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Prologue: Slack Watter
The blade he used on the book was a paper knife of his father’s, bone-handled, from the chandlery, and he had cleaned it afterwards out of habit rather than fear, which is the detail that ought to be held on to through everything that follows: he cleaned it the way he cleaned everything, because things are cleaned.
It had taken eleven minutes. The bothy on a Tuesday afternoon in April was his to be in; he had raised the money for its roof and opened its door at the ceremony and he had a key like four other people, and the volunteer on duty was glad of the company and glad to make him a coffee and gladder still to be asked her opinion of the new shelving. The bound volume lay in the third box of the Mowat accession with its catalogue slip not yet written. He knew it at once by the buckram, being the man who had paid for the rebinding in 2009 as a kindness to an old friend going blind. He turned to the back, where a fascicle of thirty-one pages had been sewn in as a last signature, printed at Banff in the last year of Chae Mowat’s life, and he read four sentences of it standing at the trestle table with a coffee going cold at his elbow, and then he took his father’s paper knife out of his pocket, because he had carried it since the funeral, and cut the signature out along the fold, close, neatly, leaving a stub of about two millimetres that no eye would find without knowing to look; and put the pages inside his coat; and asked the volunteer whether the group had ever thought of applying to the lottery fund for a dehumidifier.
He burned them in his own grate that night, one leaf at a time, reading each one first, which he had not intended to do and could not stop doing.
Now. That is the man, and this history has a duty to say what he was before it says what he did, because the whole of the Banffshire coast said it at the time and went on saying it for a year and was not wrong. Sinclair Milne, sixty-eight, of Milne and Son, chandlers, Portsoy, since 1954: harbourmaster twenty-two years; provost of the town in the last days when the town had one, and called it ever after by half the coast in the way small places keep an old title going out of affection; the man who found the money for the harbour wall in 1998 when the money was not there; the man who started the boats festival with eleven boats and a borrowed marquee and lived to see it fill the town for a weekend every summer; who visited, in his own time, in a good coat, every widow of every drowned man on eleven miles of that coast, for forty years, whether he had known the man or not. That last is the one to hold. It is on the record; the widows themselves said it to the newspapers when he was charged, and said it still after he was convicted, and were right to.
And it was because he was that man, and had been that man in public and in private for forty years, that when the old deckhand stood up at the heritage group’s open meeting on the nineteenth of May and said his cheerful sentence, there was not one soul in the Salmon Bothy who looked at the provost.
Baldie Wiseman was eighty-one and had been a nuisance at meetings for sixty years, and enjoyed it, and it was affectionate, and he had a way of standing up with his cap in his hand as if he were about to make an apology and then not apologising. What he said, when the chair invited any other business, was this: ‘Ye’ll be needin tae look at Chae’s ain buik afore ye catalogue the lave o’t. For the wantin years is in there noo. Chae pit them back. He gied me a lend o’t the winter afore he deed and he says til me, Baldie, I’ve written the fifty-threes at last and I’ve had them printit and sewn in ahint, and I’ll no see the crack o’t and I’m ower auld tae care. And I read it in my bed and it’s a’ in there.’ And he sat down, and there was the ordinary murmur, and the chair thanked him and said the volume would be looked out; and a woman at the back said what a shame it would be if it never got read, and the meeting moved on to the raffle.
Eleven days he had, from the meeting to the harbour. It is a length of time this history has learned to recognise.
The steps at the old harbour go down at the west corner, five of them, granite, worn hollow in the middle by three hundred years of men going down them with creels; and there is a handrail, iron, put in by the council in 1987, which is salt-bloomed white in dry weather from the top bracket to the bottom, and which was wiped, on the night of the twenty-fourth of May, through a single clean drag of about eleven inches, at the height where a hand steadies a man who is being helped.
