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Chapter 1 Out for a Walk
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As soon as Pamela came through the gate from the car park with Tiger and Lily, the dogs started barking at a stranger who was approaching them. The woman carried a plastic shopping-bag and towed a reluctant golden retriever behind her. She appeared distraught.

Pamela’s heart sank. Not another lost dog! She’d wasted over an hour on Corstorphine Hill just the other day, helping to recapture a Patterdale terrier that had gone after a rabbit. Fortunately she and the owner of the dog had caught up with it when it was only part-way into the burrow.

This time she’d already opened her mouth to make some watertight excuse – having to catch a train to London in half an hour’s time, or better still, being on her way to the hospital following an urgent call about a relative at death’s door – when the woman spoke.

‘Something awful’s happened! In that wee quarry near the top of the hill.’ She waved a hand vaguely, and continued, ‘It’s a man, I think, and he’s just lying there among the loose rocks. He must have just got a bit too close to the edge.’

The woman turned as if to lead Pamela up to the place. None of the dogs appeared particularly keen to begin the trek uphill.

Pamela caught up with the other woman. ‘Have you called the emergency services?’ she demanded.

‘No, sorry. I couldn’t – I left my phone at home... Maybe you’ve got yours? Anyway, he might just be asleep or something.’

Pamela didn’t waste time asking the woman what use the phone would be to her if it was at home while she wandered through the woods, where she might encounter all kinds of trip hazards as well as random strangers who might or might not have good intentions.

Still, there was no point in making the call before she’d seen the crime scene – if it was a crime scene. More likely to be an accident, after all. Not everybody looked where they were going. She sighed, hoping the casualty wouldn’t turn out to be a young person.

It took them only a few minutes to reach the small quarry, scarcely living up to the term compared with the much larger one a bit lower down the hill, where the entrance to the formerly secret bunker was situated. Pamela hadn’t seen anybody else since she’d left the car. This wasn’t a busy time for dog-walkers, very soon after school drop-off and a bit too early for the professional dog care brigade. Of course when you had to try and organise a whole pack of dogs, it was bound to take longer to get going in the morning.

Nobody else could have come this way in the meantime. They would have been bound to see the sprawled shape in the bright jacket, lying ominously still on the rocks. Viewing it from the dip in the ground at the edge of the quarry, there was no sign of life, but Pamela knew she’d have to get closer to be sure of it.

She couldn’t drag her two fussy little dogs over the loose rocks, some of them quite large. It would be uncomfortable going for them, and if she picked them up and carried them, she’d be making it harder for herself. Could this other woman be trusted to hang on to their leads? She decided she’d have to risk it. Tiger and Lily probably wouldn’t run off anyway, or at least not very far, so it was only a small risk. She handed the intertwined leads to the woman, who seemed a little taken aback but didn’t protest.

‘I’ll just have a quick look, to find out what the situation is exactly,’ Pamela said. ‘It looks as if we’ll need an ambulance at least. Maybe the police too. I just want to know if there’s anything we can do ourselves, before calling them.’

After all, she told herself, if this person turned out to be asleep after all, they probably wouldn’t thank anybody for bringing in paramedics and the police. Especially if the sleep involved drugs or excess alcohol.

After picking her way across the uneven ground and avoiding the worst of the rocks, she approached the slumped shape. There was no sign of movement, and there didn’t seem to be any blood either, at least from where she was standing. She hadn’t wanted to touch him or her, but she couldn’t see any signs of life, even when she leaned down more closely than was comfortable. She reluctantly grasped the arm that was stretched out in her direction, and searched for a pulse in the wrist. Nothing. Cold to the touch. Was that simply the result of lying out here all night? Maybe it had even rained a little. 

Whoever it was and whatever had happened here, she decided it was time to call the emergency services and let them decide.

According to the clock on her phone, it was only fifteen minutes before the sound of approaching sirens alerted them to the arrival of help. It seemed longer. Tiger and Lily hadn’t wanted to stay still, and Pamela had done a little circuit with them among the trees to try and settle them down.

A few minutes after the sound of the sirens had stopped, two paramedics came into view further down the hill, followed a moment later by two uniformed police officers.

‘This is just the start of it,’ Pamela predicted.

‘Would you like a sweetie?’ enquired her companion, who had now introduced herself as Marilyn Taylor. ‘I could do with a sugar lift, I must admit.’

Pamela shook her head. ‘No, thanks.’

