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In praise of
 Denise Mina’s

Garnethill

Trilogy

“Denise Mina’s Garnethill trilogy is a great achievement.”

— Natasha Cooper, Times Literary Supplement

“Head and shoulders above much of contemporary crime fiction.”

— Val McDermid

“We are asked to think hard about the nature of sympathy, justice, and retribution. We ponder these questions long after the books end, and ask, How do we apply them to the world we know and the lives we lead?”
	     — Margo Jefferson, New York Times

“Denise Mina is one of the most exciting writers to have emerged in Britain for years.”

      — Ian Rankin

GARNETHILL

“One of the year’s best books.... A stunning debut. Denise Mina is definitely one to watch.”

         — Leslie McGill, Kansas City Star

“A shattering first novel.... You can’t look away from it.”

— Marilyn Stasio, New York Times Book Review

“Like sandpaper across a delicate varnish, the novel scrapes and tears the veneer of everyone in the book, removing the grime along with the gloss.”

            — Amy Rabinovitz, Houston Chronicle

“Mina writes with a pen dipped alternately in gallows humor and rage.”

                 — Kirkus Reviews

EXILE

“A powerful novel.... A writer of stunning talent and accomplishment.”

   — Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“In Maureen O’Donnell, Mina has fleshed out a real woman, flaws and all. An absorbing read.”

— Judith Evans, St. Louis Post-Dispatch

“This is a terrific book ...for its accurate evocation of a thoroughly convincing milieu of tenements and child benefit books, jostling family demands and scrambling survival, cafés and night buses, as well as its collection of superbly elaborated characters, all of whom are given their well-deserved due.”

   — P. G. Koch, Dallas Morning News

“The poverty Mina describes cuts like Angela’s Ashes. ...The danger reaches a frightening pitch that is soon surpassed by a stunning twist at the conclusion.”

          — Jane Dickinson, Rocky Mountain News

RESOLUTION

“A riveting story, with the outcome in doubt until the final pages.”

— Susanna Yager, Sunday Telegraph

“If you want a reason to try the crime genre, skip Agatha Christie, skip A Is for ..., and get yourself a novel by Denise Mina.”

       — Jane Dickinson, Rocky Mountain News

“Once again, Mina delivers a Scottish blend of Thomas Harris, George Pelecanos, and Oprah-style reading that is uniquely her own and goes down very smoothly.”

                 — Library Journal

“Mina’s canvas is so broad, so teeming, and so relentlessly sordid that the biggest surprise in this final chapter in Mina’s not-to-be-missed Glasgow trilogy is that she can pull off the climax her title promises.”

                 — Kirkus Reviews
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MAUREEN

MAUREEN DRIED HER EYES IMPATIENTLY, LIT A CIGARETTE, WALKED over to the bedroom window, and threw open the heavy red curtains. Her flat was at the top of Garnethill, the highest hill in Glasgow, and the craggy North Side lay before her, polka-dotted with cloud shadows. In the street below, art students were winding their way up to their morning classes.

When she first met Douglas she knew that this would be a big one. His voice was soft and when he spoke her name she felt that God was calling or something. She fell in love despite Elsbeth, despite his lies, despite her friends’ disapproval. She remembered a time when she would watch him sleep, his eyes fluttering behind the lids, and she found the sight so beautiful that it winded her. But on Monday night she woke up and looked at him and knew it was over. Eight long months of emotional turmoil had passed as suddenly as a fart.

At work she told Liz.

“Oh, I know, I know,” said Liz, back-combing her blond hair with her fingers. “Before I met Garry I used to go dancing . . .”

Liz was crap to talk to. It didn’t matter what the subject was, she always brought it back round to her and Garry. Garry was a sex god, everyone fancied him, said Liz, she had been lucky to get him. Maureen was sure that Garry was the source of this information. He came by the ticket booth sometimes, hanging in the window, flirting at Maureen when Liz wasn’t looking.

Liz began a rambling story about liking Garry and then not liking him and then liking him again. Two sentences into it Maureen realized she had heard the story before. Her head began to ache. “Liz,” she said, “would you do me a favor and get the phones today? He’s supposed to phone and I don’t want to talk to him.”

“Sure,” said Liz. “No bother.”

At half-ten Liz opened her eyes wide. “Sorry,” she said theatrically into the phone, “she’s not here. No, she won’t be in then either. Try tomorrow.” She hung up abruptly and looked at Maureen. “Pips went.”

“Pips? Was he calling from a phone box?”

“Aye.”

Maureen looked at her watch. “That’s strange,” she said. “He should be at work.”

Half an hour later Liz answered the phone again. “No,” she said flatly, “I told you she’s not in. Try tomorrow.” She put the phone down. “Well,” she said, clearly impressed, “he’s eager.”

“Was he calling from a phone box again?”

“Sounded like it. I could hear people talking in the background like before.”

The ticket booth was at the front of the Apollo Theatre, set into a triangular dip in the neoclassical façade so that customers didn’t have to stand in the rain while they bought their tickets. It was a dull gray day outside the window, the first bitter day of autumn, coming just as warm afternoons had begun to feel like a birthright. The cold wind brushed under the window, eddying in the change tray. The second post brought a letter stamped with an Edinburgh postmark and addressed to Maureen. She folded it in half and slipped it into her pocket, pulled the blind down at her window and told Liz she was going to the loo.

Douglas said he was living with Elsbeth but Maureen felt sure they were married: twelve years together seemed like a lifetime and he lied about everything else. Three months ago the elections for the European Parliament had been held and Douglas’s mother was returned for a second term as the MEP for Strathclyde. All the local newspapers carried variations of the same carefully staged photo opportunity. Carol Brady was standing on the forecourt of a big Glasgow hotel, smiling and holding a bunch of roses. Douglas was standing in the background next to the provost, his arm slung casually around a pretty blond woman’s waist. The caption named her as Elsbeth Brady, his wife.

Maureen had written to the General Register in Edinburgh, sending a postal order and Douglas’s details, asking for a fifteen-year search on the public marriage register. She remembered caring desperately when she sent the letter three months ago but now the response had arrived it was just a curiosity.

The outer door was jammed open by Audrey’s mop bucket. One of the cubicle doors was shut and a thin string of smoke rose from behind the door. Maureen tiptoed over the freshly mopped floor, locked the cubicle door and sat on the edge of the toilet, ripping the fold open with her finger.

The marriage certificate said that he had been married in 1987 to Elsbeth Mary McGregor. Maureen felt a burst of lethargy like an acid rush in her stomach.

