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Prologue: In Order
Glasgow. Sunday 9 December 2029
Zara made her write it down first.
They were in the back of a black cab going west along Argyle Street at five past three in the morning, under the railway bridge at Central, with the heater on full and the wipers going and the driver’s radio playing something quiet and old, and Caitlin had her phone in both hands and was going to phone the police, she had the nine typed, and Zara put her hand over the screen.
‘Wait,’ said Zara. ‘Write it first.’
Caitlin looked at her.
‘Write it down,’ said Zara. ‘Everything. In your notes. Before you phone. In order.’ Her voice was shaking but her hand on the phone was not. ‘My cousin. Last year. She phoned them straight away and she was all over the place and they wrote down what she said and then in the court the lawyer read it back to her and it was in the wrong order and he said which is it. And she said both, it’s both, I was upset. And it didnae matter. He said which is it about nine times.’ She took her hand away. ‘Write it in order. Then phone.’
So Caitlin wrote it.
She wrote it in the notes app on her phone in the back of a taxi going west along Argyle Street, past the shut shops and the bus stops with nobody at them and the lights of the Hielanman’s Umbrella, with her thumbs, slowly, because her thumbs were not working properly. Zara did not look at the screen. Zara looked out of the window and held Caitlin’s knee.
Halcyon. Bath St. Sat night. Got there about 11.30 w Zara and Megan and Jodie.
She stopped. She deleted Jodie, because Jodie had not come, Jodie had been sick. She typed it again without Jodie.
Danced. Drank. 3 vodkas and a cocktail thing. Not drunk. Bit.
About 2.15 a guy came over said he was the owner said did we want to come up to the VIP. Ryan. Older. 30s. Nice suit.
Zara said no. I said maybe. Zara went to the toilet.
He said come and see the office its got a view. I went. Stairs at the back past the bar. Office upstairs. Window on to Bath St.
She stopped again. Her thumbs would not do it. The taxi went over a bump at the Broomielaw and she nearly dropped the phone and Zara caught it and gave it back and did not look at it.
He shut the door. He gave me a drink. I didnt drink it. I put it on the desk.
He kissed me. I let him. Then I said no thats enough Im going back down. He said you just got here.
She typed the next part very slowly, with long gaps, and the driver turned the radio down without being asked, and Zara looked out of the window at the river, which was black and full and fast under the lights of the Kingston Bridge.
When she had written it she read it through once, from the top, in order, and changed one word, and did not change anything else.
He said shh youre all right. Twice.
She looked at that line.
Then she pressed nine three times, and put the phone to her ear, and waited, and a woman’s voice said emergency, which service, and Caitlin said police, and her voice was not working properly either, and the woman said take your time, and Caitlin said I want to report a sexual assault. It was just now. Half an hour ago. I’m in a taxi.
* * *
The officer who came on the line was a man, young, with a Lanarkshire voice, who said his name and that he was in the control room at Govan and that he was going to ask her some questions and that a car would meet her wherever she wanted, and that she was doing really well.
‘Where are you just now, Caitlin?’
‘In a taxi. On Argyle Street. Going home. Partick.’ She looked at Zara. ‘My pal’s with me.’
‘Good. That’s good. Can you tell me what happened? Just the main things. Somebody’ll take it all properly later.’
‘I’ve written it down,’ said Caitlin.
There was a short pause on the line.
‘You’ve written it down?’
‘My pal made me. In my phone. Before I phoned. So it’s in order.’ She looked at the screen. ‘Do you want me to read it?’
Another pause. When the young officer spoke again his voice had changed, very slightly; he sounded, Caitlin thought, like somebody who had been told about a thing in training and never seen it.
‘Aye,’ he said. ‘Aye, Caitlin. Read it to me. Slowly. I’m writing.’
She read it to him.
She read it in the back of the taxi going along Dumbarton Road past the shut Chinese and the bookie’s and the church, in the order she had written it, and stopped where she had stopped when she was writing, and went on. Zara held her knee. The driver kept the radio off and drove very slowly, slower than he needed to, and took the long way round by the river, and did not put the meter on past the eleven pounds sixty it had said at Central.