Marilyn took out a bag of fruit sweets in assorted colours and put one in her mouth. 

She had a disconcerting resemblance to her dog, with faded fair hair that fell round her face in waves. Pamela thought Marilyn was probably a little older than herself, though that could easily have been wishful thinking.

She showed the paramedics the place, though that was fairly obvious from this angle, and turned back to speak to the police officers, since Marilyn seemed to have been struck dumb by their presence.

‘Did either of you see what happened?’ one of the officers enquired, after introducing himself and his colleague as Constables Dunning and McAlastair. Pamela didn’t know whether to be glad or sorry that she’d never encountered either of them before. She supposed they’d have to get detectives involved eventually, and it was more likely that she would come across a familiar face or two at that stage.

Both she and Marilyn shook their heads.

‘I thought he must have fallen from up at the top there,’ said Marilyn, finding her voice at last. 

‘Were you the first on the scene, then?’ said Constable Dunning, who was a good bit older than is colleague and seemed to be in charge, for what that was worth in the current situation.

‘Yes, I suppose so. But anybody could’ve walked past before I did, and just not noticed anything. Maybe if they were on their phones...’

‘But you called it in, Mrs Prendergast,’ said Constable McAlistair. It wasn’t exactly a question, though she felt she had to answer it.

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Mrs Taylor came down the hill as I was coming up from the car park. She’d seen something in the quarry but she didn’t have her phone on her. We walked back up here and I tried to find out if the – casualty– was still alive. In case there was anything we could do. I couldn’t find a pulse but I didn’t want to disturb things any further, so that was when I called the emergency number.’

‘OK. That makes sense, thanks.’

There was a shout from one of the paramedics, and the two police officers moved into the quarry, finding their way between the rocks just as Pamela had done, only a little faster. She hoped against hope the casualty was alive after all and that the delays hadn’t proved fatal.

‘Do you think we can go now?’ said Marilyn Taylor as they watched the cluster of men.

‘I don’t think we should,’ said Pamela. ‘They might need to speak to us again.’

‘It’s just that it’s looking like rain, and Maisie doesn’t have her waterproof coat on.’

‘I expect she’ll be all right.’

Pamela would like to have been able to leave the scene too – Tiger and Lily were trying to tug her away from there – but she knew they’d better wait.

Only a few minutes later, the paramedics came towards them, followed by one of the constables. The paramedics began to make their way back down the hill, the way they had come. Constable McAlastair stayed to speak to the two women.

‘I’m afraid it’s a fatality,’ he told them gravely.

Marilyn gave a little gasp. 

‘We’ll have to get the crime scene people up here. You won’t want to hang about much longer, so I’ll just take a note of your names and addresses, if you don’t mind, and then you can leave. We’ll need to cordon off this whole area too, and close the car park. Are both your cars there?’

Pamela nodded, and glanced at the other woman.

‘Oh, I live just across the road there,’ said Marilyn, making a vague gesture. ‘I’d better be getting home now anyway.’

‘Just give me a minute,’ said the constable.

He took a note of their names and addresses, and said they’d have to sign an official statement later. Then they were not only free to go but positively encouraged to get out from under the feet of the professionals. Marilyn and Pamela made their way down the hill again, Marilyn’s plastic bag rattling as she walked. What on earth was inside it? Maybe the woman had been collecting sticks for her dog or something. Though the contents sounded more like metal than wood... Still, it could have nothing to do with anything, Pamela concluded.

By the time she reached her car, towing the two somewhat aggrieved Yorkshire terriers at a brisk pace, there were several more official vehicles around, both in the little car park and along the road outside. Another uniformed officer was arguing with a couple of other drivers who seemed to want to barge in and park there, despite the growing police presence.

She waited for the other drivers to get out of the way, wound down her window to explain to the officer that she’d already been told to go, and left. She caught a glimpse of Marilyn and Maisie at the far side of the road, the retriever sauntering along in the way Yorkshire terriers hardly ever did. 

‘We’ll go round by the beach on the way home,’ she promised Tiger and Lily as she approached the road junction. ‘It’ll be even better than the hill – honestly.’
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Chapter 2 Grilled by Kim
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‘What’s going on at your end of town this time?’

After the disturbing start to her day, Pamela was trying to settle to work in the studio when Kim phoned to ask what time she was expected for lunch. 

‘My end of town? What do you mean?’

‘Don’t you sometimes take your wee dogs up to Corstorphine Hill?’