He did not need to push. That is the thing the court was told and the coast could not take in. It was slack water, high, at twenty-three forty-one; a dead calm night, the harbour like a plate; an old man walked down from the Shore Inn at his own pace with three drams in him, as he had walked ten thousand times, and stopped, as he always stopped, at the top of the steps, to look at the water and say whatever a man says to a harbour at that age; and the provost came up behind him in the dark and said good evening, Baldie, and stood a while with him, and the two of them looked at the black plate of the harbour together and spoke about the festival and about Chae Mowat; and then a hand at an elbow, a courtesy at the top of five wet granite steps at midnight, a helping hand from a man everybody trusted, and the old deckhand went down the way old men go down, hard and sideways and without a sound worth hearing, and slid off the bottom step into eight feet of dead-still water.
Slack water. No stream to carry him out and none to push him back. He went in at the one point in the twelve hours when the harbour would hold a man exactly where it received him, and the man who chose it had been the harbourmaster of that harbour for twenty-two years and could have recited its tides in his sleep; and that is the whole of the case, and it was in the tide book on the wall of the harbour office, printed, public, hanging on a nail, and it took a detective inspector of eleven weeks’ standing four days to think of looking at it.
He walked home the long way, past the chandlery. In his own kitchen he washed the salt off his hands, and put the kettle on, and sat down at the table where his father had sat, and did the thing that separated him from the five careful men who had gone before him in this county’s short terrible series, and made him, in the judgment of the officer who eventually sat across a table from him, the saddest of the lot:
he wept. For an hour and a half, in the dark, at his own kitchen table, at sixty-eight years of age; and then he washed his face, and went to his bed, and rose at seven, and went down to the harbour with the rest of the town when the word went round, and stood at the top of the steps with his hat in his hands while they brought Baldie Wiseman up, and said, to the boy from the lifeboat crew who was shaking, the exact right thing in the exact right voice, which was: ‘Ye did fine, loon. He’d hae kent naething. It’s the caul does it, no the watter.’
And the coast heard it, and took its comfort where it had taken it for fifty years; and out at Whitehills a woman who had buried a man off those same steps in 1978 said to her daughter that the provost had aye been the one that kent what to say; and in Aberdeen, forty miles east, in an office he had occupied since the last week of January and still had not hung anything on the walls of, a newly made detective inspector took a telephone call from a duty sergeant at Banff about a drowning at Portsoy, and wrote three words in a small book, and looked at them for a moment, and then went and got his coat off the back of the door; and there was nobody in the room to say anything to about it, which was the whole of what was new.
The words were: WHIT’S THE TIDE.
Chapter One: The First Call
The office at Queen Street had a window that looked at another window, a desk that had been three men’s before him, and a shelf on which, since the last week of January, there had sat exactly two objects: a ruled observation log with a fortnight of blank dates in it for January 2010, and a seed tray.
Nobody had asked about either. The Aberdeen squad had received their new detective inspector in the way city squads receive men from the county, which is with reserve, professional courtesy, and a certain amount of quiet enjoyment at the wax jacket; and they had had eleven weeks of him now, and had formed the view, which DS Bill Kinnaird summarised in the canteen in the second week and never afterwards revised, that ‘he disna say muckle, he disna miss muckle, and gin ye tell him a lee at nine he’ll no correct ye till aboot fower, and syne he’ll dae it in front o naebody.’
He had been given the ordinary things: three assaults, a fatal road, a long messy fraud in the oil supply trade that would take a year and was mostly accountancy. He had not been given a murder, and did not expect one, and was aware, in the way a man is aware of weather, that a certain number of people in the building were interested to see what happened when he was.
What made it different, and what nobody in the building could have told him because nobody in the building knew, was that for five years there had been a woman sitting on the other side of a desk in Turriff whose entire function, at moments of decision, was to be a person he had to say his reasoning out loud to. Not to be told what to do; she had stopped telling him what to do about a fortnight into the second book of this history. To be TOLD. He had built the whole of his method in the presence of somebody who would say aye, or na, or ‘that’s blethers, Cormac’, and the method had grown its shape around that presence the way a tree grows round a fence wire.