When she came to shh youre all right she stopped for a long time.
‘I’m here,’ said the officer. ‘Take your time.’
She read it. She read the end. I got out of the office when he went to the bathroom. I ran down the stairs. I went past the bar. I found Zara in the toilets. I said get me out. We got a taxi on Bath St at 2.55.
‘That’s it,’ she said. ‘That’s what I wrote.’
‘That’s really good,’ said the young officer, and he sounded as if he meant it. ‘Caitlin, you’ve done really well. I want you to know that. A car’s going to meet you at your flat. Two officers. One of them will be a woman. They’ll take you somewhere you can be looked after, and somebody trained will talk to you properly in the morning, when you’re ready. Don’t shower, if you can help it. Don’t change your clothes. Put anything you took off in a bag. Don’t delete anything on your phone. Especially not that.’ A pause. ‘Is there anything else? Anything you didn’t write?’
Caitlin looked out of the window.
‘He said his name was Ryan,’ she said. ‘He said it was his club. He said he had another one, before. Vessel. He said it like I should know it.’ She stopped. ‘I’d never heard of it.’
On the other end of the line the young officer was quiet for a moment, and she heard him type something, and stop.
‘Okay,’ he said. ‘Thank you, Caitlin. That’s really useful.’
* * *
The car was outside the close on Dumbarton Road when the taxi pulled up at twenty-five to four. A marked car, with its lights off, and two officers standing beside it in the rain, a man and a woman, the woman with her hat under her arm.
Caitlin paid the driver. He took the eleven pounds sixty and gave her back the change from the twenty and then gave her the twenty back as well, and said no, hen, away you go, and she did not argue, because she could not.
Zara got out first and held the door.
At the door of the taxi Caitlin stopped, with one foot on the wet pavement, and looked back at the driver, a big grey-haired man in a fleece who had not said one word the whole way except where to at Bath Street.
‘Thanks for turning the radio off,’ she said.
The driver looked at her in the mirror.
‘You did that right,’ he said. ‘Writing it down. Your pal’s right.’ He looked at the rain. ‘I’ve had lassies in this cab at this time on a Sunday morning more than I’d like to count. Never one that wrote it down first.’
She got out.
The woman officer came forward and said her name, and something else, and Caitlin did not hear it, and the woman said it again, gently, and put a hand near Caitlin’s elbow without touching it, and Caitlin let her.
Behind her the taxi pulled away from the kerb, slowly, and went off along Dumbarton Road in the rain with its light off.
In her hand, in her phone, in the notes app, under a heading she had not typed and the phone had made for her out of the first line, Halcyon. Bath St. Sat night, there were three hundred and eleven words, in order, with the time on them, 03.04, that the phone had stamped there by itself, and that nobody, afterwards, in any room, would be able to say was in the wrong order.
Chapter One: Bath Street
DI Sean Henaghan was in his car on the M8 at ten to five on the Sunday morning, with a coffee from the all-night garage at Hillington going cold in the cup holder and the wipers on full, when the duty sergeant at London Road read him the name, and he said spell that, and she spelled it, and he said right, and then, because he had a memory for names that his wife said was the only thing about him that was not ordinary, I’ve heard that somewhere.
‘You’ll have heard it,’ said the sergeant. ‘He owns half of Bath Street. Halcyon. And the place on Renfrew Lane before that.’
‘No,’ said Henaghan. ‘Somewhere else.’
He had been a detective inspector for eleven months. He was thirty-five. He had joined the police in 2019, from a job selling insurance in Paisley that he had been very good at and had hated, and he had been fast through the ranks because he was fast at everything and did not mind the hours, and that winter he was in the West MIT, which had been lent, again, for the third winter in five years, to the divisional rape unit at London Road, because the divisional rape unit was eleven officers short and the West MIT, between murders, was not.
He did not mind. He had wanted to, the first winter. He had found that he did not.
He came off at Charing Cross and went down through the city in the rain, empty, lit, with the late taxis going home and the street sweepers out, and parked on Bath Street outside a building with a black front and a single word in gold on the glass over the door, HALCYON, and a uniformed constable standing at the door in the rain, who straightened up when he saw the car.
