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Characters

Inspector Jenny Logan: a police officer in Edinburgh.
Sergeant Grant: an officer helping Inspector Logan.

Sergeant Graham: another officer in the Edinburgh police.

Billy Marr: a man who lives in Edinburgh.

Helen Robertson: a police doctor.

Clare Rutherford: a research student.

Katie Jardine: a research student.

Frances (Fran) Stewart: a research assistant.

Karen Ramsay: a researcher who works at the university.
Mrs Dalwhinnie: owns Fran’s flat.

Dr David Balfour: a research supervisor.

Kenneth Henderson: a research supervisor.

Tam MacDonald: a journalist.
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Chapter 1 Is Billy Marr telling the
truth?

“Tell me again about this woman you killed, Billy,’ said
Logan.

It was late one Thursday afternoon and Inspector Jenny
Logan of the Edinburgh police was sitting at her desk in
the London Road police station. Opposite her was an
ordinary-looking man wearing a dirty pair of jeans, an old
blue pullover and a dark green jacket with holes in it. His
name was Billy Marr.

‘Ive told you already, Inspector,” said Billy, waving a
finger in the air. ‘She’s up on Calton Hill. T killed her
with my own hands. I killed her and left her body in the
grass.’

In a corner of the room by the door sat Sergeant Grant.
There was a notebook on his crossed legs. But the
notebook was closed and he did not have a pen in his
hand. He looked bored.

“What did she look like?” he asked Marr.

Billy Marr turned to look at Grant.

“You think I'm lying, don’t you? You think I'm not
telling you the truth this time. Just because I've come in
here sometimes when I've had a few drinks and I've told
you about things I haven't really done, you think I'm
making this up.’ Billy turned back to Logan. “Well, it’s true
this time. This time I've really done it.” He sat up straight
and met Logan’s eyes. “This time I've really killed her.’

Marr’s breath smelt of alcohol. Out of the corner of her
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eye Logan could see Grant shaking his head slowly from
side to side.

“Well, what did she look like?” asked Logan.

‘She was blonde,” said Billy Marr very definitely, still
looking Logan straight in the eye.

‘OK,’ she said. ‘And how exactly did you kill her?’

‘How?’ repeated Marr.

“Yes, how?’

Marr looked confused for a moment. Then his face lit
up. ‘Like I said, with my own hands,” he said. ‘T put them
round her throat and I pressed and pressed.’

‘You strangled her?’

“Yes,” said Marr, ‘I strangled her.’

‘Did you knock her out first?” asked Grant.

“What do you mean?’ asked Marr.

‘I mean did you knock her out? Hit her? Anything like
that?” asked Grant patiently.

‘No. No,” said Marr. “Why would I do thae? T just
strangled her.’

Grant did not say anything. He just looked at Logan.
Logan put her elbows on the desk in front of her and her
head in her hands. She ran her fingers through her short
brown hair and then looked up at Billy Marr. Poor Billy!
He came into the London Road police station once every
couple of months or so to tell the police about something
he had done. Or rather had not done — because his stories
were never true.

‘OK, Billy,’ said Logan. ‘Sergeant Grant will take you
downstairs and show you out.’

‘Out?’ said Marr. There was some surprise in his voice.
“You're not keeping me in then?’




“No, Billy,” said Logan. ‘We're letting you go. You see, if
you try and strangle someone and they’re conscious, they
fight back at you. There aren't any cuts or scratches on your
face or hands where this poor blonde woman tried to fight
you off. Because of that I don’t think you killed anyone at
all, Billy. So goodbye, and off you go!’ There was an edge
of anger to Logan’s voice. Billy was wasting police time, but
to take any action would waste even more time. The best
thing to do was to listen to him and send him away.

Grant stood up and so did Marr. But then Marr pointed
at Logan.

“You'll be sorry you let me go,” he said. ‘T told you this
time was different. This time I really did it” And then he
turned and left Logan’s office with Sergeant Grant close
behind him.

Logan sat back in her chair and looked out of the
window. It was a cool and cloudy September day. A few
leaves on the trees in the park over the road had started to
change colour. Within a few weeks they would turn a rich
golden brown — Edinburgh preparing for another winter.
Logan hoped it would be a peaceful one but thought it
unlikely — Edinburgh was a big city with all the usual
problems that big cities had.