And on the twenty-fifth of May 2011, at ten past nine in the morning, a duty sergeant at Banff telephoned about a well-kent old fisherman drowned in Portsoy harbour, no suspicious circumstances, the fiscal informed, and asked, apologetically, whether Aberdeen might send somebody ‘juist tae tick it, for the man’s a lifeboat faimly and the toon’ll want it dane richt’; and Cormac Buchan said he would come himself; and put the phone down; and turned to say the thing he always said at that point to the person who was not there.
He sat for a moment with his hand still on the telephone.
Then he took out the wee book and wrote at the top of a clean page, in the small hand, three words, and looked at them; and this history records what the three words were and why they matter, because a great deal of what became DI Buchan was decided in that office in the four seconds it took to write them. He did not write ‘attend Portsoy’. He did not write the dead man’s name, which he had not yet been given. He wrote the question he would have said out loud across a desk in Turriff, and would have been answered, and now would have to answer himself:
WHIT’S THE TIDE.
‘Aye,’ he said, to the empty office. ‘Weel. There it is.’
He went out through the squad room and stopped at Kinnaird’s desk, and this was the first thing he ever did as a working detective inspector on a murder, though nobody in the room including himself knew it was a murder yet.
‘Bill. Fa dae we hae that kens the coast? No that’s been there. That’s FAE there.’
Kinnaird looked up. ‘Aiberdeen’s a’ fae somewye. Whitna coast?’
‘Banffshire. Portsoy, Sandend, Cullen alang.’
‘DC Slessor’s granny’s Cullen. And there’s Wattie in the productions store’s fae Gardenstown but he’s a Brethren man and he’ll no wark a Sunday, which ye’ll find oot the hard wye in aboot a fortnicht.’ Kinnaird put his pen down, interested despite himself. ‘Fit is’t?’
‘A drooned man in a harbour, and it’ll be naething.’ Buchan was putting his coat on. ‘And I’d like ae body in this room that can tell me, wi’oot lookin it up, fit time the watter’s still at Portsoy on the twinty-fourth o May, and mair nor that, whether a man that’s leeved there a’ his days wid ken it wi’oot lookin it up. For yon’s the question, Bill, and I’ll tell ye fit wye: gin the answer’s aye, then ilka body in yon toon kens the tide, and it’s naething. And gin the answer’s aye BUT, then somebody’s picked an oor.’
Kinnaird looked at him for a second.
‘Slessor,’ he said. ‘Get yer jaicket.’
They took the coast road, because Buchan always took the coast road and would go on taking it for twenty years, and DC Alison Slessor, twenty-seven, three years in, driving, spent the first forty minutes discovering that her new inspector did not make conversation and did not require any, and the next forty discovering that this was not coldness but a kind of invitation, and that if you said something worth hearing it got heard entire and came back at you an hour later worked over.
What she said, somewhere about Turriff, was: ‘My granny wid ken the tide at Cullen. She’s aichty-echt. She wid ken it the day the wye you ken fit day o the week it is. She widna ken she kent it.’
‘Say mair.’
‘It’s no a fact tae them, sir. It’s a.’ Slessor hunted for it. ‘It’s like the licht. Ye ken gin it’s mornin wi’oot lookin at a clock. My granda wis a cooper and he’d say tae her, is’t wattered yet, and she’d say awa, ye’ve an oor, and she wisna coontin. She wis juist. it wis in her.’
‘And a man o aichty-ane, aff a boat, seeventy year in the ae harbour?’
‘The same. Waur. He’d feel it.’
‘Sae,’ said Buchan, watching the country go by, ‘gin sic a man droons at the ae meenit in the haill nicht whan the harbour hauds him whaur it gets him, and disna cairry him oot nor cast him at the wa’.’ He let it sit. ‘That’s no a coincidence in his favour, quine. That’s the sea daein a thing it only dis twice in twinty-fower oors, at the exact oor, for a man that kent the oor. Sae we’ll gyang and look at it, and it’ll be naething, and I’ll be an eediot in front o a duty sergeant, and that’s a cheap price and I’ll pey it a’ my days.’