Pamela sighed. ‘Yes,’ she admitted. ‘But it isn’t all that close by. I have to drive there. You know the dogs only have little legs.’

‘It’s your end of town, though, isn’t it? I just saw something in one of the local Edinburgh groups about the woods being cordoned off by the police. Do you know anything about it?’

‘The police don’t always think to update me on whatever they’re working on, you know,’ said Pamela. ‘Sometimes I don’t hear from them for days on end.’

‘Ha! Not even the friendly policeman next-door? See you later.’

Kim ended the call before Pamela had time to protest further.

She thought she’d better look at the usual online sources to try and find out what was being said, in order to arm herself against misinformation before her friend arrived, but there was very little there yet apart from a few comments here and there on social media from aggrieved dog-walkers who’d found their usual routes closed. As usual the comments were followed by replies suggesting it was just that council workers were occupied in turning all the dog-walking paths into cycle paths.

‘Good luck with that one,’ she muttered to herself, remembering some of the tracks that led vertically uphill, encompassing rocky outcrops on the way.

She resolutely closed down her web browser and tried to focus on doing some actual work she’d begun the day before, for a children’s book, though she realised almost at once that she would need to go back online to do some research into the distinguishing features of various local sea-birds.

Tiger and Lily lay under her desk, apparently comatose after the exciting start to the day, until the door-bell rang. Pamela glanced at her watch. She didn’t think the police would have time to visit her just yet, so it must be Kim.

Andy, still in the shorts and T-shirt he wore to sleep in, was opening the door by the time she got there, having had to navigate her way round the dogs, who were ridiculously overexcited all of a sudden. She raised her eyebrows at him.

Kim was laughing. ‘I didn’t expect to be welcomed by a good-looking half-dressed young man today! Shouldn’t you be at college, Andy?’

‘School’s out for the summer,’ said Pamela.

Andy gave them the shadow of a smile and retreated to his room, and the two women went into the kitchen in readiness to get themselves some lunch. There were a few minor items of interest to catch up on, which took up an hour or so by the time they’d headed off down various conversational cul-de-sacs and discussed the important question of whether anybody ate quiche these days. Pamela was hoping they did, since she had made one the day before and forgotten to eat it.

She provided crisps, cheese, salad and crusty bread to with the quiche, and asked Andy if he wanted to join them. He was a little wider awake and was sitting at his computer, probably playing a game, but he was willing enough to pause it and have something to eat.

‘Were you out late last night?’ Pamela asked him as they returned to the kitchen. ‘I didn’t hear you come in.’

He nodded. ‘End of term bash.’

‘A party?’

‘Not really. Just a gang of us having a drink.’

They had entered the kitchen as he spoke.

‘Where did you go?’ said Kim.

He shrugged. ‘A couple of places in town. Then some of us went up on the hill for a bit.’

‘On the hill?’ said Pamela, pausing in the act of handing out plates and cutlery. ‘Which one?’

‘Just Corstorphine Hill,’ said Andy casually. ‘There were a few of us from this end of town. Fern lives in Davidson’s Mains, with her mum and her granny, and I know a couple of the others are somewhere around Clermiston...’

‘Did you see anything odd while you were up there?’ Pamela asked, trying to keep her tone as calm as she could. ‘Where were you exactly? Down by the Zoo, or...?’

‘No, we walked up from Queensferry Road and through the woods a bit,’ said Andy. ‘You can get a great view out to the west from there when you get to the top. Why do you want to know? Has something...?’

‘Something’s happened up there,’ said Kim, with an emphasis on the first word. She stared hard at Pamela. ‘Somebody knows more than she’s saying. As usual.’

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake,’ said Pamela, and sat down with a bump. ‘I suppose I might as well tell you both. I was up there first thing this morning with the dogs. Some woman came up to me saying there’d been an accident at that old quarry near the top of the hill. We went back up there together and there was somebody lying there. I called the police and ambulance... That’s all I know.’

‘Aha!’ said Kim. ‘I thought as much!’ She turned to Andy. ‘I was just telling Pamela earlier about the police cordon.’

‘Police cordon? Where?’ said Andy.

Kim told him what she’d found online, and Pamela mentioned that the police might be visiting them later, or possibly the following day, to see if she’d thought of anything to add to what she’d told them at the scene.

‘I’m sure it must have either been a rough sleeper or an accident,’ she concluded.