“Hello?” called Audrey from the other cubicle, speaking in the strangled accent she reserved for addressing the management.

“It’s all right,” said Maureen. “It’s only me. Smoke on.”

When she got back to the office Liz was excited. “He phoned again,” she said, looking at Maureen as if this were great news. “I said you weren’t in today and he shouldn’t phone back. He must be mad for you.”

Maureen couldn’t be arsed responding. “I really don’t think so,” she said, and slipped his marriage certificate into her handbag.

At six o’clock Maureen phoned Leslie at work. “Listen, d’ye fancy meeting an hour earlier?”

“I thought your appointment with the psychiatrist was on Wednesdays.”

“Auch, aye,” said Maureen, cringing. “I’ll just dog it today.”

“Right, doll,” said Leslie. “I’ll get you there at, what, half-six?”

“Half-six it is,” said Maureen.

Liz helped to shut up the booth and then left Maureen to carry the day’s takings around the corner to the night safe. Maureen walked slowly, taking the long way through the town, avoiding the Albert Hospital. Cathedral Street is a wind tunnel. It’s a long slip road for the M8 motorway and was built as a dual carriageway to accommodate the heavy traffic. The tall office buildings on either side prevent cross breezes from tempering the eastern wind as it rolls down the hill, gathering nippy momentum as it crosses the graveyard and sweeps down the broad street. Maureen had misjudged the weather, her thin cotton dress and woolen jacket did nothing to keep out the cold and her toes were numb in her boots.

Louisa would be sitting behind her desk on the ninth floor of the Albert right now, her hands clenched in front of her, watching the door, waiting for her. Maureen didn’t want to go. The echoey corridors and smell of industrial disinfectant freaked her every time, reminding her of her stay in the Northern. The nurses there were kind but they fed her with food she didn’t like and dressed her with the curtains open. The toilets didn’t have locks on them so that the patients couldn’t misuse the privilege of privacy for a suicide bid. When she first got out, each day was a trial: she was terrified that she might snap and again be a piece of meat to be dressed every morning in case of visitors. Her current therapist, Dr. Louisa Wishart, said that her terror was a fear of vulnerability, not loss of dignity. And every time she went to see Louisa the same fifty-year-old underweight man was sitting in the waiting room. He kept trying to catch her eye and talk to her. She cut her waiting time as thin as possible to avoid him, sitting in one of the toilets or hovering around in the lobby.

She had been attending the Albert since Angus Farrell at the Rainbow Clinic referred her eight months before. By the time she had her first session with Louisa she knew she was going to be all right, that therapy was an empty gesture to medicalize a deep sadness. She tried to stop going to Louisa but her mother, Winnie, caused an almighty fuss, phoning her four times a day to ask how she was. She went back to the Albert and said she had been resisting a breakthrough in her therapy.

Having been brought up Catholic she felt like she had always been passing her inner life in front of someone or other for approval. So she lied, changing the names and making up story lines to entertain herself. She rarely talked about her family. Louisa smiled sadly and gave her obvious advice.

She took a cutoff to the High Street and walked down to the Pizza Pie Palace, a badly Americanized restaurant destined for insolvency from the first. The walls were varnished red brick, hung with chipped tin adverts for cigarettes and gasoline. Two battered papier-mâché cacti stood on either side of the door. The bonnet of a Cadillac had been unwisely attached to the wall just above the till, at forehead level. She could see Leslie sitting at a table at the back of the room, still wearing her battered biker’s leathers, with two enormous cocktails in front of her and a cigarette in her hand. Her short dark hair was kept perpetually dirty by her crash helmet and stuck out in all directions. Her nose was flat and broad, her eyes were large and deep brown, verging on black, her teeth were big and regular. The overall effect was mad and sexy. She pushed one of the cocktail glasses toward Maureen as she walked over to the table.

“Aloha.” She grinned.

A shiny-faced young waiter came over to the table and interrupted Leslie’s pizza order to tell her he thought her leathers were sexy. Leslie blew a column of smoke at him. “Get us a fucking waitress,” she said, and watched as he walked away.

“Leslie,” said Maureen, “you shouldn’t speak to people like that. He doesn’t know what he’s done to offend you.”

“Fuck him, he can work it out for himself. And if he can’t, well, he’ll be offended and that makes two of us.”

“It’s rude. He doesn’t know what he’s done.”

“You are correct, Mauri,” she said, “but I think that the important lesson for our young friend to learn is that I’m a rude woman and he should stay the fuck out of my face.”

A bouncy young waitress came over to the table. Leslie ordered a large crispy pizza for the two of them to share with anchovies, mushrooms and black olives. Maureen ordered a carafe of their cheapest red wine.

Unlike Liz, Leslie was great to talk to. Whatever had happened she unconditionally took her pal’s side, happily bad-mouthed the opposition and then never mentioned it again, but she hated Douglas and she was pleased now that Maureen said she wanted to finish it. “He’s an arse.” She fished a cherry out of her glass with her fingers. “That was abuse. You were a minute out of hospital when he nipped you.”

“He didn’t nip me,” said Maureen. “I nipped him.”

“Doesn’t matter. Getting involved with a patient is abuse.”

“But I wasn’t his patient, though,” said Maureen, instantly defensive. “I was Angus’s patient.”

“He met you at the clinic, didn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Maureen conceded uncomfortably.

“And it’s a clinic for victims of sexual abuse?”

“Yeah.”

“And he worked there and knew you were a patient?”

“Yeah, but —”

“Then it’s abuse,” said Leslie, and, lifting the cocktail, drank it far too quickly.

“Oh, I dunno, Leslie, everything can’t be abuse, you know? I mean, I wanted it. I was as much part of it as he was.”

“Yeah,” she said adamantly. “Everything can’t be abuse but that was. Do you think he could have guessed that your consent was compromised by being four months out of a psychiatric hospital?”

“I dunno.”

“Maureen, four months out of the laughing academy, come on, even a prick like Douglas knows it’s not right. He’s with someone else, he asks you to keep it a secret, he’s got a lot of power over you. It’s abusive.”

“He didn’t ask me to keep it a secret, actually,” said Maureen, blushing with annoyance.

“Did he take you home to meet his mum?” Leslie smiled softly. “What’s your damage about this guy, Mauri? He’s got access to your fucking psychiatric record, how equal can that be?”

The waitress brought the carafe of wine and poured it for them as if it was nice. She lifted the empty cocktail glasses. Maureen couldn’t think of anything to say. She nursed her cigarette to mask her discomfort, rolling the tip on the floor of the glass ashtray. Leslie was right. Douglas was a sad old wanker.

