could punish a girl.’

Solomon’s teeth gritted. The chair leg rose, angling towards Spike.

‘Away from old ima nothing counts as much, so when a girl laughs at you, the one girl you thought might actually like you, you can shut her up and it won’t matter at all.’ At the periphery of his vision, Spike checked the dimensions of the room. ‘Murders happen all the time in Tangiers, who’s going to notice some Spanish chochi who drank too much and –’

There was a clatter as Solomon’s grip slackened and the chair leg dropped to the ground. His head slumped down, two oily lines exuding from behind his spectacles. ‘No,’ he said. ‘No.’

Spike moved behind him, laying a hand on his shoulder, feeling the surprising tautness of the muscles. ‘It’s OK,’ he said. ‘I just had to check.’

As soon as Solomon’s sobs subsided, Spike sat down on the table and hit ‘record’ on the tape recorder. ‘Twenty-first of August, fifteen twenty hours,’ he said into the speaker. ‘Room 2, Moorish Castle Prison. First client interview.’

Solomon glanced up.

‘Mr Hassan, why, in your opinion, is it unsafe for a Jew to be held in prison in Tangiers?’

‘Is this –’

Spike nodded.

‘But you –’

‘Answer the question, please, Mr Hassan.’

Solomon took off his glasses, dabbing at the teardrops with his denim shirt. ‘There was a home-made bomb. Six months ago. At a synagogue in Casablanca.’ He sniffed moistly. ‘The King rounded up all the Islamists. There’ve been reprisals in the prisons.’

‘Presumably Jewish inmates are held in separate wings.’

‘The attacks happen in the yard. In the canteen.’

‘Is this documented?’

Solomon slid his glasses back on. The lenses were still mottled. ‘The media still gets censored. But people know.’

‘And you’re a Sephardic Jew?’

Solomon nodded.

‘Speak up, Mr Hassan. The machine doesn’t register gestures.’

‘Yes-I-am-a-Jew.’

Spike clicked off the tape as Solomon’s lips peeled back. ‘What the hell was that?’

‘My peace of mind.’

‘Your what?’

‘If I’m going to represent you.’

There was fresh blood on Solomon’s thumbs. He continued to pick at them, oblivious. Spike reached over to stop him and he snatched both his hands away, hiding them beneath the tabletop. ‘So I won’t have to go back to Tangiers?’

‘We can try and stall them on the Jewish angle,’ Spike said as he walked over to the wall buzzer, ‘but no promises.’

After counting to ten, Spike peeled the flake of tissue from the camera lens. Thirty seconds later, the metal bolt began to slide.

‘Find out the time of death,’ Solomon said hurriedly as the door creaked open.

Spike looked round.

‘The precise hour. Someone from that bar must have –’

‘Twelve and a half minutes,’ Gaggero said as he came in. ‘You’ll tell your old man that, won’t –’ Gaggero broke off, seeing the carcass of the chair on the ground.

‘One too many halal burgers for Mr Hassan, I’m afraid,’ Spike said, giving the chair back a prod with his shoe. ‘It just went.’

Gaggero frowned, then tapped Solomon on the back. As Solomon rose, Spike thought he saw the ghost of a smile on his mouth. Maybe it was a grimace. ‘The girl’s name,’ he said. ‘It was Esperanza.’

Spike nodded, then put away the tape recorder and returned to the office.

Galliano was still out to lunch. Spike sat motionless at his desk until the harsh staccato notes of Caprice No. 9 reached their climax. Then he picked up the phone and placed a call to the court of assizes in Tangiers.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPF/bloomsbury_l-nd-ny-s_bitmap.zoom3.jpg
A ¥

] o





OPF/cover.jpg
i ‘L rendered .. a rare and envi ible talent’ WiLLIAM BOYD

Thomas

MOGFORD

SHADOW OF THE ROCK

A SPIKE SANGUINETTI MYSTERY