Kim wasn’t so sure. ‘It’s got to be a murder again,’ she declared. ‘With you involved, I mean.’

‘I’m not exactly involved!’ said Pamela indignantly. ‘I’m just an innocent passer-by.’ She glanced over at Andy. ‘Are you sure you didn’t see anything last night? Or hear anything?’

He shook his head. ‘Can we have our lunch now?’

‘Oh yes, of course - I got distracted,’ said Pamela.

She wanted to advise him to tell the police he and his friends had been close to the scene – one of their number might have heard or seen something that turned out to be relevant. She decided to wait until after lunch, and possibly until after Kim had left. Her friend was like an information sponge, picking up gossip and real news indiscriminately. She had already got a little too involved in one murder case. Pamela didn’t particularly want to involve her in another without meaning to.

Not that the casualty on the hill had necessarily been murdered, of course. But that was for the authorities to establish.

Kim stayed on into the evening, and they ordered a meal in from a restaurant in Davidson’s Mains. So it was only after she’d gone that Pamela had a chance to speak to Andy on his own. 

He had put his head into her studio to tell her he was going to bed, and to ask if she’d remembered to lock the front door after Kim.

‘I’m sure I did,’ she told him. ‘Maybe you’d like to check, though.’

She was about to add that it would be good practice for when she was old and doddery and he was having to care for her, when she realised that idea probably wouldn’t amuse him as much as it did her. As far as he was concerned, she must seem ancient, and also she didn’t really have any claim on him or he on her. As the offspring of her late husband’s bigamous marriage, he was a sort of stepson, but she doubted if that would stand up in court – not that it was likely to come to that. He could be working at the other side of the world by the time she entered her dotage. It was only right to let him decide on that for himself, without any pressure.

Still, those considerations were some way ahead of them yet.

‘Just a minute,’ she added, just as he began to turn away. ‘I meant to say to you before, only Kim was here, maybe you should call the police and tell them about you and your friends being up on the hill last night. It doesn’t sound as if you were very far from the old quarry, and...’

Andy groaned. ‘Not the police again.’

‘It’s just that they’ll probably want to know of any activities that were going on in the vicinity, and for all we know the time of night is relevant. Better to come right out and tell them. They might think your party’s suspicious if they have to go digging around to find out about it.’

‘What if they ask for everybody’s names?’ he demanded, coming all the way into the room. ‘I can’t go setting the police on my friends.’

‘OK, well, you could ask your friends what they think before you do anything – have you got their contact details?’

He nodded with apparent reluctance. ‘I suppose...’

‘Maybe you could all get together to contact them, somehow,’ Pamela suggested, though she was now too tired to work out how they could do it.

‘I’ll think about it,’ he said as he left the room again.

That was probably as good an answer as she would get, for the moment.
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Chapter 3 Helping the Police
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On the day after the discovery on the hill, Pamela was not at all surprised to open the front door to two police officers, a man and a woman, soon after lunch. She recognised the woman officer from a previous case as Detective Sergeant Macdonald, and the male one was the uniformed Constable McAlastair from the day before. She might have preferred to speak to Mal Mitchell, who happened to live next-door, but she tried not to let this show in her manner. After all, this had to be purely a routine call, and Mal was bound to have far more important things to do than tag along just to listen to her very unimportant statement.

Andy was in the front room, lounging around as only somebody who had just finished his college exams deserved to do. The dogs also lay around, exhausted after their spirited attempt to cross to Cramond Island that morning by swimming there. Pamela hadn’t even realised they could swim until then. Andy had waded into the water to retrieve them before they got too far out and panicked.

‘I don’t suppose you need me,’ he said. ‘I’ll be around for a while, though, just in case.’

He unfolded himself from the settee, but DS Macdonald held a hand up, presumably to indicate that he should wait, and he stopped in his tracks about halfway to the door of the room.

‘You might be able to help us with something,’ she said.

Andy blinked in surprise, but stayed where he was.

‘Fine. Ask me anything.’

‘But Andy wasn’t with me then,’ said Pamela, puzzled. ‘Yesterday, I mean.’

‘When you made the discovery?’ said the sergeant. ‘I am aware of that. Might we all sit down?’

Pamela gestured to the group of chairs, and they all sat. She had an almost irresistible urge to move closer to her stepson, though she couldn’t imagine why he should need her protection.

‘The night before last,’ said DS Macdonald, addressing Andy. ‘Can you give us some idea of your whereabouts?’