The carafe was half-empty by the time the giant pizza arrived. They ate it with their fingers, catching up with the news and gossip. The funding to the domestic violence shelter where Leslie worked had been cut and it might have to shut in a month. She was conducting a campaign to have the funding reinstated and was getting the rubber ear everywhere. “God, it’s depressing,” she said. “We got so desperate we even sent a mail shot to the papers telling them that eighty percent of battered women are turned away as it is, and not one of them phoned us. No one seems to give a shit.”

“Can’t you ask the women to speak to the papers? I bet they’d cover a human interest story.”

Leslie drained a glass of wine and thought about it. “That’s a hideous idea,” she said flatly. “We can’t ask these women to prostitute their experience for our sake. They’ve been used all their lives and most of them are still being hunted down by their own personal psychopath.”

“Auch, right enough.” Maureen sat forward. “I can’t help thinking that we never win the abortion debate at a media level because the antiabortionists coach women to cry on telly and use photographs of dead babies and we always use statistics. We should use emotive narratives and arguments.”

Leslie grinned. It must be very cheap wine, her teeth were stained dark red. Maureen supposed hers must be too.

“Frothy emotionalism,” said Leslie. “Best way to engage the ignorant.”

“Precisely. You should do that.”

“I’m sick of trying to win arguments,” said Leslie quietly. “I don’t understand why we don’t all just band together and attack. Doris Lessing says that men are frightened of women because they think women’ll laugh at them and women are frightened of men because they think men’ll kill them. We should all turn rabid and scare the living shit out of them — let them see what it feels like.”

“But what justification would there be for adopting violent tactics?”

“Negotiations,” said Leslie, adopting a Belfast accent, “have irretrievably broken down.”

“I don’t accept that,” said Maureen. “I think what you mean is you’ve lost patience.”

It was unfair of Maureen to say that: Leslie worked in the shelter with women who had been systematically beaten and raped by their partners. In Leslie’s world men rape children, they kick women in the tits and teeth and shove bottles up their backsides; they steal their money and leave them for dead and then feel wronged when they leave. If anyone could justifiably lose patience Leslie could.

Leslie thought about it for a minute. She looked despairingly at her glass and struggled with some thought. Her face collapsed with exhaustion. “Fuck it,” she said. “Let’s get really pissed.”

And they did.

Maureen’s head was fuzzy with red wine. She put on her softest T-shirt straight from the wash to make herself feel coddled and went to bed. She took more than the prescribed dose of an over-the-counter liquid sleeping draft and fell asleep with her eye makeup half-off and her leg hanging out of the bed.
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DOUGLAS

DOUGLAS WAS TIED INTO THE BLUE KITCHEN CHAIR WITH SEVERAL strands of rope. His throat had been cut clean across, right back to the vertebrae, his head was sitting off center from his neck. Splashes and spurts of his blood were drying all over the carpet. One long red splatter extended four feet diagonally from the chair, slashing across the arm of the settee and nearly hitting the skirting board on the far wall.

She couldn’t seem to move. She was very hot. She had been scuttling back down the hall from the toilet when the blood-drenched cagoul lying just inside the living-room door caught her eye. A trail of bloody footprints led to Douglas, tied to the chair in the dead center of the room. The footprints were small and regular, like a dance-step diagram.

She didn’t remember sliding down the wall into a fetal crouch. She must have been there for a while because her backside was numb. She couldn’t see him now, just the cagoul and two of the footprints, but the sweet heavy smell of blood hung like a fog in the warm hall. The yellow plastic cagoul was drenched in blood. The hood had been kept up; the blood pattern on the rim was jagged and irregular.

He could have been there all night, she thought. She’d gone straight to bed when she got in. She’d slept in the same house as this.

Eventually, she got up and phoned the police. “There’s a dead man in my living room. It’s my boyfriend.”

She was standing still next to the phone, sweating and staring at the handle on the front door, afraid to move in case her eyes strayed into the living room, when she heard cars screaming to a stop in the street and people running up the stairs. They hammered on the door. She listened to the banging for two long bursts before she could reach over and open it. She was trembling.

They moved her into the close and asked her where she had been in the house since coming in. A photographer took pictures of everything.

Her neighbor, Jim Maliano, came out to see what the noise was. She could hear him asking the policemen questions in his Italian-Glaswegian rat-a-tat accent but couldn’t make out what he was saying. Maureen was finding it hard to speak without drawling incomprehensibly. She felt as if she were floating. Everything was moving very slowly. Jim brought her out a chair to sit on, a cup of tea and some biscuits. She couldn’t lift the cup from the saucer because she was holding the biscuits in her other hand. She put the cup and saucer down on the ground, under her chair so that no one would knock it over, and balanced the biscuits on her leg.

The neighbors from downstairs gathered vacantly on the half-landing, standing with their arms crossed, telling each new arrival that they didn’t know what had happened, someone had died or something.

A plainclothes policeman in his early thirties with a Freddie Mercury mustache and piggy eyes cautioned Maureen.

“You don’t need to caution me,” she mumbled, standing up and dropping her biscuits. “I haven’t done anything.”

“It’s just procedure,” he said. “Right, now, what happened here?”

He said yes to everything she told him about Douglas as if he already knew and was testing her. He interrupted Maureen as she tried to explain who she was. “You lot,” he said tetchily to the assembled neighbors, “you’ll be contaminating evidence there. Go back indoors and wait for an officer to come and see you. Give your names and addresses to her.” He gestured to a uniformed policewoman and turned back to Maureen. She threw up, narrowly missing the policeman’s face but hitting him squarely in the chest, and passed out.

It took her a minute to work out where she was. It was a large bed, a black-lacquered mess with small tables attached at either side. It looked like the devil’s bed. Jim Maliano was third-generation Italian immigrant and proud. His house was a shrine to Italian football and furniture design. On the wall at the foot of the bed a black and blue Inter Milan football shirt was squashed reverently behind glass and framed with tasteful silver. It was wrinkled and fading like a decaying holy relic.

Her mother, Winnie, was sitting by her feet stroking them histrionically. Winnie liked to drink whisky from a coffee cup first thing in the morning and most days were a drama from start to finish. She coughed a sob when she saw Maureen open her eyes. “Oh, honey, I can’t believe it.” She slid up the bed, cupped Maureen’s face in her hands and kissed her forehead. “Are you all right?”

Maureen nodded.

“Sure?” Winnie’s breath stank of Gold Spot.

“Aye.”

“What on earth happened?”