* * *
The manager was waiting in the bar with the lights up.
He was a heavy man of about thirty in a black shirt with his sleeves rolled, sitting on a stool at the end of the long bar with a laptop open in front of him, and he stood up when Henaghan came in, and did not offer his hand, and Henaghan saw that his hands were shaking.
‘Dale Hosie,’ he said. ‘I’m the manager. I phoned it in. Well, I didnae phone it in, the lassie phoned it in herself, but I phoned your lot at four when the polis came to the door and asked about the cameras. I’ve got them.’ He looked at the laptop. ‘I’ve got them all. The stairs and the bar and the front. I’ve no’ touched them. I’ve no’ deleted anything.’
Henaghan looked at him.
‘Why would you delete anything, Mr Hosie?’
Dale Hosie looked at the laptop. Then he took his phone out of his back pocket and unlocked it and held it out, with the screen towards Henaghan, the way a man holds out something he does not want to be holding.
It was a message. WhatsApp. From a contact saved as RT. Sent at 03.21.
Do the stairs one. Tonight. All of it from 2.
‘He sent that,’ said Dale Hosie. ‘Ryan. At twenty past three. When he’d gone home.’ He put the phone down on the bar, face up, and took his hand away from it. ‘I’ve worked for him since I was twenty. My uncle worked for him before that. I’ve never been asked to do that. Not once.’ He looked at the laptop. ‘I didnae do it. I sat here till the polis came with my hand on that mouse, and I didnae do it.’
Henaghan said nothing for a moment.
‘Thank you,’ he said.
‘Don’t.’ Dale Hosie sat down on the stool. ‘Don’t thank me. I’ve known him since I was a boy.’ He looked at the bar, at the rows of bottles under the lights. ‘I was on his other door in 2023. Sauchiehall Street. My uncle was on the door at Vessel. The night of the other one. The one that went to court.’ He stopped. ‘I said nothing then. I’d nothing to say. They asked me what I saw and I told them, and I saw nothing. He’d sent me a text that night as well. About her. Before. They read it out in the court. I’d told the polis it was just patter.’ He looked at his hands. ‘It was patter. I thought it was patter.’ He looked up at Henaghan. ‘I’m no’ saying I saw anything this time either. I’m saying I’ve no’ deleted the stairs.’
* * *
The stairs camera showed it.
Not the office; there was no camera in the office. Henaghan had known there would not be before he asked. But the back stairs from the corner of the bar up to the office door, a steep narrow flight with a mirror at the turn: a camera at the top, looking down.
At 02.21 a man in a dark suit came up the stairs, unhurried, with a glass in each hand, and a young woman behind him in a silver top and jeans, with her hand on the rail. At the top he balanced both glasses in one hand and opened the office door and stood back to let her go in first. She went in. He went in. The door shut.
At 02.53 the door opened, fast, and the young woman came out, alone, without her jacket, and went down the stairs so quickly that she missed the step at the turn and caught the rail with both hands and stood for a second, bent over, and then went on down out of the picture.
At 02.54 the door opened again and the man came out and stood at the top of the stairs and looked down them for a long moment, with one hand on the door frame. Then he went back in and shut the door.
Henaghan watched it three times. Then he wrote down the times, and the word jacket, and the word rail.
‘Her jacket,’ he said. ‘Is it here?’
‘In the office,’ said Dale Hosie. ‘On the back of the chair. I went up at four to lock it and it was there.’ He looked at the stairs. ‘I didnae touch it. I locked the door and came down.’
‘Is he still in the building?’
‘He went home at ten past three. Out the back. He lives in Finnieston.’ Dale Hosie gave him the address. He knew it by heart.
* * *
They arrested Ryan Tannock at a quarter past six in the hall of his flat on the fourth floor of a new block by the river in Finnieston, in a grey T-shirt and joggers, with his hair wet from a shower.
Henaghan did it himself, with DS Lynsey Coulter beside him and two uniforms on the landing. Tannock opened the door, and looked at them, and did not look surprised. That was the first thing Henaghan noticed and the thing he would write down first in the car: that the man did not look surprised. He looked, if anything, tired, the way a man looks who has been expecting a delivery that is late.