Andy glanced sideways at Pamela before replying. Then he said,

‘I was out with a few friends from college.’

‘And where exactly did you go?’

Pamela imagined a blush might be creeping up his face, but she couldn’t quite see it because he’d acquired a sun-tan during a short warm spell in late May and early June.

‘Um – we had a few drinks somewhere in Leith,’ said Andy slowly, and then he added, all in a rush, ‘and then some of us decided to go up on the hill to celebrate the solstice. Corstorphine Hill, I mean.’

‘The solstice, aye,’ commented Constable McAlistair, tapping at the screen of his tablet.

‘Can you tell us what form this celebration took exactly?’ asked DS Macdonald, with a quelling look at her colleague.

Andy shrugged. ‘Well, sort of – dancing and singing, I guess.’

‘Dancing and singing,’ repeated the sergeant in the sort of tone in which she might have said ‘raping and pillaging’.

Pamela wondered suddenly whether the woman belonged to one of those churches that had fought for years against Sunday ferries.

‘What sort of time did you get there, and how long did you hang around – singing and dancing?’ the sergeant enquired. 

‘About half-eleven, I suppose,’ said Andy. ‘I’m not sure how long we were up there. Maybe a couple of hours or so. I was home before sunrise, for definite.’

‘And did you notice anything unusual up on the hill while you were celebrating?’ the sergeant continued.

‘There was hardly anybody else up there except us, from what I could see. But we were right up at the top, where the glaciated pavement is – you get a great view out to the west from there, even at night, and there were one or two planes still coming in to land. I suppose there might have been a few dog-walkers lower down, but even there it’s a bit risky in the dark.’

‘How did you get there?’ said DS Macdonald. ‘Bus, car... taxi?’

‘Oh, we walked up the path from the bus stop on Queensferry Road,’ said Andy airily, as befitted a young man for whom a steep walk through woodland in the middle of the night posed no problems.

‘Do you recall meeting anybody at all on the way up?’ put in the constable, glancing up from his tablet for a couple of minutes.

Andy shook his head.

‘And did your route take you past the old quarry?’ said the sergeant. ‘The one nearest the top of the hill, I mean. We’re aware there are others.’

‘No,’ said Andy. ‘I know where you mean, but we just followed the lower path and then cut through the woods further along, and up to the top.’

‘We’d need a map to work it out,’ the constable muttered.

‘We should be able to find one online easily enough,’ suggested Pamela, feeling she should contribute something to the conversation.

‘We will, later,’ said DS Macdonald. She glanced across to Andy again. ‘Before we get into all that, can I just ask you to confirm the names of other people in your group? Assuming you all knew each other and there were no strangers amongst you.’

Andy rattled off a list of names. Pamela didn’t catch most of them, but the constable was looking at his screen and nodding, so presumably the police already had some kind of list.

‘That’s all, I think,’ said Andy. He frowned. ‘I’m not sure that Fern made it up the hill, though. I don’t remember seeing her when we sat down to look at the view. Or after that, when the dancing started up.’

‘Maybe she’d gone off with one of the others?’ the sergeant suggested. 

‘No, I don’t think so. As far as I know we all stuck together except for her.’

After that Pamela offered to print out a map from somewhere online so that they could work out the exact route the students had taken, but the two officers said they’d better do that themselves, and that they might ask Andy or one of the others to retrace it on the ground later on. 

‘I could do that now, if it would help,’ Andy offered. ‘Just let me get my shoes on. And find my phone.’

‘Hold on a bit,’ DS Macdonald advised. ‘We’re thinking of trying to reconstruct the scene. It could take us a while to organise that. It wouldn’t be today.’

‘But we’d be able to compare notes if you left it too long,’ said Andy. 

To her credit, the sergeant laughed at this. ‘We’ve spoken to a few of the others already, so comparing notes won’t do you any good... By the way, a couple of them backed up your story about Fern – though she herself claims the rest of the group left her behind on the way through the woods, and she’s scared of the dark, so she made her way back to Queensferry Road and walked home from there.’

‘It’s good that she’s all right,’ remarked Pamela.

‘As long as we’re here, maybe we can go through a few points with you, Mrs Prendergast,’ said DS Macdonald.

‘I’ll take the dogs out in the garden for an airing,’ said Andy, and left them to it.

‘How did you find out about the group of students?’ Pamela enquired.