Maureen told her about finding the body and passing out in front of the policeman. Winnie was listening intently. When she was sure Maureen had finished talking she said that Jim had left a wee brandy for her, for the shock. She lifted an alcoholic’s idea of a wee brandy from the side table.

“Mum, I’ve just thrown up.”

“Go on,” said Winnie, “it’ll do you good.”

“I don’t want it.”

“Are you sure?”

“I don’t want it.”

Winnie shrugged, paused and sipped.

“It’s good brandy,” she said, as if the quality of drink had ever made a difference. Maureen would phone Benny and get him to come over. Benny was in Alcoholics Anonymous and Winnie couldn’t stand to be in the same house as him.

Winnie sipped the brandy, nonchalantly taking bigger gulps faster and faster until it was finished while Maureen got up and dressed. Jim had left out a Celtic football shirt and black jogging trousers for her. She took off her sticky T-shirt and slipped them on. Just as she was tying the drawstring on the trousers she caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror on the far wall. She had one panda eye from last night’s makeup and her hair was dirty and stuck to her head. She had only washed it the morning before. She ran her index finger under her eye, wiping off the worst of the nomadic mascara.

The mustachioed policeman looked around the door. The front of his jacket and shirt were wet, he had washed Maureen’s vomit off too vigorously and although he had tried to pat them dry the jacket lapels were losing their shape and his shirtfront was see-through. Maureen could see an erect nipple clinging to the wet material. “Are you decent?” he said, looking her up and down.

He was followed into the room by the policewoman and an older officer with rich auburn hair flecked with gray. Maureen had seen him directing the Forensics team. His pale face was dotted with orange freckles, oddly boyish in such a serious man. He had a big gap between his two front teeth and watery china blue eyes. She remembered him for his courtesy when he moved her into the close.

“I don’t usually dress like this,” said Maureen, smiling with embarrassment at her outfit. “Can I get my own clothes?”

“Is that what you were wearing last night?” asked the Mustache, gesturing to the discarded T-shirt on the bed.

“Um, yeah.”

He pulled a folded white paper bag out of a pocket and took a Biro from his breast pocket. He slid the pen under the T-shirt and poked it into the bag.

“We’d like you to come with us, Miss O’Donnell,” said Mustache Man. “We’d like to talk to you at the station.”

“You can’t arrest her!” shouted Winnie, her voice a startling wail.

“We’re not trying to,” said the policewoman calmingly. “We’re just asking her to talk to us. If she comes down to the station it’d be voluntary.”

Winnie put out her hand in front of Maureen in a dramatic, brandy-induced gesture of maternal protectiveness. “I demand that you allow her to see a solicitor,” she said.

Maureen shoved Winnie’s hand out of the way. “Stop it, Mum,” she said, and turned back to the police officers. “I’ll come down with you.”

Jim Maliano watched from the living-room doorway as the motley crowd walked down the dark hall. When Maureen came past him he reached out and squeezed her shoulder gently. His small gesture of empathy touched Maureen unreasonably and she vowed not to forget it.

The rest of it was a bit of a blur. She remembered Winnie crying loudly and a small crowd parting outside the close to let her through. The red-haired man got into the driver’s seat of a blue Ford and the policewoman helped Maureen into the backseat, climbing in next to her. He asked if she had been cautioned. She said she had but she wasn’t really listening. He recited it for her. Within minutes they were in Stewart Street police station.

It was just round the corner from her house but Maureen hadn’t paid much attention to it before. The three-story concrete building sat on the edge of an industrial estate and was fronted with reflective glass. It looked more like an office block than a police station. They drove round to the back and pulled into a small car park. It was surrounded by a high wall topped with spiraled razor wire. Looking up at the back of the building from the car park, she could see small, mean, barred windows.

The red-haired man helped her out of the car, holding on to her elbow longer than he need have. She must look a bit wobbly. “Now, don’t you worry,” he said. “That’s the worst bit over. We’re only going to talk to you.”

But Maureen wasn’t thinking about that. She just wanted to see Liam.
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MARIE, UNA AND LIAM

MAUREEN WAS THE YOUNGEST OF THE FOUR OF THEM. THEY ALL bore a striking family resemblance: dark brown hair, square jaws and fat button noses. Their build was the same too: they were all short and thin. When they were children, people often mistook Liam and Maureen for twins: they had been born ten months apart, both had pale blue eyes and they spent so much time together they adopted all of the same mannerisms. When they hit puberty Liam refused to hang about with Maureen. She didn’t understand: she followed him around like a little dog until he threatened to beat her up and stopped talking to her. Their resemblance gradually faded.

Marie was the eldest. She moved to London in the early eighties to get away from her mum’s drinking, settled there and became one of Mrs. Thatcher’s starry-eyed children. She got a job in a bank and worked her way up. At first the change in her seemed superficial: she began to define all her friends by how big their mortgage was and what kind of car they drove. It took a while for them to realize that Marie was deep down different. They didn’t talk about it. They could talk about Winnie’s alcoholism, about Maureen’s mental-health problems, and to a lesser extent about Liam dealing drugs, but they couldn’t talk about Marie being a Thatcherite. There was nothing kind to be said about that. Maureen had always assumed that Marie was a socialist because she was kind. The final break between them came the last time Marie was home for a visit. They were talking about homelessness and Maureen ruined the dinner for everybody by losing the place and shouting “Get a fucking value system!” at her sister.

It happened six months before Maureen was taken to hospital, but the way Marie told it there was only a matter of weeks between one incident and the other. And that explained it. Maureen was mental and Marie forgave her.

Marie was married to Robert, another banker, who worked in the City. They had been married on the quiet in the Chelsea Register Office two years before but Robert had never found the time to come to Glasgow and pay his respects to her family. It was a shame because now he couldn’t afford to: he had become a Lloyd’s Name at just the wrong time, on just the wrong syndicate, and they were living in a bedsit in Bromley.

Una’s husband, Alistair, was an integral part of the family. He was a plumber and couldn’t believe his luck when Una agreed to marry him. He was a quiet, honorable man and, to Una’s everlasting joy, had proved himself eminently malleable. She began by changing the way he dressed, then moved on to his accent, and at the moment she was trying to change his career.

Una was a civil engineer and made a right few quid. She scheduled beginning a family for 1995 and had virtually booked her maternity leave but she didn’t get pregnant. She put a brave face on it but recently she had confided in them all, individually and in confidence, that she was getting desperate. Maureen went with her to the clinic when she had the preliminary tests. It turned out that Alistair’s sperm count was a bit low and he was put on a course of medication. Una was happy and Alistair was if she was.