He was thirty-seven. He was good-looking in a way that had begun to need maintenance: a lean face, a good haircut gone a little thin at the crown, the kind of tan you did not get in Glasgow in December. When Henaghan told him why they were there, and cautioned him, he listened to all of it with his head slightly on one side, and then said, in a pleasant Glasgow voice:
‘Can I put some shoes on?’
‘You can.’
‘And I’ll want my lawyer. Bernard Coyle. Coyle Jardine. He’ll be in his bed but he’ll come.’
‘You’ll be able to phone him from London Road.’
‘I know how it works.’ Tannock went to a cupboard in the hall and took out a pair of trainers and sat on the bottom step of an open staircase that went up to a mezzanine and put them on, and tied them, double knots, carefully, both feet. Then he stood up. ‘I’ve done this before,’ he said. ‘You’ll know that. You’ll have looked me up.’
‘I’ve not had time to look anybody up, Mr Tannock.’
‘You will,’ said Ryan Tannock. ‘It’s all there. It was all there last time too.’ He held out his wrists, without being asked. ‘Not proven,’ he said. ‘In case you’re wondering. That’s what it says. Not proven.’
Henaghan looked at him.
‘Your phone,’ he said.
Tannock looked at the hall table, where a phone lay face down beside a set of keys and a wallet. Something passed across his face, very quickly, and was gone.
‘It’s there,’ he said.
Lynsey Coulter picked it up in a gloved hand and put it in a bag and sealed the bag and wrote on it, and Tannock watched her do every part of it, and did not say anything else at all until they were in the car.
* * *
In the interview room at London Road at half past nine Bernard Coyle read a prepared statement on his client’s behalf, in a soft, tired, courteous voice, a small elderly man in a raincoat who had been a criminal defence solicitor on the Trongate for forty years and looked as though he had slept in the raincoat.
I met Caitlin Shields in the VIP area of Halcyon at about 2.15 a.m. She was friendly and flirtatious. She asked to see the office. We went up together. We kissed. It was consensual. After a short time she said she wanted to go back downstairs to find her friend. I said fine. I went to the bathroom. When I came back she had gone. I did not assault her in any way. I am shocked by this allegation. I will answer no further questions on my solicitor’s advice.
Henaghan asked his questions anyway. Tannock answered no comment to every one, pleasantly, looking at a point on the wall behind Henaghan’s head, thirty-four times.
Henaghan asked him about the message to Dale Hosie at 03.21.
Tannock’s eyes moved from the wall to Henaghan’s face and stayed there for perhaps a second.
‘No comment,’ he said.
Bernard Coyle, beside him, did not move at all. But Henaghan, who had sold insurance for six years and knew what it looked like when a man learned a thing in a meeting that he should have been told before it, saw the old solicitor’s hand stop moving on his pad, and stay stopped, and then go on.
* * *
He was charged at twenty past one with sexual assault, and made no reply.
At half past two, in his office on the second floor at London Road with the rain on the window and a sandwich he had not eaten, Henaghan sat down and typed the name into the system, properly, the way he had not had time to that morning.
It came up at once. Of course it did.
HMA v. Ryan Tannock. High Court, Glasgow. September 2024. Rape. Not proven, by majority. Complainer: Shannon Hamill, then 23. Investigating officers: DI Morag Corr, West MIT, lent to the DRIU; DS Ruairidh MacRae, North MIT, on secondment. Procurator Fiscal Depute: Niamh Tolmie, NSCU, later HMCU.
He read the file summary. He read the timeline. He read the list of productions, and stopped, and read one line again.
Mobile telephone (Apple), seized 22/11/2023 from accused. Examination limited by warrant to communications and call data, 01/11/2023 to 19/11/2023. Returned to accused 09/02/2024.
And under it, in the notes, a memo, scanned, typed, dated 23 February 2024, from DS R. MacRae to PFD N. Tolmie, NSCU:
Request that consideration be given to a further warrant to examine photographs, video and other media on the accused’s telephone, not examined under the original warrant. Asked what I expect to find, I do not know.