Slessor drove a while.
‘Sir. Can I speir a thing.’
‘Aye.’
‘Fit dae ye dae when it IS naething? For ye’ll hae been wrang afore, and I’ve been in squads whaur bein wrang oot loud in front o a coonty sergeant wid.’ She stopped.
‘I say I wis wrang, in front o whaiver heard me be richt,’ said Buchan, ‘and I write it in the book, and I gyang hame, and nae mair aboot it. And I’ll tell ye fit wye, for ye’re speirin the richt question and ye’re speirin it in a car, which is whaur a’ the guid anes get speirt.’ The Volvo came over the hill and the country opened out, and away in front of them, past the parks, was the flat grey line of the Moray Firth. ‘A polis that canna be wrang oot loud can only iver check the things he’s shair aboot. Which is naething. There’s yer haill trade in ae sentence, and it took me till aboot last year tae learn it, and the wumman that taught me’s at hame the day howkin her ain tatties.’
They came down into Portsoy at eleven, past the kirk and the square, and turned down the brae to the old harbour, where the sea was doing nothing at all in the sun and about sixty people were standing about in the way a small town stands about, and a duty sergeant from Banff came to meet the car looking apologetic; and Cormac Buchan got out of the Volvo in a wax jacket at his first murder as a detective inspector, and did not know it was one, and looked, before he looked at anybody, at the water.
Interlude: Cuttings I
From the Banffshire Advertiser, Thursday 26 May 2011:
PORTSOY MOURNS ‘THE LAST O THE SEINE NET MEN’
The town has lost one of its best-known figures. Mr Archibald (Baldie) Wiseman (81), of Seafield Street, was found in the old harbour early on Wednesday morning, having apparently fallen from the west steps on his way home the previous night. Police say there are no suspicious circumstances and a report will go to the procurator fiscal.
Mr Wiseman went to sea at fourteen and fished out of Portsoy, Macduff and Buckie for forty-six years, latterly on the seiner Cairnbulg Star. He was the last surviving member of the crew of the Bracken Lass, lost at her moorings in the fire of 1953, and was known the length of the coast as a teller of stories, a singer at the bothy nights, and a persistent and much loved contributor to public meetings of every kind.
‘Baldie wis at ilka meetin in this toon for saxty year and he niver ance let a thing gyang by that he thocht wisna richt,’ said Mr Sinclair Milne, former harbourmaster and patron of the Portsoy Boats Festival. ‘He kept us a’ honest and he kept us a’ laughin, whiles baith at ance. It’s a poor harbour this week.’
Mr Wiseman is survived by his sister, Mrs Nellie Geddes, of Sandend, and by nieces and nephews. The funeral will take place on Tuesday.
From the same edition, page seven:
HERITAGE GROUP BEGINS WORK ON MOWAT PAPERS
Cataloguing has begun at the Salmon Bothy on the papers of the late Mr Charles (Chae) Mowat, fish-curer and boatbuilder, who died last year at the age of 86 and left his collection to the town. The work is being carried out over the summer by Miss Leonora Craig, a postgraduate student of the University of Aberdeen, whose research concerns coastal life-writing.
‘There is a great deal here,’ Miss Craig said this week. ‘Yard books, half-models, correspondence going back to the 1930s, and the whole of the material behind his memoir. What I would say to anybody in the town who thinks they have nothing worth keeping: he thought that too, for about fifty years, and then he wrote it all down anyway.’
The group hopes to open a small exhibition for the festival weekend.
From the Press and Journal, Saturday 4 June 2011, a single paragraph on the news-in-brief column, byline R. Gillan:
PORTSOY DEATH: FURTHER ENQUIRIES
Police have confirmed that enquiries continue into the death of Mr Archibald Wiseman (81), found in Portsoy harbour on 25 May. A spokesman said that the investigation was being led from Aberdeen and that officers would welcome contact from anybody who was in the vicinity of the old harbour or the Shore Inn on the evening of Tuesday 24 May.