When it came time for Liam to go to secondary school, Michael, their father, had lost his job as a journalist because of his drinking, quite a feat in those days. They couldn’t afford to send Liam to the private school Marie and Una had been to so he was sent to Hillhead Comprehensive and Maureen followed him a year later. It was a good school but neither of them studied very hard.

Winnie’s alcoholism progressed rapidly after Michael left them. Within four years she was married again and their new stepfather, George, became the silent partner in loud, brutal arguments. Despite the atmosphere in the house Liam delighted his mother by getting into Glasgow University Law School. He dropped out after six months and started selling hash to his friends on a casual basis but he discovered a talent and went professional. He bought a big house. They told Winnie he managed bands. Maureen used to nag him about security in the house but he said that if he started to worry about things like that he’d get really paranoid.

His present girlfriend, Maggie, was a bit of a mystery. She was a model, but they never saw her model anything, and a singer, but they never heard her sing either. She was very pretty and had the roundest arse Maureen had ever seen. She didn’t seem to have any friends of her own. Poor Maggie had a lot to live up to: Lynn, Liam’s first and last girlfriend, was a doctor’s receptionist and as rough as a badger’s arse but such great crack even Winnie’s snobbishness dissipated when Lynn told a story.

Maureen did well at school and went straight to Glasgow University to study history of art. She was in her final year when she began to think she was schizophrenic. The night terrors she had always suffered from got progressively worse and she started having waking flashbacks. They were mild at first but escalated in frequency and severity. Because she didn’t know what she was flashing back to, she thought they were random delusions. In her more lucid moments she realized something was very wrong. She had never done acid so that wasn’t it. She began to read about mental illness and found that she was in the right age group for her first schizophrenic attack. She wasn’t very surprised: like many people from unhappy families she’d never assumed the future would hold anything too thrilling. She told no one, got the job at the Apollo Theatre and bought the tiny flat in Garnethill so that when she fell down the big black hole into the hands of the social services they wouldn’t make her live with Winnie.

It took a year and a half of patient panic for the breakdown to come.

She was sitting upstairs on a bus. A fat man sitting behind her was breathing mucousally in her ear. The noise got louder, closer, more rasping, until it was deafening. She waited for him to hit her, a fisted slap on the side of her head. When it didn’t happen she screamed for a bit and threw up. The driver came to see what was wrong and found her sobbing and trying to wipe up the mess with a single tissue. He told her to leave it. She ran off the bus. None of the other passengers came after her.

The family got worried when Mr. Scobie, the manager at the Apollo, phoned Winnie’s as a last resort. Maureen hadn’t been at work for three days and hadn’t called. Liam went looking for her and found her hiding in the hall cupboard in Garnethill. She had been there for two days and had urinated and defecated in the corner. She remembered Liam wrapping her in a blanket and carrying her downstairs to his car. He pulled the blanket over her face and whispered to her all the way to hospital, telling her she was safe, still safe, be brave.

One month after she was admitted to the Northern Psychiatric Hospital Una’s husband, Alistair, came to visit on his own. He asked to speak to her and her psychiatrist together and broke Una’s confidence, telling them that this had happened before. When Maureen was ten she had been found hiding in the cupboard under the stairs. She had been there for a whole day. Her face was bruised down one side and when they gave her a bath they found dried blood between her legs. No one knew what had happened because Maureen couldn’t speak. Michael packed a few things, took the checkbook and disappeared forever. Winnie told the children that Maureen had fallen on her bottom and got a surprise. It was never mentioned again.

Winnie had never forgiven Alistair for telling. She phoned him sometimes when she was drunk. He wouldn’t tell Maureen what she said.

Leslie came to the hospital every day, working her visits around her shifts at the shelter. She treated the hospital stay as if it was something that was happening to both of them together. Leslie was scared at first and then settled into the routine, getting angry about the pettiness of the ward rules and making friends with the other patients. Everyone else behaved as if they were coming to view Maureen. She knew that it was her friendship with Leslie that prompted her to get angry and get better. Their relationship changed after the hospital: Maureen couldn’t bring herself to lean on Leslie in even the smallest detail. She was always reluctant to phone her when she had a problem. Leslie dealt with other people’s emotional crises all day every day at the shelter and Maureen knew she could easily tip the scales and go from being Leslie’s pal to being her client. She found herself wishing Leslie would have a disaster sometimes, something minor and fixable, so that Maureen could save her and restore the balance between them once and for all.

The Mustache Man was waiting for them at the car-park entrance to the station. They took her into a small reception area and asked her to sign a book saying that she had come to the station voluntarily. They asked her permission before taking her fingerprints.

She still felt light-headed, her stomach ached with tense after-vomit contractions and she was having trouble with her eyes: her depth perception kept changing suddenly, shifting objects closer and farther away. She blinked hard, pressing the rims of her eyelids tight to stop it. She knew she must look pretty crazy but they weren’t watching her, they were anxious to get her upstairs.

The policewoman and the Mustache escorted her up two flights, through a set of fire doors and into a windowless beige corridor illuminated with imperceptibly flickering strip lights. The pattern on the linoleum was too big for the small space. It would have been a disorienting place at the best of times and this wasn’t the best of times.

“Is this corridor a bit narrow?” Maureen asked the Mustache.

“A bit,” he said, worried by the question. “Are you going to be sick again?”

She shook her head. He stopped at one of the doors and opened it, waving her through in front of him. It was a bleak room. The walls were painted with mushroom gloss, the kind that is easy to wipe clean, and a gray metal table was bolted to the floor. A large clumsy black tape recorder was resting on the table next to the wall. A tiny window, high up on the wall, was barred with wrought iron. Everything about the room whispered distrust.

A tall man with ruffled blond hair was sitting at the near side of the table with his back to the door. He stood up when they came in, introduced himself as Detective Chief Inspector Joe McEwan, and asked her to sit down, motioning to the far side of the table, the side farthest away from the door. She had noticed him back at her house: while she was standing in the close she had seen him in the living room, talking to a man wearing a white paper suit. He had looked out at her, his glance lingering too long to be casual. His skin showed a fading long-term tan, the result of regular foreign holidays. He was in his forties and dressed so carefully in black flannels and an expensive blue cotton shirt that he was either gay or a bachelor. A quick look at the fading milky strip on the third finger of his left hand told her that he had shed a wedding ring one or two sunny holidays ago. He had the look of an ambitious man on his way to some bright future. Maureen’s Celtic shirt glowed a strange shade of cheap green under the fluorescent light.

She sat down and Joe McEwan introduced the Mustache Man as Detective Inspector Steven Inness. The policewoman was not introduced. She took the hint and left, shutting the door carefully behind her.