There was a quiet knock at the door and Sergeant Grant
came back into the room.

‘I've got rid of Billy,” he said, ‘and I told him I didn*
want to see him again until well after Christmas.’

Logan shook her head and smiled sadly, her anger gone.

‘He’s a strange one, isn't he?” she said. ‘Just wanting the
attention, someone to talk to. But can you actually imagine
Billy killing anyone?’

Grant shook his head and started to say something but
Logan’s phone rang. She picked it up.

‘Inspector Logan.’

Grant watched as her eyes*opened wide in amazement.

“We'll be there,” she said, putting the phone down. She
looked at Grant.

‘They've found the body of a young woman on Calton
Hill. Blonde. Dead.’

Grant’s mouth opened in surprise.

‘Find Billy Marr and get him back here,” ordered Logan.
‘Tl get up to Calton Hill and I’ll be back as soon as I can.’

Grant was already on his way along the corridor as Logan
took her jacket from the back of her chair and followed
him.




Chapter 2 A discovery on Calton Hill

The road to the top of Calton Hill goes up behind the old
Royal High School, a beautiful building that in Logan’s
opinion should have been used to house the new Scottish
government. Instead, millions of pounds had been wasted
on a new building. About halfway up the hill Logan pulled
her car over to the side of the road behind two police cars
and an old blue Volvo. She recognised Helen Robertson,
the police doctor, among a group of police officers near a
wall some metres below the level of the road. As she got
out of her car, Logan turned and looked up towards the
Nelson Monument and the City Observatory. She thought
that the view from the top of Calton Hill was one of the
best over the city — well, it was when there wasn’t a dead
body on the side of the hill.

Walking down through the long grass by the side of the
road, Logan could see the body of the young woman, lying
half on her side with her back against the wall. Helen
Robertson, who had been bending over the body
examining it, stood up when she saw Logan arrive.

Robertson had dark hair and was wearing black trousers
and a light blue blouse. She and Logan had worked
together before on a number of cases and had always got
on well.

Jenny, hi’" she said. She took a deep breath. ‘Its an
unpleasant one, I'm afraid.

Logan said nothing. She just looked down and studied
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the body and its position. She waited for Robertson to
speak.

‘Young woman, blonde, mid-twenties, possibly a bit
younger. I don’t know who<he is. She’s been strangled but
it wasn’t done here.’

Logan looked up sharply when Robertson mentioned
how the woman had died.

“The body was brought here sometime after death,’
continued Robertson. ‘She was also hit on the head at some
time, and her hands have been tied.’

Logan bent down to have a closer look at the woman’s
body. She was wearing a pink T-shirt and a dark blue skirt.

‘A sex attack?” asked Logan.

‘I don’t think so, but I cant be sure until I've done some
scientific tests,’ replied Helen. “There don’t seem to be any
cuts or marks on the lower part of her body.’

“What about the time of death?’ asked Logan.

‘Again, I'll know more when I've done some tests,” said
Robertson, ‘but at a guess I'd say about eighteen to twenty
hours ago.’

Logan looked at her watch. It was five o’clock.

‘So sometime between ten and midnight last night,
then.’

‘That sounds right,” said Robertson. ‘Look, I'll do the
tests and the scientific examination first thing in the
morning, and if I find anything interesting I'll give you a
call’

‘Great,” said Logan, and she put her hand lightly on
Robertson’s arm in thanks.

Robertson bent down again and started to pack her
things into a small black bag.
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Logan turned and looked at the police officer standing
nearest to her. She recognised him from the London Road
police station but he was new and she did not know his
name. He was tall with sandy-coloured hair and fair skin.
Logan guessed that he was about the same age as her.

Tm Sergeant Graham, madam, said the officer,
introducing himself. ‘Davy Graham. I found the body at
four twenty-five and reported it in to the station.’

‘Right,” said Logan. ‘Do we know who she is?’

‘Pm afraid not,” said Graham. ‘No bag. No wallet. No
ID of any kind.’

‘How did you find the body?” asked Logan

‘I was on a routine call — nothing important. Anyway, as
I was driving past I noticed something pink down here. It
looked kind of odd. So I came over to see and it was this
poor girl.’

“Who was around here at the time?’