‘They contacted us. Well, one of them did. But he made it clear he’d consulted with the others first and got their permission to pass on their names. They seem to want to stick together, though of course we’ve had to interview them all separately as well...’

‘Andy said he’d have to ask the others before he said anything,’ murmured Pamela.

‘Well, whatever else, they must have been a very tidy wee group,’ said DS Macdonald. ‘We couldn’t find any sign of a party, not the usual kind of signs anyway. No cans or bottles. No fish supper leftovers. Somebody was well trained and took their rubbish home. They didn’t make a fire, either. Not in the area we searched... And none of them remember anything odd happening up there.’ She shrugged. ‘Oh, well. We’ll just have to follow up everything else and hope to get a result that way.’

‘The casualty,’ said Pamela tentatively. ‘Do you have any idea...?’

‘I’m afraid he’d probably been dead a while when you found him,’ said DS Macdonald. ‘We’re waiting for more information from the pathologists, though. I can’t say much more at the moment. Can I just ask whether you often go up there?’

‘Up to the hill? About once or twice a week, I suppose. I’m more likely to take the dogs down to the beach, if the weather’s all right.’

‘So you’ll know your way around, then?’

‘Yes, although I almost always use the same route. I know we can all manage it. It’d be nice to do some longer walks, but I wouldn’t want to end up carrying the dogs.’

‘What’s this usual route? You were parked in that small car park near the entrance to the bunker, weren’t you?’

‘Yes,’ said Pamela. ‘We start off from there and there’s a path that leads upwards, but quite gently. Then you can either climb up past some rocks and that takes you past the little quarry, or keep on the main path and come up towards the quarry later. From there I usually go back down over the open grassy stretch if it isn’t slippery or anything. I usually try and go one way and come back the other.’

‘So you might have walked past the quarry eventually and seen him even if you hadn’t met Mrs Taylor.’

‘I probably would have,’ said Pamela, not exactly happy about the thought. ‘Could it have been an accident?’

‘I can’t say at the moment,’ said DS Macdonald, not entirely to Pamela’s surprise. She relented a little and continued, ‘From the position of the body, he does seem to have fallen over the edge in order to land where he landed. But there are quite a few question marks around it all.’

‘I can imagine,’ said Pamela.

‘And have you ever met Mrs Taylor before?’ asked DS Macdonald suddenly.

‘No. I do sometimes meet other dog-walkers I vaguely recognise up there, but I don’t remember ever seeing her before. But there are so many paths, and in the wooded parts you don’t always notice other people. Sometimes it’s just their dogs... She seemed to be very shocked by what had happened, and she didn’t have a phone with her, so I offered to contact the emergency services.’

‘And you haven’t met her locally in some other context?’

‘No, not as far as I know. But then, she lives up near the top of the hill there. Our circles, if that’s the right word, probably don’t overlap.’

‘Hmm,’ said DS Macdonald.

Her expression didn’t give anything away. Pamela wondered what sort of connection she had thought she might find between the two women. Ownership of dogs was probably the only thing she had in common with Marilyn Taylor.

That seemed to be the last of their questions, for the moment.

‘I think that’s all, Mrs Prendergast,’ said DS Macdonald. ‘Thanks for your help. We’ll be back in touch with your stepson once we’ve organised the reconstruction.

Pamela got up to show them out. 

Maybe she’d have to invite Mal Mitchell round for a meal one day soon. He might be persuaded to tell her more.
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Chapter 4 Reconstruction
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Pamela debated with herself whether to offer Andy a lift to the hill on the day of the reconstruction. After a few days of sunshine, the rain had come on again as it always did, so she asked him over breakfast if he wanted her to take him.

‘I won’t melt!’ he told her. ‘Still, if you’re not doing anything else, maybe you could drop me off.’

‘I was thinking I might park and walk the dogs at the same time,’ she said. ‘If they’ve taken away the police tape, that is. But I can see what’s happening when I get there.’

‘All right, if you’re going anyway. Only we’re meant to meet at the Queensferry Road entrance. Near the bus stop. You won’t be able to stop there.’

‘I’ll drop you off at the junction, and then go on to that car park I always use. You can come and find me there when you’ve finished. I’ll walk the dogs for a bit and then wait.’

‘It can’t take all that long. I think they just want to make sure they have the right idea about how we got to the top, and the timings and everything.’  

There was still a police presence, with a couple of official cars in the little car park she usually used, and other unmarked vehicles on the track she knew led to the entrance of the formerly secret bunker, but she was
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