And under that, in a different hand, small and square, in blue ink, scanned slightly crooked:
Not a basis for a further warrant on present information. DS MacRae to note his request and reasons in full on the file, so that it may be found if a basis arises. N.T. 23/2/24.
Henaghan read it four times.
So that it may be found.
He sat back in his chair and looked at the rain on the window. Then he looked at the evidence bag on the corner of his desk with the phone in it, the new one, the one that had come off a hall table in Finnieston at a quarter past six that morning, and at the label in Lynsey Coulter’s careful capitals.
He had never met Niamh Tolmie. He had heard of her. Everybody in the West had heard of her. The Fiscal who wrote in brackets. The one from the Tannock trial, and the Aberdeen thing, the taxi driver, the boy who got out in September.
He thought about phoning her now. It was a Sunday. He did not know her. He did not know yet whether there was anything on the phone at all. He did not know whether, if there was, it would be anything to do with 2023.
He decided that he would wait until he knew something. Then he decided that that was the wrong reason, and that the note on the file had been written, five years ago, for exactly the person who was sitting in his chair, and that she would want to know before anybody else told her, whether there was anything or not.
He decided to wait until Wednesday, when the phone would be at Gartcosh and he could tell her it was there.
He wrote it on his pad. Wed. Phone N. Tolmie. And underlined it twice.
Then he went downstairs to tell the duty Fiscal that the Crown would want to oppose bail on Monday, on the ground of the message to Dale Hosie at 03.21, do the stairs one, which was the only thing in the whole of that long Sunday that Ryan Tannock had done in a hurry.
Chapter Two: Second Copy
She took it to Fiona Beveridge on the Thursday morning, at eight o’clock, before anybody else was in, because there was no other way to do it that she could live with.
The NSCU was on the third floor at Ballater Street, two floors below her own desk, and she had not worked there since March 2024 except for six months on loan in 2028, and she still knew which board on the stair creaked and which strip light in the corridor flickered and where Fiona Beveridge kept the good biscuits. She went down the stair with a brown envelope in one hand and her notebook in the other, and stopped outside the door of the Principal Depute’s room, which was open, and knocked on the frame.
Fiona Beveridge looked up from her desk. She was sixty now, grey, broad, with reading glasses on a chain and a cardigan over her shoulders, and she had been Tolmie’s manager for eight years and her friend, in the careful way people in the service were friends, for longer.
‘Niamh.’ She looked at the envelope. ‘That’s not a Christmas card.’
‘No.’
‘Sit down.’
Tolmie sat down. She put the envelope on the desk between them, square to the edge, and her notebook on her knee, and did not open either.
‘You’ll have heard about Tannock,’ she said.
‘Sunday night. Sexual assault, Bath Street. He’s remanded; the sheriff didn’t like a message about a camera.’ Fiona Beveridge took her glasses off. ‘Sean Henaghan phoned you yesterday. He phoned me after. He said he’d phoned you first because of a note on the file in your handwriting, and he hoped I didn’t mind.’ She almost smiled. ‘I said I didn’t. He’s a good lad. He’s very young.’ She looked at the envelope again. ‘What’s in that?’
Tolmie told her.
She told it the way she told everything, in the order it happened, without adjectives. That on Monday 14 October 2024, when the Tannock file went to records, she had kept back the second copy of Shannon Hamill’s precognition, the one with her own notes in the margin in square brackets, and had not sent it with the rest. That she had put it in the locked bottom drawer of her desk on the fifth floor, with a ten-pound note that Sandra Loudon had sent her in the post, in an envelope, with a letter saying Wullie wants you to have this, it’s the lassie’s, she left it in the car. That it had been there for five years and two months. That she had told nobody. That she did not know, then or now, exactly why she had done it, except that she had not been able to put it in an archive box.
‘And I want it logged,’ said Tolmie. ‘Today. Before anything comes back from the phone. Before there’s anything to log it for. So that nobody can ever say it came out of a drawer when it was useful.’
Fiona Beveridge looked at her.
She did not say anything about the rules. She did not need to. They both knew the rules. A precognition belonged to the Crown and lived in the Crown’s file and was not taken home and was not kept in a drawer, however locked, however carefully. A Depute who did what Tolmie had done had committed no crime, and had broken no law, and had done a thing that a defence advocate would be able to describe in a courtroom in about four sentences in a way that would make it sound like something else entirely.