‘I don’t remember anyone of any interest,” said Graham,
half closing his eyes in thought. ‘An old lady walking her
dog. A few tourists. Nothing unusual.’

Tourists often came up Calton Hill to look at the view
and to visit the Edinburgh Experience, a show about the
history of Edinburgh in the old City Observatory. Even
though the summer was over, there were still quite a few
tourists around.

‘OK,’ said Logan. ‘T'd like you to direct things here for
the moment.’

‘Right, madam,’ said Graham.

“The scientists will be here soon to look round this area.’
Logan pointed to the area around where the body was
found. ‘But I'd like you to get some more men and search
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the whole hill. Look for anything that might be important,
but especially for a bag or wallet or ID that someone’s
thrown away.’

‘OK, madam.’ Said

Logan looked up towards the top of the hill.

‘Has anyone been allowed to leave since you found the
body?’ she asked.

‘Not yet, madam.’

‘Good. Talk to everyone up there. Find out if anybody
saw anything. Find out too if anyone was here last night
between ten and midnight. T'll be at London Road. Call
me when you've finished,” she said. Logan turned to take a
last look at the body of the unknown girl and, as she did
s0, an icy feeling ran down her back. A young life had been
needlessly taken away. And once again a killer was on the
streets of Edinburgh.

As she walked back to her car, Logan thought about
Billy Marr. Would Grant have been quick enough to catch
him before he had got too far from the police station?
Could he really have killed this woman? Or was it just
complete chance that a body had been found on Calton
Hill ten minutes after he had admitted killing someone
there? As she drove back towards the police station, she
wondered what Billy Marr was going to say.

13




Chapter 3 Another talk with Billy
Marr

‘Billy Marr is as mad as a tree full of monkeys,’ said
Sergeant Grant, when Logan arrived back at her office.

“You found him then,’ said Logan.

‘He was just round the corner — in a café on Leith Walk.
When he saw me go past, he ran out after me shouting
“Here I am! Here I am!™’

Logan smiled at the thought but her face quickly became
serious again.

“You've had more to do with Billy Marr than me,’ she
said. ‘Do you really think he could be a murderer?’

Sergeant Grant was sixty and had lived and worked in
Edinburgh all his life. Logan had worked with him for the
last four years, and she knew he had an excellent memory
and was a very good detective. If there was anything useful
to know about Billy Marr, Grant would know it.

“Pye known Billy since he was a kid,” said Grant. ‘And
he’s certainly an odd guy. He was strange at school and he’s
even stranger now. But could he kill someone . . .2 Grant
shook his head. ‘I think it’s very unlikely” He looked at
Logan. ‘Admittedly, the dead person is a young woman and
I would guess that Billy’s never had normal relationships
with women, but even so . . .” Grant shook his head again.
‘I'd be very surprised if it was Billy.’

Logan put her jacket over the back of her chair and
moved towards the office door.

“Let’s go and talk to him again,” she said. ‘And we'll have
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to try and forget about his regular visits here and keep an
open mind.’

‘Do we know who the woman is yet?’ asked Grant.

‘No,” replied Logan. “Wer haven’t found any ID.’ She
looked out of the window at the darkening sky. ‘They’re
still looking up on Calton Hill but it’ll soon be too dark.’

* % *

An hour and half later Logan and Grant were still sitting
with Billy Marr in a small interview room in the London
Road police station. Grant had taken his tie off and was
sitting back in his chair. Logan had her elbows on the table,
her fingers together under her chin. She was looking at
Marr, who was sitting opposite her. A cassette recorder was
on the table, recording their conversation.

Logan spoke, ‘Billy, I've been patient for as long as I can.
But I'm beginning to get angry.’

Billy just looked at her without speaking.

Logan continued, ‘You say you met this woman. She was
young and blonde, and you strangled her on Calton Hill
sometime in the early hours of this morning.’

‘That’s right,” said Billy. He was watching Logan
carefully as if he wasn’t quite sure what she was going to
do.

‘You see, my problem is this,” continued Logan. “You
won't tell me where you met this woman or what you
talked about. You can’t tell me who she was. You haven't
told me how you managed to strangle her without her
fighting back and leaving scratches on your face. And
you've told me that you killed her on Calton Hill, but I
know she wasn’t killed there.’
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I killed her,’ said Billy. ‘I put my hands round her throat
and strangled her.” He sat with his hands on his knees and
looked at Logan.

