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The speed-camera after the Bankton Junction was covered with an orange tarpaulin, 

which announced in black lettering, “Not In Use”.  

‘Just as well,’ Geoffrey Bannister thought as he glanced at the speedo of his BMW 

and saw he was touching 95.  

The dual-carriageway was quiet at three in the morning. Although the sky was clear 

and the moon full, there was no frost. “A warm front coming in from the South Atlantic”, 

the late-night weather-girl had informed him. The read-out on the dashboard told him it 

was 4o. ‘Not bad for late-February,’ Geoffrey mused. ‘And no more cameras till I hit the 

city.’  

He’d only slowed at the camera at Gladsmuir since he’d left Haddington. He knew 

that one was still active, so he dutifully dropped to 70 – just in case. But then it was foot-

down all the way.  

Ahead of him he could see the outline of Arthur’s Seat, and beyond that the expanse 

of The Pentland Hills, silhouetted against the pale sky that enveloped the city. It was a 

familiar enough vista, as the A1 into Edinburgh from its east side was Geoffrey’s regular 

commute.  

He turned off the A1 onto the city bypass and headed for the Sherriffhall 

Roundabout. The lights changed as he approached, so he didn’t have to slow down 

much as he swung the BMW right then left into the outskirts of the city – past the Park-

&-Ride and the SQA offices, and the lights at Danderhall and The Wisp – and stopped 

for the first time at a red light at Ferniehill. The Edinburgh Royal Infirmary was only 

minutes away. As he pulled away from the lights he pondered what awaited him.  



His information was scant. You seldom get more than the basics when you’re 

phoned in the middle of the night. ‘Stabbing,’ he’d been told, ‘multiple wounds, male, 

middle-aged.’ He’d get the whole story soon enough.  

As he turned into the white expanse of the huge hospital on the city’s south side, 

located his designated parking place, clicked the BMW’s central locking, and headed off 

at the trot to his regular entrance, he wondered what he would find. A patient on a 

trolley was the given. But the team? This was Geoffrey’s final night of an on-call week 

and the first time he’d been contacted “out of hours”. He’d no idea who else would be 

there.  

Anaesthetists don’t have to like the surgeons or junior doctors or even the theatre 

nursing-staff they work with. Most of them were OK, but it mattered little. They would do 

their job and he would do his – for as long as it was needed. A stabbing could be an all-

nighter. Or the victim could die and Geoffrey could get home to his bed. But he had a 

job to do.  

‘Let’s get it done,’ he mouthed as he headed to the theatre-suite.  

Tommy Campbell was the first one he met. Tommy was “one of the good guys” as 

Geoffrey had regularly reported – and a top-class surgeon.  

‘Evening, Geoffrey – or is it morning?’  

‘Bloody middle-of-the-night, smart-arse,’ Geoffrey responded. ‘What’ve we got?’  

The two men were donning their scrubs and heading for the wash-basins.  

‘Stabbing victim,’ the surgeon reported, ‘missed the heart but buggered up his gut. 

Spleen too. Right mess. We’ll see what he’s like when we open him up. He’s on his way 

up from A&E.’  

‘Drunken brawl?’ Geoffrey enquired, little concerned about the man’s social 

circumstances and more interested in his state of inebriation. Anaesthetics was tricky 

enough without the poor sod being pissed as well.  

‘No, I don’t think so,’ Tommy responded. ‘Looks like he was attacked.’  

‘Mugging?’  



‘No ... more like a targeted hit. So the boys in blue said.’  

‘Interesting ... Drug take-down?’  

‘My God! You’re a one for questions at three in the morning!’  

‘Keeps the brain active. Sorry!’  

‘Well, doesn’t look like it. Just out of Saughton, they said. A revenge thing or 

something of the sort.’  

‘Do we have a name?’  

‘Cato, I think.’  

Geoffrey froze. A shiver started on the back of his neck and shuddered down over 

his shoulders.  

‘Cato,’ he mouthed. The word was no more than a whisper. Tommy Campbell had 

gone, so there was no chance of a response. But Geoffrey needed none. ‘Cato? No, it 

couldn’t be ...’  

‘What couldn’t be?’ a voice beside him asked. Geoffrey turned to the junior doctor 

who’d joined him at the sinks.  

‘Oh, sorry, nothing, nothing at all. Just mumbling.’  

‘No worries. I’m Chuka. Assisting tonight – or is it morning? Better get on. That’s 

them wheeling him in now.’  