‘Gallacher will have it,’ said Fiona Beveridge at last.
‘Yes.’
‘If there’s anything on that phone. If there’s ever an application. If there’s ever a trial. She’ll have it, and she’ll stand up and say the Fiscal kept the complainer’s statement in her own desk for five years because she couldn’t let it go.’ She put her glasses back on. ‘And she’ll say it nicely. Because she’s Tess Gallacher and she’s always nice to us. And it’ll be worse.’
‘I know.’
‘Do you?’
‘I’ve thought about it every day since Wednesday,’ said Tolmie. ‘And on a great many days before that.’ She looked at the envelope. ‘If I keep it and there’s something on that phone, I’m the Fiscal who produced it when it suited her. If I give it you today and there’s nothing, I’ve owned up to a drawer.’ She looked at the envelope. ‘I’d rather that.’
Fiona Beveridge did not say anything.
‘There’s nothing in it,’ said Tolmie. ‘That isn’t in the file copy. I’ve not added anything. I’ve not changed anything. My notes are what they were in February 2024. You can lay them side by side.’ She paused. ‘I just couldn’t put it in a box.’
‘Why not?’
Tolmie looked at the window. It was still dark outside, and the Clyde was a black band below the lights of the Gorbals.
‘Because she said I’m never doing this again,’ she said. ‘In the witness room. After the verdict. And I told her about the 2011 Act, because she asked me, and I said it almost never happens. And I thought, if it ever does, somebody will have to go and tell her. And whoever it is will need to know what she said, in her own words, the first time. Not a summary. Her words.’ She stopped. ‘I thought it might be me. I didn’t want to have to get it out of a warehouse.’
Fiona Beveridge looked at her over the glasses.
Then she reached across the desk, and picked up the envelope, and opened it, and took out the contents: forty-one pages, stapled, with a typed cover sheet, HMA v. Tannock. Precognition of Shannon Hamill. 22 February 2024, and Tolmie’s small square handwriting in blue ink in the margins of almost every page; and a clear plastic sleeve, with a ten-pound note in it, folded in half.
She looked at the precognition. She turned a few pages. She stopped at one, and read the margin, and Tolmie, upside down, could see which one it was, and what the bracket said, and did not look away.
Then she picked up the plastic sleeve.
‘What’s this?’
‘The ten pounds. Wullie Loudon’s. The fare she didn’t pay. He told her to keep it. She left it on the seat.’ Tolmie looked at it. ‘Sandra sent it to me in October 2024. I couldn’t keep it. I couldn’t give it back. I couldn’t give it to Shannon, she’d have thought…’ She stopped. ‘I don’t know what she’d have thought. I put it with the precognition.’
‘It’s not a production.’
‘No.’
‘It was never a production. It’s got nothing to do with the file.’ Fiona Beveridge put the sleeve back on the desk and pushed it across to Tolmie with one finger. ‘Take it home. It’s yours. I’m not logging a ten-pound note a dead man gave you.’
Tolmie looked at it.
‘He died in 2027,’ she said. ‘February. A stroke, in the car, outside the Westway office in Shettleston, waiting for a job. Sandra phoned me. I went to the funeral.’ She did not pick it up. ‘I’ve never told anybody that either.’
‘Well, you’ve told me now.’ Fiona Beveridge picked up a pen. ‘Take it home, Niamh.’
Tolmie picked it up and put it in her bag.
* * *
Fiona Beveridge logged the precognition herself, at twenty past eight, on the system, in the plain language of the service: that the second copy of the precognition of Shannon Hamill in the case of HMA v. Tannock, taken on 22 February 2024, had been retained by the precognoscing Depute outwith the file from 14 October 2024 and had today been returned to the Crown by her of her own accord; that it had been compared with the file copy and found to be identical in its typed text and in its manuscript annotations; and that it was now held with the file. She printed the entry and gave a copy to Tolmie and put the precognition in a new envelope and sealed it and wrote across the seal and dated it.