Logan closed her eyes for a moment and then opened
them again.

‘Right,” she said, her teeth pressed tightly together in
anger. T'm ending this interview, Billy. I'm keeping you
here tonight and I'll want to talk to you again in the
morning. And I'm warning you: I want the truth from you
or you're going to be in serious trouble.”

Logan left the room with Grant close behind her.

Back in her office, Logan sat down heavily on her chair
and threw her notebook on to the desk.

“Why does he do it?” she asked angrily, not expecting an
answer.

Grant remained standing.

If you want my opinion,” he said, ‘I thought you were
very patient.’

Logan looked up at him.

“Thanks,” she said.

Just then there was a knock at the door and Sergeant
Graham came into the room.

“We managed to finish searching Calton Hill before it
got dark,” he said.

‘And?’ asked Logan.

‘Nothing, I'm afraid. There were a few old cigarette
packets and things like that which we've sent to the
scientists, but I'd be surprised if they find anything. And
nobody there saw anything.” He put a piece of paper on
Logan’s desk. ‘Names and addresses of the people who were
there — in case you need them. Logan gave the paper a
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quick look and then put it to one side. It was unlikely to be
useful but you could never be sure.

‘OK,’ she said. “Thanks for your help.’

Graham remained standinag in the doorway.

‘Is it right that you've been interviewing Billy Marr
about this?” he asked.

Logan looked up.

“Yes. Why?’ she asked.

“Well, I happened to see him last night.’

“Where was this?” asked Logan.

‘Over on Lothian Road. There was a bit of trouble in an
Indian restaurant. We were called. The trouble was nothing
to do with him but he was in the restaurant.’

“What time was this?” asked Logan.

‘About midnight. He was still there when we left at one.’

‘Had he been there long, do you think?’

‘Oh yes. One of the waiters mentioned that he'd come in
early in the evening,’

Logan and Grant looked at each other.

‘If he arrived early and was still there at one,” began
Grant, ‘then he can’t be the killer.’

‘So why does he say he is?” asked Logan. She looked at
Graham and Grant but no-one spoke. She looked at her
watch and took a deep breath.

‘Right,” she said to Graham. ‘Send Billy home but make
sure he knows how angry I am. And if I catch him in here
again telling us about something he hasn’t done, tell him
I'll. . ." Logan stopped to think about what she would do.

‘T'll think of something,” said Graham.
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Chapter 4  Student life

‘Clare Rutherford. Aged twenty-five. She was a student at
the university,” said Logan.

It was nine o’clock on Friday morning. Logan was sitting
at her desk. Sergeant Grant had just come into the room.

‘How do we know?” he asked.

‘She shares a flat in Marchmont with a girl called Katie
Jardine. Jardine reported her missing this morning.’

For many years the Marchmont area had been popular
with students. A number of the university buildings were
just a short walk away across an area of parkland called The
Meadows.

“Twenty-five is quite old for a student,” said Grant.

‘Research student,” explained Logan. ‘She finished her
degree course a couple of years ago and stayed on to do
some research. She’s in the Computer Science department.
Well, she was.’

“What about Jardine?” asked Grant.

‘Also a research student,” replied Logan. ‘Apparently,
Rutherford was going to a concert at the Usher Hall on
Tuesday night. Jardine is from Glasgow and was staying at
her parents’ place in Glasgow that night. It was her father’s
birthday. She came back on Wednesday afternoon and
when Rutherford hadn’t appeared by late Thursday evening
she called the police.’

‘Are we sure it’s Rutherford?” asked Grant.

“The body matches her description but we need to go
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over and talk to Jardine now. Get someone to call the
university or, perhaps better still, the Computer Science
department and find out what they can: Rutherford’s home
address, a photograph if they have one, who directed her
research, who her friends were. Tell them we think she’s
missing, but don’t say we think she’s dead. Not yet — not
until we’re absolutely certain it’s her. I'll meet you in the
car park in five minutes.’

Marchmont Road was a wide street with tall buildings
on each side. The flat that Clare Rutherford and Katie
Jardine shared was a light and airy second-floor apartment.
The living room contained a sofa, a couple of armchairs
and a TV, but as the flat was always rented out to students
the furniture was neither expensive nor tasteful.