McEwan pressed a button and turned on the tape recorder, telling it the time and who was present. He turned to Maureen and asked her very formally whether or not she had been cautioned prior to the interview. She said she had been. Without looking at him McEwan nudged Inness, telling him to take over.

Inness asked her all the same questions he had asked her at the house, again nodding and yessing her answers. She told them who Douglas was, about Elsbeth and that his mother was an MEP. The two policemen glanced at each other nervously. Inness asked her what her shoe size was, and why she hadn’t reported the murder last night. She hadn’t looked into the living room, it was to the right of the front door and the bedroom was to the left, so there was no reason for her to pass it unless she had been to the toilet. She went straight to bed because she was pissed.

Inness left long pauses after Maureen imparted each bit of information, expecting her to panic at the silence and fill in the spaces with important clues. Maureen had seen a lot of psychiatrists in her time and knew what he was doing. She found it familiar and calming, as if, among all the confusion, she had stumbled across a set of rules she understood. She did what she had always done with the long-pause technique: she sat and looked at the person interviewing her, her face blank, waiting for them to notice that it wouldn’t work. The professional thing to do was stare back at her, take it on the chin and then try something else, but Inness couldn’t. He looked at everything in the room, his eyes rolling around, swerving past Maureen to the back wall and over her head to the tape recorder. He gave up and flicked back and forth through the pages of his notebook, looking increasingly confused.

McEwan took over. “Who has a key to your house apart from yourself, Miss O’Donnell?”

“Um, my brother, Liam, Douglas, and that’s it. Oh, I suppose the factor would have one.”

“What’s the factor’s name?”

She told him and guessed at the phone number. McEwan wrote it down in a notebook. “I’m not sure that’s the right number,” she said.

“It’s okay,” he said, pleased at her willingness to cooperate. “We can look it up. Where can we find your brother?”

She couldn’t let them turn up at Liam’s house unannounced — she knew he left stuff lying around all the time. It would frighten the shit out of him if nothing else. He’d never had a scrape with the law. “Um,” she said, “he’s staying with some friends at the moment, I’ll bring him down if you want to talk to him.”

McEwan wasn’t pleased. “Can’t we contact him?”

“Well, the people he’s staying with aren’t on the phone. They’re difficult to get a hold of. I’ll get him for you.”

“Well, okay,” said McEwan, raising his eyebrows insistently, creasing his forehead into three deep parallel ridges. She thought he must make that face a lot. “But we need to see him today.”

“I’ll bring him down, I promise. Why was it so hot in the house?”

He looked at her. “What do you mean?”

“It’s not usually that hot in the house.”

He nudged Inness to make a note of it and turned back to Maureen. “So Douglas had his own key?” he asked diffidently.

“Yes.”

“Did you let him into your house yesterday?”

“No, the last time I saw him was on Monday. He stayed the night and left in the morning before I got up.”

“Did he mention anything to you about being threatened by anyone, arguing with anyone, being followed, anything like that?”

Maureen thought back over the night’s conversation. He was tired when he came in, he didn’t even kiss her as he came through the door. He took his shoes off and sat on the settee telling her the usual gossip, the usual moaning appraisal of the people he worked with. Nothing different. They didn’t have sex. Douglas fell asleep a minute after getting into bed and Maureen lay wide-awake next to him and watched him dribble saliva onto the pillow. They hadn’t had sex for five weeks. Douglas had begun to recoil when she touched him, he rarely even kissed her now.

“Not that I remember,” she said.

McEwan scribbled something in a notepad. “And that was the last time you saw him?” he said, without looking up.

“Yeah.”

“Except for this morning,” observed Inness unnecessarily.

“Yeah,” said Maureen, puzzled by his crassness. “Except for this morning.”

“Now,” said McEwan, “when you found the body this morning did you touch anything?”

Maureen thought about it. “No,” she said.

“Did you go into the living room before you phoned us?”

“No.”

“Did you go into the hall cupboard?”

“The shoe cupboard?”

“Yes,” said McEwan. “The small cupboard in the hall, the one with the shoe box in it.”

“No, I didn’t go in there. I saw the body and phoned you immediately.”

“ ‘Immediately’? At the scene you told Detective Inspector Inness that you sat in the hall for a while.”

“Well, yeah, I saw the body and sat down in shock and as soon as I was able to stand up I got to the phone and called you.”

“How long were you sitting in the hall?”

“I don’t know, I was in shock.”

“One hour? Two hours?”

“Ten minutes, maybe. Twenty minutes at the longest.”

“And where were you sitting in the hall?”

“What difference does it make where I sat?” she said impatiently.

“Just answer the question, Miss O’Donnell.”

“I was sitting directly across from the hall cupboard.”

“And the door to the cupboard was ...?”

Joe McEwan seemed to be trying to prompt her toward some meaningful statement about the state of the cupboard but she wasn’t sure what it was. She shrugged. “I dunno, what? Broken?”

“Was it open?” asked McEwan. “Was it shut?”

“Oh, right, no, it was shut.”

“Could you see into the living room from where you were sitting?”

“I could see some footsteps.”

“How many footsteps could you see from there?”

She thought about it for a moment. “Two,” she said. “I could see two but there were seven altogether.”

McEwan looked at her suspiciously. “You seem very sure about that.”

“I remember them because they looked odd. They weren’t shuffled, there were no scuffs of blood at the heel, but they were too close together. It looked odd. Like someone had been walking funny.”

“As if they were planked,” said Inness quietly, looking at his notes.

His comment annoyed McEwan for some reason: he turned and looked at Inness. Inness realized his mistake and eyed McEwan a subordinate’s apology.

“Why are you so interested in the hall cupboard?” asked Maureen. “Was there something in there?”

McEwan was evasive. “Never you mind what was in there.”

Maureen ran her fingers through her greasy hair. “Would either of you have a cigarette I could blag?” she said.

She had come out of shock minutes before and was desperate for a fag. Her packet was in her handbag, on the bedroom floor.

Inness sighed and looked at McEwan as if to say Maureen was a chancer. McEwan didn’t respond. With pronounced reluctance Inness took a packet of Silk Cut from his pocket and handed one to Maureen. He lit a match, holding it across the table. Maureen leaned over, sitting the cigarette in the flame. It crackled softly. She inhaled and felt the smoke curl warmly in her lungs, her fingers began to tingle. McEwan reached out suddenly, took a cigarette out of Inness’s packet and leaned forward, lighting it from the ready flame. Inness seemed surprised. McEwan inhaled and grimaced. “Now,” he said, looking at his cigarette accusingly, “I’m afraid we can’t allow you to stay at your own house for a while. Is there anyone else you can stay with?”