‘There,’ she said. ‘Now it’s on the system. It was always going to be on the system, one day. It’s on it today.’
‘Thank you.’
‘Don’t thank me. I’m going to give you a row.’ Fiona Beveridge sat back in her chair. ‘You should have told me in 2024. I’d have said no, and you’d have done it anyway, and at least I’d have known.’ She looked at the sealed envelope. ‘And I’d have told you what I’m telling you now, which is that it’s the most Niamh Tolmie thing I’ve ever heard, and I’ve heard a few.’
Tolmie said nothing.
‘Right.’ Fiona Beveridge put the envelope in her drawer and locked it, and looked at the key in her hand for a moment, and put it in her cardigan pocket. ‘Now. If there’s something on that phone.’
‘There may not be.’
‘If there is.’ She looked at Tolmie. ‘This unit will have the Bath Street case, because it’s ours. Somebody here will prepare it. But if there’s anything from 2023, and if the Lord Advocate ever goes to the High Court under the 2011 Act, that’s not a Bath Street case. That’s your case. It’s been your case since November 2023.’ She paused. ‘And I’ll want you on it.’
‘With the drawer.’
‘Because of the drawer.’ Fiona Beveridge did not blink. ‘If you’re not on it, Gallacher will stand up and say the Crown took the Depute who knew the case best off it because of something she’d hidden. She’ll say what else did she have in her drawer. If you are on it, and it’s on the system, from today, in your own words, then all she can say is that you kept it. And you did. And you’ll say so.’
Tolmie looked at her.
‘You’ve thought about this.’
‘Since Wednesday,’ said Fiona Beveridge. ‘And on a great many days before that.’ She almost smiled. ‘You’re not the only one in this building who knew it might come back.’
* * *
She went back up the stair to the fifth floor at a quarter to nine, when the building was filling up, past people taking their coats off and switching on kettles and saying good morning, and sat down at her desk, and looked at the bottom drawer.
It was empty. She had emptied it on Wednesday night, at seven, after the call and after Lamont, and put the contents in the envelope, and then sat with the envelope on her knee in the dark office for an hour before she went home.
She unlocked the drawer and opened it. Nothing in it but the smell of old paper.
She left it open.
She took her notebook out of her bag and opened it at a fresh page and wrote the date, and under it, Precognition to F.B. Logged 08.20. Copy of entry attached. And she folded the printed entry and stapled it to the page, neatly, at the top left corner, the way she stapled everything.
Under that, after a long time, she wrote one bracket.
[on the system today. I chose the day. nothing else about it was up to me.]
Then she took the plastic sleeve out of her bag, with the ten-pound note in it, folded in half, and looked at it, and did not know what to do with it.
In the end she put it in her purse, behind her bank card, where she would see it every time she paid for anything, and closed the purse, and put it away, and went back to the stabbing in Coatbridge.
* * *
Sean Henaghan phoned again at ten past four on the Friday afternoon.
‘The phone’s at Gartcosh,’ he said. ‘Owen Kearney’s got it. He’s the best they have on deleted media. He says it’ll be after New Year before he’s through it properly. There’s a lot on it.’ A pause. ‘He says there’s a calculator.’
‘A calculator?’
‘An app that looks like a calculator. On the home screen. He says it isn’t one.’ Another pause. ‘He says it’s the kind of thing people use to hide things. Photos. Videos. He says it’s got a PIN, and a lot of storage, and it’s been migrated across at least two phones, maybe three. He says he’ll get into it. He says it’ll take time.’
Tolmie did not say anything.
‘I’m not saying there’s anything in it about 2023,’ said Henaghan. ‘I want to be clear. I don’t know. Neither does Owen. It could be holiday photos. It could be anything. I’m phoning because you said you wanted to know.’
‘I did.’
‘Right.’ He hesitated. ‘Ms Tolmie. Can I ask you something? Not about the case.’
‘Yes.’
‘The note. On the file. So that it may be found.’ His young Paisley voice was careful. ‘Did you know? In 2024? That there was something?’
Tolmie looked out of the window at the dark coming down over the Clyde.