“When I got back on Wednesday afternoon and she
wasn’t here, I didn’t think anything of it,” Katie Jardine was
saying. She was short with rather wild dark hair. She wore
blue jeans and a red sweater.

Jardine continued, ‘But when she didn’t come back on
Wednesday night I got worried. I mean, we always told
each other if we were going to be away for the night. She
would at least have left a note. I'm sure she would.’

‘Have you been in touch with any of her friends?” asked
Logan.

“Yes,” said Jardine. ‘Everyone I could think of. No-one
saw her at the university on Wednesday or Thursday.’

‘Boyfriends?” asked Grant.

‘No.” Jardine shook her head and smiled at Grant. I
mean, it’s not as if guys aren't interested in her. She’s very
popular. But, well, she always says she doesn’t want to get
tied down in a relationship. Not yet anyway. She’s from
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New Zealand. Her grandparents were Scots — that's why
she came here to university. But even though she’s been in
Scotland quite a while, she hasnt decided if she wants to
stay.”

‘Have you looked round the flat and in her room? Has
anything been taken?’ asked Logan.

“Not that I can see. All her things seem to be here.’

‘Do you have a photo of her?” asked Logan.

‘No,” said Jardine, ‘I dont. But there are quite a few
photos in her room. There might be one of her there.’

‘Does she ever wear a pink T-shirt and a dark blue skirt?

Jardine’s hand went up to her mouth “Yes, sometimes,’
she said, almost in a whisper. And as she spoke, a tear
started down her cheek. ‘You've found her, haven’t you?’

Logan put her hand on Jardine’s arm. ‘We're not sure
about anything just yet,’ she said gentdy. ‘Is it OK if we
have a look in her room?’

When Jardine nodded through her tears, Logan looked
at Grant who left the room to look round the rest of the
flat.

Half an hour later, Logan and Grant were sitting in
Logan’s car on Marchmont Road. Grant was holding a list
of the names and addresses of Rutherford’s friends that
Katie Jardine had given him. Logan was looking at a
photograph of Clare Rutherford that Grant had found in
her room.

‘Apparently, Rutherford’s supervisor is a guy called Dr
David Balfour,’ said Logan. ‘He directs a lot of the research
in the Computer Science department.’

Logan reached up to get her seat belt and pull it down.

‘He's got an office in King’s Buildings out on West
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Mains Road,” she continued. ‘T suggest we go and see him.
We're going to need someone to look at the body and tell
us for certain that it’s Clare Rutherford. We can't really ask
Katie Jardine, can we?’

‘No,’ said Grant. ‘It would break the poor girl’s heart”’

‘At least we think it would,” said Logan. Grant looked at
her sharply. Tm sure you're right,’ she said, ‘but we still
need to check that Katie Jardine was at her parents’ house
on Tuesday night.’

“True,” said Grant. One of the reasons that Logan was
such a good detective was that she was careful. She checked
everything, even the obvious.

Logan looked at the photograph again for a moment and
said, ‘Perhaps we should think about giving this photo to
the newspapers and television, and asking for help from the
public. We've very little information so far. We don’t know
where she met her killer, where she was killed or why.’

Grant looked at Logan. She was staring out of the car
window, watching two boys kicking a football along the
pavement. She had a good relationship with journalists —
well, with one journalist really. It was a relationship that
had been helpful in the past.

Logan smiled at Grant and then started the car.

‘OK. Let’s go and see Dr Balfour. While we’re getting
there, use your phone. Get someone to go to the Usher
Hall to find out about the concert on Tuesday evening. See
if they can find out where Rutherford was sitting and who
was sitting near her. Maybe she met someone at the
concert.”

Grant took his phone out of his pocket and Logan
headed the car south along Marchmont Road.
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Chapter 5  Clare Rutherfords

supervisor

King’s Buildings was a collection of ugly modern buildings
set very close together in an area off West Mains Road. Dr
David Balfour’s office was in the James Clerk Maxwell
Building. It was a grey, two-storey block with tall narrow
windows, named after a famous nineteenth-century
Scottish physicist. The building contained the university’s
Computer Science department, and a sign on the door read
‘Edinburgh Regional Computing Centre’.