“Oh, aye,” said Maureen, “loads of places.”

“I mean, we’ll need the address you’ll be staying at so we can find you if we need to.”

“I might be able to stay with a pal in Maryhill but I’d have to check with him first.”

“That would be handy,” nodded Inness. “It’s just up the road.”

“Yeah,” said Maureen, wanting desperately to see Liam or Benny or Leslie, or anyone familiar and alive. “Can I nip up the road to ask him?”

McEwan gave her a hard, determined look. “No,” he said. “I’d prefer it if you stayed here.”

“I really want to leave for a while and come back.”

“I want you to stay. We’ll be receiving information all the time and it may be important for me to check things out with you.”

“I want to go,” she said firmly. “I want to get some fags and something to eat and have a think.”

“We can bring you food and cigarettes.”

“I want to have a think.”

“What have you got to think about?”

“I just want to get the fuck out of this building for a while,” she said, becoming agitated. “The lighting in here is making my eyes hurt and I’m tired, all right?”

“I want you to stay,” he said, leaning on the table and exhaling smoke slowly through his nose. “We can keep you here for up to six hours if we have some reason to suspect you’ve broken the law.”

Maureen leaned forward. They sat head-to-head, each reluctant to sit back and relinquish the space to the other. “Are you arresting me?” she asked.

“I don’t need to arrest you to keep you here.”

“I haven’t done anything.”

“It’s not that simple,” said Inness.

Joe McEwan was getting very annoyed, his eyes narrowed and his forehead creased indignantly. He must be very unused to being defied. Maureen thought about his ex-wife and wished her well. He stood up, shoving the chair away noisily with the backs of his knees. He leaned over and opened the door. The policewoman was standing outside: he ushered her into the interview room and left, slamming the door behind him.

“Have we got to wait for him to come back?” asked Maureen.

“Uh-huh,” said Inness, fiddling with the Biro, tapping it softly on the table.

“How come there’s always two of you?” said Maureen.

Inness looked up. “Corroboration.”

“What’s corroboration?”

“We can’t use any evidence that’s witnessed by one person. There have to be two officers present at all times in case we hear something important.”

“Oh.”

After an infinity McEwan came back in. “You can go,” he said, looking disgusted and angry. “But I want you back here in two hours, is that clear?”

“Yes,” said Maureen, pleased to be getting her way.

He leaned over the table and told the tape that it was eleven thirty-three, that the interview was being suspended and that he was turning it off. He flicked the switch and turned back to Maureen. “You know,” he said, his voice louder than it need have been, “I really think if you wanted us to find the person who murdered your boyfriend you’d cooperate more fully.”

“I appreciate that,” she said, gracious in victory. “I’ll do everything I can to help you but right now I need a break.”

He looked at her disbelievingly and motioned for her to follow him as he walked out of the room.

Coming down the stairs to the main entrance she could see Liam sitting on a plastic chair in the lobby. He looked up and grinned when he saw her, wrinkling his nose. She shook her head softly and looked away, warning him not to speak to her. If McEwan saw Liam he’d recognize him as her brother and would insist on interviewing him right away. Maureen would have to wait for him.

“I’ll be back by half-one,” she said, distracting McEwan’s attention. “I promise.”

McEwan walked straight past Liam. He paused by the reception desk and patted it with the flat of his hand, telling her firmly that this was where she should report to when she came for their appointment. Maureen gave him an insolent look and left.

McEwan watched her walk through the glass doors and saw a young man with the same build and hair color follow Maureen O’Donnell toward the main road.

Liam caught up with her in the street. “He must be used to dealing with half-wits,” he said.

“Naw, I think he was trying to patronize me. He’s pissed off because I insisted on leaving for a while.”

Liam’s Triumph Herald was parked at the far end of the street. Maureen could see the rust patches from two hundred yards away. It was a rotten car, it broke down at least once a month but Liam said it was good for business: the police tended to stop young guys in Mercs, not mugs in shitey motors.

Maureen slipped her arm through his, something she hadn’t done in years. “Did Mum tell you about Douglas, then?” she asked.

“Yeah,” said Liam, keeping his eyes on the road and squeezing her arm hard.

“How long were you waiting for?” she said.

“Just about three-quarters of an hour. Not long anyway.”

“Liam, they’re going to have to speak to you. I didn’t think and I told them you had a key to the house.”

He flinched. “Oh, bollocks.”

“I’m sorry,” she said. “Would they know about your business?”

“Dunno, maybe,” he said. “Auch, actually they probably don’t. Where are we going, anyway?”

“Well, I want to ask Benny if I can stay there for a while. I’m not allowed to go home until they’ve finished looking through everything and I can’t stay at yours, obviously. How’s Mum?”

Liam looked shifty. “Mm, well, Una’s with her.”

“You mean she’s pissed?”

“Umm, she might be,” he said quietly. “She’s very upset. Una’s comforting her.”

“For fucksake, this is going to turn into something that happened to her, isn’t it?”

“You know Mum, she could scene-steal from an eclipse.” He opened the passenger door for her and saw that she was winding herself up. “Getting pissed off won’t make a sod of difference. You should know that by now.”

Maureen got into the car. The windows were opaque with cold condensation. Maggie was sitting in the backseat. “Oh, Maggie,” said Maureen. “Have you been here all that time?”

Maggie smiled politely and nodded.

“Why didn’t you come inside? You must have been freezing.”

“I didn’t like to,” she said vaguely.

Liam revved the engine. “Let’s go and see Benito,” he said, and pulled out into the Maryhill Road. “Benito Finito.”

An unmarked police car followed the Herald at a discreet distance.

Hillhead Comprehensive’s catchment area covers a middle-class area and a profoundly deprived one. Benny came from the latter. He had been expelled in third year for setting fire to a toilet but Maureen and Liam stayed in touch with him because he was mental and a good laugh.

Benny drank like his father. Consequently his early life was a series of Dadaesque adventures: he woke up in a meat factory, he got engaged to a woman whose name he couldn’t remember, he fell into a quarry on a Saturday night and didn’t manage to get out until the men came to work on Monday morning. When he was twenty he said he was sick of getting his face kicked in all the time and started attending Alcoholics Anonymous and got sober. He was homeless at the time and Maureen let him sleep on her bedroom floor at home. He talked about nothing but the joy of AA for two months. Winnie came to hate him.

His alcoholic family disowned him when he moved in with Maureen’s family and got sober. He did some exams at college and got into Glasgow University to study law. His family owned him again. He was in senior honors studying corporate law and had a series of traineeship interviews lined up with high-flying companies. His bank manager kept writing to him, asking him to take out more loans.