‘No,’ she said. ‘I didn’t know anything. Neither did he. MacRae. He said he didn’t know. He was right not to pretend he did.’ She paused. ‘I wrote it because he’d asked and I’d said no. I didn’t want the asking lost.’
Henaghan was quiet for a moment.
‘I’ll phone you when Owen’s in,’ he said.
‘Thank you.’
She put the phone down, and sat at her desk with the bottom drawer open and empty, and the dark over the river, and thought about a calculator.
Interlude: Statement of Caitlin Shields
Police Scotland. Visually recorded interview of Caitlin Shields, aged 24, conducted by DC Amy Toner (specialist interviewer) at the Archway service, Glasgow, on Sunday 9 December 2029, from 14.05 to 16.20. Extract from the transcript (pages 9 to 12), prepared for the Crown. The witness has her phone with her and refers to the note she made at 03.04, with the interviewer’s agreement.
DCT: You said you went up the stairs with him. Can you tell me what happened when you got to the top?
CS: He opened the door. The office. He let me go in first. He had two drinks. He’d got them at the bar. He gave me one.
DCT: What was it?
CS: I don’t know. Something with ice. It was in a short glass. I didn’t drink it.
DCT: Why not?
CS: Because my pal Zara’s always saying. Don’t drink anything you didn’t see poured. I didn’t see it poured. I put it on the desk. (Pause.) I felt stupid. I thought he’d think I was being weird. I just put it down and said thanks.
DCT: And then?
CS: He showed me the window. It’s got a view of Bath Street. All the lights. He said it was the best view in the city at two in the morning. And it was nice. It was. And he kissed me. At the window.
DCT: How did you feel about that?
CS: Fine. I let him. I kissed him back. (Pause.) I want to say that. I kissed him back. I’m not going to say I didn’t.
DCT: That’s fine. Just tell me what happened, in the order it happened.
CS: It’s in my notes. In order. Can I look?
DCT: Of course.
CS: (Reading.) Then I said no that’s enough I’m going back down. (Looks up.) That’s what I said. Them words. No, that’s enough, I’m going back down. And I stepped back. And he said you just got here. Like he was laughing. And he put his hand on the door. Behind me. Flat. On the door.
DCT: Can you show me?
CS: (Demonstrates.) Like that. Over my shoulder. On the door. So I was between him and the door.
DCT: What happened next?
CS: I said it again. No, I’m going back down. And he said come on. And he moved me. Away from the door. Over to the couch. He had my arm. Here. (Indicates upper left arm.) Not hard. Just, like, moving me. Like you’d move somebody out the way.
* * *
DCT: You said in your note that he said something. Twice.
CS: Shh, you’re all right. (Long pause.) He said it twice. Shh, you’re all right. When I was… when I was saying stop. He said it like you’d say it to a wean. Like I was the one that was being silly.
DCT: Take your time.
CS: I’m fine. (Pause.) I’m not fine. I’m fine to keep going. Can I keep going?
DCT: Yes.
* * *
CS: He went to the toilet. There’s a toilet off the office, a wee one, a door at the side. He went in and he shut the door and I heard the tap. And I got up. And I didn’t even get my jacket. It was on the back of the chair and I looked at it and I thought, no. And I went out the door and down the stairs and I nearly fell at the bit where they turn, there’s a mirror, I saw myself in the mirror and I nearly fell. And I went past the bar and I didn’t look at anybody and I went into the toilets and Zara was there doing her make-up and I said get me out of here and she looked at me and she didn’t ask. She just got her coat. She got me a taxi on Bath Street. We were in it by five to three.
DCT: Caitlin, you’ve done really well. We’re going to take a break in a minute. Before we do: is there anything else you can remember him saying? Anything at all, at any point?
CS: (Pause.) At the start. On the stairs. Going up. He said he’d had another club before. Vessel. He said you’ll not remember it, you’re too young. He said it closed. He said he’d moved on from all that. (Pause.) I didn’t know what he meant. I thought he meant the club.
DCT: Okay. Thank you.
CS: Is that important?
DCT: Everything you remember is important. We’ll take a break now.
Interview suspended 15.22. Resumed 15.41.
Thank You For Reading
That is the end of this sample of Tholed Assize. Thank you for reading.
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