When Logan introduced herself and Sergeant Grant,
Balfour came round from behind his desk to shake their
hands. His actions were friendly, but he didn’t smile and to
Logan his eyes seemed to be grey, careful and rather cold.
He was much older than her and had black, rather oily
hair, combed very flat across his head. He was wearing an
old, dark brown, patterned jacket and light brown trousers
which looked as if they hadn’t been cleaned for a long time.

‘Please,” he waved a hand at two chairs in front of his
desk, ‘do sit down. How can I help?” He moved back and
sat on the front edge of his desk.

Grant gave a small cough. Looking out of the corner of
her eye, Logan saw that Grant had moved away from the
chairs a little and wasn’t going to sit down. Logan decided
to remain standing too. She was as tall as David Balfour
but if she sat he would be looking down at her. That was
an advantage she did not want him to have.

“Thank you,’ she said. Tll stand.’
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Balfour said nothing. He looked at Grant and then back
at Logan, and smiled. Not nervously, thought Logan,
which was what most people did when the police walked
in. It was more of an unpleasant smile.

‘Dr Balfour, I'm afraid I've got some bad news for you,’
said Logan.

‘Oh,’ replied Balfour, and the smile dropped from his
face.

‘T understand you direct the work of a research student
called Clare Rutherford.” Logan paused as Balfour nodded
agreement. ‘Well,” Logan continued, ‘we found a dead
body on Calton Hill yesterday evening which we believe to
be her.’

‘Oh no!” Balfour’s hand went up to his mouth. ‘God!
That’s awful! Poor Clare!”

Logan watched him carefully. He was saying all the right
words but his eyes seemed to be without feeling. Perhaps
they were always like that. Then for a moment he looked as
though he was going to cry. Logan and Grant looked at
each other.

‘How did she die? Was she murdered?” asked Balfour.

Logan looked back at Balfour.

“Yes, she was,” she said.

‘Oh no! How awful!” said Balfour. He looked out of the
window, lifted his head and bit his bottom lip.

“You directed her research,’ said Logan, inviting him to
tell her more.

“Well, yes, I did,” said Balfour, turning back to Logan.
His eyes still seemed watchful. He went on: ‘T have a
number of students working on different research
programmes. I check how they are getting on, make sure
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they know what they’re supposed to be doing, make sure
they explore all the right areas. And, of course, if they have
any problems — research problems or personal problems —
they can always come and talk to me.’

Logan wondered if students would want to take their
personal problems to someone like Balfour. He did not
seem an especially caring sort of person.

‘And did she have any? asked Logan. ‘Did Clare
Rutherford have any problems?’

“Not that I know of,” said Balfour, raising his eyebrows a
little. ‘She was very adult, very intelligent.’

‘Popular?’ asked Grant.

“Yes, she seemed to have a lot of friends.’

‘A favourite one?” asked Grant.

“You mean a boyfriend?” asked Balfour, his mouth
unsmiling, his eyes still empty of feeling. ‘Not that I know
of. No.’

‘And how did you get on with her?’ Logan asked.

“‘Very well,’ said Balfour, his eyes narrowing a little.
Undoubtedly he realised that he was now part of a murder
investigation and that the police might be thinking that he
was the murderer. .

‘She was an excellent student: hard-working, intelligent
. . . yes, excellent.’

‘And her research,’ continued Logan, ‘what was it about?’

‘She was looking into wireless technology — ways of
running computers and other sorts of hardware without
having them physically joined together by wires.’

‘1 see. Not knowing much about how computers
worked, Logan didn't see at all. But she wasn't going to tell
Balfour that. She would find out later.
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‘Did you meet her outside the university?” she asked,
looking Balfour straight in the eye.

Balfour said nothing as he returned Logan’s look.

‘I dont think that’s any~of your business,” he finally
answered quietly.

‘This is a murder investigation,” said Logan equally
quietly. ‘Everything is my business. Did you meet her
outside the university?’

T took her out for dinner once or twice. But I do that
with all my research students. I find it leads to a better
relationship. But it’s just dinner.” Balfour’s eyes were hard
now. ‘Nothing else.’

‘OK,’ said Logan, easily. ‘Now, I understand that Ms
Rutherford’s parents are in New Zealand.’

‘Yes,’ replied Balfour.