They drew up into Scaramouch Street. It was short, only four closes long, with bollards blocking off the end from the Maryhill Road. The street used to be a handy cutoff before the lights. When the bollards first went up several drivers, thinking they’d be cute and save a couple of minutes, swerved straight into them and wrote their cars off. They climbed the stairs to the second floor and knocked. Benny opened the door. He wasn’t bad-looking: he was dark with long eyelashes and kind gray eyes, six foot something tall, and had a solid muscular frame, but his close association with Liam and the rest of her family made Maureen squeamish about fancying him. He looked Maureen up and down and burst out laughing. “What the fuck are you wearing?” he squealed. “You look like a ned!”

Maureen pushed her way in through the door. “I’ve had a bit of an eventful day,” she said, and went into the kitchen to put the kettle on. Benny was a dirty bastard: the kitchen was filthy. Dishes, bits of food and packaging were sitting on the work tops and table, the sink was full and smelled faintly of mildew.

She could hear them in the hall, Liam mumbling the story in a monotone and Benny whispering exclamations back. Liam called to her that he was going to drop Maggie home and would be back in half an hour.

Benny stayed in the living room for a few minutes before coming into the kitchen. His face was gray. “Jesus, Mauri,” he said, “Jesus. I don’t know what to say.”

Maureen dropped into a chair and covered her face with her hands. She wanted to cry but nothing seemed real. Benny sat next to her, putting his arms around her, holding her close and kissing her hair. He was trembling. “Oh, Mauri,” he whispered, “Jesus, Mauri, it’s so shockin’.” She sat up and asked him for a fag. “Haven’t you got any?” She explained what had happened to hers and he insisted that she take his packet.

He gave her a lemonade and an ashtray and sat at the table with her, leaning close and listening intently. She told him about the cagoul and the shoes and the rope. How could they get into the house, she kept saying, how could they get in the front door without making a noise?

“Did Douglas have his own key?” asked Benny.

“Aye.”

“And there was no sign of forced entry?”

“Not that I noticed.”

“Well, Douglas must have let himself in and, either then or later, let in the person who did it. Unless they picked the lock. What kind of locks have you got?”

Maureen described them.

“They’d have to know what they were doing,” he said. “Chances are he let them in so ye can conclude that he knew them.”

“Aye.” She was impressed by the logic of his deduction. “Aye, that’ll be it. You’re good at this.”

“This is awful. I suppose they think it was one of his clients from the clinic. Or could it be the woman he was living with?”

“Elsbeth?”

“Yeah, Elsbeth. It’s kind of poetic, killing your unfaithful man in the other woman’s house.”

“It didn’t look very poetic,” said Maureen.

“Oh, fuck, I shouldn’t have said that, I’m sorry, it’s hard to take in.”

“I know,” said Maureen. “It’s so shocking it almost isn’t.” Her bum was numb again. She stood up and rubbed it with her palms. “I’ve had a very fucking strange day,” she said, as if the fact had just occurred to her.

“How’re ye fixed? Did you leave your wallet at home too?” He took a tenner out of his pocket and pressed it into her hand.

“I don’t need any money, Benny. I’ll get my wallet from the police.”

“Just take it in case, okay?”

“I’ll give it back as soon as I get my wallet.”

Benny quirked an eyebrow playfully. “Give it back to me when you give me that Selecter CD back.”

Maureen rolled her eyes. “God, not again, Benny, I gave you that back months ago.”

“Ye never did.”

“Benny Gardner, I’ll buy you a replacement but you’re going to find that CD in this filthy house and ye’ll have to crawl to me.”

“It’s been discontinued and, Mauri, I’m telling ye, you’ll find it in your filthy house and you’ll have to crawl to me.”

Maureen finished her lemonade. “Can you think of anything else about Douglas, Benny? Any more elementary-my-dear-Watsons?”

Benny smiled, pleased at being asked.

“Not off the top of my head, no.”

Maureen slumped over the table. “I’m worried they’ll think I did it.”

“Oh, no” — he took her hand and squeezed it tightly — “they won’t think that. They won’t. Anyone who knows you could tell them it wasn’t you. When you went into the living room, did you see a murder weapon?”

Maureen thought her way back through the room, censoring Douglas’s body out of the picture. “I dunno, um, no. But I didn’t get a good look, really.” She blinked and saw a blood-soaked curl of hair behind his ear, and below that his poor broken neck, sliced open like a raw joint. She got up, washed her hands over the dirty dishes in the sink and tried to blink away the image.

“I’m just asking because it’d be good if they didn’t find one,” he said.

She splashed cold water on her face. “Find one what?”

“A murder weapon.”

“Why?”

“Well, if you were in the house all the time and the weapon’s found somewhere else that means someone came in, did it and then went away again. That’ll be good for you.”

“Okay,” said Maureen, having trouble seeing how any of this could be good for her. She sat back down at the table. “It turns out they were married, after all. I feel like such a mug.”

“Douglas was married to Elsbeth?”

“Yeah.”

He touched her forearm and spoke softly. “I thought ye’d decided he was an arse anyway.”

“Yeah,” she said miserably, “but he was my arse.”

Benny scratched his head and looked at her shirt. “You look mental. Let’s find you something to wear.”

They went into the bedroom and Benny dug out a red T-shirt with “The Broad Left Anti-Capitalist Dynamos F.C.” printed on the front. The Anti Dynamos were a football team Benny used to play for. Maureen had been openly coveting the shirt for years and she appreciated the gesture. Benny was over six foot and Maureen was only five two so they couldn’t find her any trousers.

“You’ll have to keep those joggers on.”

“I hate these things,” she said. “They always make me think of fat guys with free-range bollocks.”

He gave her a key to his house. Maureen could sleep on the sofa bed in the front room until she wanted to go home. The arrangement was perfect: Winnie would never come here.

“Can I ask another question about it, Mauri?”

“God, please, Benny, anything you can think of . . .”

He bit his lip and looked at her. “It’s a bit of a rough one, though.”

“I can take it.”

“Sure?”

“Positive.”

“Did you notice whether there were a few cuts or just one?”

“What, on his neck?”

“Yeah, were there a few cut marks and then a big one?”

She blinked. “Naw, from what I saw there was just one big one.”

He exhaled slowly. “Fuckin’ mental,” he muttered.

Maureen asked him what he meant.

“It means whoever killed him just tied him up and did it, no threat to do it, no first go. It means they didn’t hesitate.”
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