Things moved at speed after that.  

By the time the patient was on the theatre-table, the room was buzzing. Adrenalin 

chased away any vestiges of tiredness and kept everyone on their mettle. But this time 

the buzz had a different edge to it.  

‘Cato?’ someone said. ‘I know that name. Been in the news recently?’  

‘Yeah,’ came a response. ‘Wasn’t he the guy that was done for a series of rapes down 

East Lothian way?’  

‘Just out on parole, so the Evening News said.’  

‘Did six years, didn’t he?’  



‘Half what he was supposed to.’  

‘Far too short.’  

‘Someone jump him?’  

‘Revenge, like?’  

‘Aye, you can understand that.’  

‘Maybe better if he’d croaked it.’  

‘Could be arranged ...”Your life in their hands”, eh?’ Tommy Campbell had taken 

charge and his black humour, as well as eliciting a typical burst of laughter, served as a 

call to concentrate.  

Geoffrey didn’t laugh, though. He wasn’t sure he was concentrating much either. All 

he could think of was that this Cato, this man he was anaesthetising so that the best 

surgical team in Edinburgh could repair his spilled guts, this bastard had raped his niece.  

No one in the team knew that. If they did, no one had said. His niece’s married name 

was different from his anyway. The trial had been six years ago, and Geoffrey had worked 

in the Borders General then. But he knew. And more than that, he was aware that his 

niece’s husband, Martin, knew Cato was out of Saughton too.  

Geoffrey and Martin had met up for a drink the previous week, when the story had 

broken in the Evening News. It had raked up some painful stuff.  

‘Fucking bastard,’ Martin had said.  

‘Only six lousy years,’ Geoffrey had agreed.  

The two men had nursed their wrath over a couple of hours of drinking. It was 

unspeakably hellish. By the time they were sharing a taxi home, the effect of several pints 

had served to fuel Martin’s anger further. Geoffrey had done little to calm him down.  

‘The fucker,’ was the last thing Martin had mouthed as the taxi dropped Geoffrey off. 

‘He doesn’t deserve his freedom, or his life. Maybe I’ll do him myself one day.’  

And here was Cato now. “Your life in their hands”. He could hear the surgeon’s 

words. ‘Your life in our hands ...’ was all Geoffrey could think about. Your life in Tommy 

Campbell’s hands ... In Chuka’s hands ... In my hands … A botched operation; a failed 



procedure; too much blood-loss; “nothing more we could do”? No one would have 

questioned. No investigation. No problem.  

‘This fucking life in our hands? O God, if there’s any justice, let him die ...’  

And in Martin’s hands? For a second time that night, a shiver ran down Geoffrey’s 

spine.  

It was after six when they called it a day.  

‘Good job, team,’ Tommy Campbell announced as Cato was being wheeled into ITU.  

‘Anyone fancy a bacon roll in the caff?’ Chuka enquired.  

There were several takers. Geoffrey wasn’t one of them. He just wanted to get home.  

He kept to the speed-limit all the way. Doing a ton on the A1 at three in the morning 

was one thing. Speeding in commuter traffic just after seven was quite another. 8 Your life 

in their hands  

 

He was passing the Tranent slip-road when his mobile rang. ‘What the hell? At this 

time of the morning?’ he cursed. He flicked the Bluetooth button on the steering wheel. 

‘Yes?’ he responded gruffly.  

‘Hi, Geoff. Tommy Campbell here. Just wanted to tell you we lost our stabbing. Died 

in ITU fifteen minutes ago. Thought you’d like to know.’  

‘Thanks,’ Geoffrey muttered.  

‘Cheers then. Hope the rest of your day goes well.’  

Geoffrey’s eyes filled with tears. Unable to see to drive, he pulled in suddenly to the 

parking area just before Bankton and switched off the BMW’s engine. He stayed there 

for a long time.  

He was shaken out of his reverie by his mobile ringing again. With Bluetooth no 

longer active, he held the phone to his ear.  

‘Doctor Bannister?’  

‘Yes?  



‘Doctor Geoffrey Bannister?’  

‘Yes. Who is this?  

‘Lothian and Borders Police here, sir. DI Morgan. We’re looking for your nephew, 

Martin Inglis. We’ve been at his house early doors, but there’s no sign. Any idea where 

he might be?’  

For the third time that night, Geoffrey Bannister started to shiver.  
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