“The thing is,” she began, ‘we need someone to look at
the body and tell us for certain that it’s her.” The colour
started to leave David Balfour’s face. ‘Her parents are not
in this country. We feel it would be very difficult to ask one
of her friends. So we were wondering . . . I'm sorry to have
to ask you to do this, but we really do need your help.’
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Chapter 6 Getting belp

Balfour had not wanted to see Clare Rutherford’s dead
body but Logan had pointed out that, as no relatives were
available, and as he was her supervisor, he was the obvious
person to ask. Finally they agreed a time for him to visit
the London Road police station.

As they were walking down the steps in front of the
James Clerk Maxwell Building, Grant turned to Logan.

Te's difficult to know what to make of him,” he said.

‘How do you mean?’ asked Logan.

“Well, he seemed quite friendly and helpful, except when
you asked if he met Rutherford outside the university —
though the fact that he wasn't so helpful then is perhaps
understandable,” said Grant.

‘But . . .  said Logan.

‘But his eyes ...’ said Grant, leaving the sentence
unfinished as they reached their car.

“Yes, his eyes,” said Logan, opening the door and getting
in. She smiled at Grant and started the car.

You find out about Balfour — his home life, his
relationship with his students, that sort of thing,” she said,
‘and T'll find out about his research.’

On their way back to the police station, the car phone
rang. Logan turned on the speaker.

‘Logan,’ she said.

Jenny, its Helen Robertson,” said a voice from the

speaker.
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‘Hi, Helen,’ said Logan. “What have you got for me?’

‘Not much, I'm afraid, Jenny,” said Robertson. Tve got
no improvement on the time of death — about eighteen to
twenty hours before she wat found. And, as we thought,
she was strangled. The only injuries are the bang on the
back of the head and those that came from being strangled.
So it definitely wasn’t a sex attack.’

“What was she hit with?” asked Logan.

‘Something wooden,’” said Robertson. ‘Possibly even just
a piece of wood. You can see the square shape on her head
where it hit her. And I've found a few tiny pieces of wood
in her hair’

‘Her clothes?” asked Logan.

‘Again, not much,” said Robertson. “The clothes are very
ordinary and certainly hers. There’s nothing there to help
find the killer except. . .’

“Yes?’

“There were some tiny bits of a sort of orange material
sticking to the back of her T-shirt and her skirt.’

“What is it?” asked Logan.

‘Well, from what I can tell, it's some sort of roof
insulation material. You know, the stuff that people put in
the roofs of their houses to stop the heat escaping in winter.
I don’t know how that might help you.’

Logan was quiet for a moment. Then she spoke, ‘T guess

it means that either she was kept in a shop or somewhere

where they keep that sort of stuff; or else the murderer kept
her in the roof of his house.’

She stopped speaking again for a moment while she
thought. Then she said, ‘Helen, if we find more of that
material can you match it to what you found on Clare
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Rutherford’s body?’

“Well, yes,” she said. ‘I can match it to similar material
but this stuff is everywhere. However, if you find where she
was kept, T'll almost certainly be able to show that she was
there.’

‘OK. That'll be useful. Thanks for phoning, Helen,’ said
Logan, and she turned off the phone.

It was midday when they arrived back at London Road.
Grant went to find out more about David Balfour and
Logan asked Sergeant Graham to organise a team of
officers to interview Clare Rutherford’s friends. Then she
went up to her office to arrange some help. Sitting at her
desk, Logan picked up the phone and tried a number she
knew well.

“Tam MacDonald, Scottish Daily News.’

“Tam, my dear,” said Logan, ‘it’s Jenny.’

‘Jenny,’ said Tam, his voice warm and friendly. ‘How are
you?’

“Not great, actually,’ said Logan. ‘And I'm ringing to ask
for some help.’

When Logan’s friendship with Tam MacDonald, a
journalist, had first.come to the attention of Logan’s senior
officers, they had not liked the situation at all. They liked it
even less when the friendship developed into a more
serious relationship, but they had to admit that it had not
yet been a problem. In fact, just over a year ago Tam had
saved the police a lot of time by finding a criminal who had
recently escaped from prison.

“What’s the problem, Jenny?’ asked Tam. ‘You don'
sound your usual self.’

Tam MacDonald usually joked with Logan about the
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police asking journalists for help. However, he realised
from Logan’s voice that this was n