[The paragraph is nineteen lines shorter than the one its author submitted. She had recognised the name of the officer leading it, and had telephoned him at half past six in the morning to say so, and had been told: ‘Miss Gillan. Ye ken fine fit I’m gaun tae speir ye.’ And she had said, ‘Aye. And ye ken fine fit I’m gaun tae speir back, and it’s the same ane as last time.’ And the arrangement made at Alford was renewed in eleven seconds, and held.]
Chapter: The Kitchen
‘You’ve got one,’ said Rosalind, from the sink, without turning round.
‘I’ve a drooned man at Portsoy that’s likely fell doon a stair.’
‘You’ve got one.’ She dried her hands and came and sat down opposite him and put her chin on her fists. ‘Cormac. You have hung your jacket on the chair instead of the hook, you have got the wee book out on my table before your tea, and you have been home for eleven minutes and you have not once mentioned the allotment, which you have mentioned every single evening since the fourteenth of April including the evening of your aunt’s funeral. So.’
He looked at her for a moment, and then he laughed, which he did about four times a year and which was, in her considered professional opinion as a woman who had married him, worth waiting for.
‘There’s a tide,’ he said, ‘and I dinna like it.’
‘Tell me.’
He told her: the harbour like a plate, the five worn steps, the man of eighty-one, the eleven inches of wiped salt on the rail that Elaine Petrie had found at four o’clock and had said nothing whatever about in front of the duty sergeant; and the twenty-three forty-one, which was in a printed book on a nail in the harbour office where anybody could read it and which had been read that afternoon, by a detective inspector standing in his coat, four days later than he should have read it.
‘Four days,’ said Rosalind.
‘Aye.’
‘And when you were a sergeant you would have read it on the first day.’
‘Na,’ said Buchan, ‘and here’s the thing that’s been sittin on me a’ the road hame. When I wis a sergeant I wid hae SAID it on the first day. Tae her. I’d hae said, Jean, fit’s the tide, and she’d hae said, awa and look, ye great feel, and I’d hae been at the harbour office by ten. The sayin’s the bit that’s missin.’ He turned his cup round. ‘It’s no that I canna think wi’oot her. It’s that I’ve aye thocht OOT LOUD, and there’s naebody in yon office at Queen Street I can think oot loud at, for I’m the inspector noo, and an inspector thinkin oot loud at a sergeant isna a man thinkin. It’s a man giein instructions in the form o wonderin. They’d be awa daein it afore I’d feenished the sentence. And syne I’d niver find oot gin I wis wrang, for naebody’d tell me.’
Rosalind Buchan said nothing at all for the length of time it took to pour two cups, which she had learned from him and used on him without shame.
‘Right,’ she said. ‘Two things, and then your tea’s on and it’s mince, so brace yourself. The first is a question and I want you to actually answer it and not go quiet. Who told Jean Sangster she was wrong?’
He opened his mouth.
‘Because it wasn’t you,’ said Rosalind. ‘Not for the first three years. You minuted your dissents and you were very correct and it made no difference to anything at all until about the fourth year, and you know it, because we sat at this table in the spring of the byre and you told me so yourself and you were not gentle about it. So who told her?’
‘Rob,’ he said, after a while. ‘Till 1998. And syne naebody, and she said sae hersel at the Ythan: she did the last ten year on fumes and pride.’
‘So this is not a problem you have because Jean is retired,’ said Rosalind. ‘It is a problem that every single person in your trade has the moment they are promoted, and most of them solve it by deciding they no longer need it, and you have watched what that does to a man for six years and written it in six notebooks. Hector Leslie told you the answer on a tape in a vestry, Cormac. He said: you are well witnessed. He said it was the only thing in police work that matters and that nobody puts it in the manuals.’ She pushed his cup at him. ‘So the question is not “how do I manage without Jean”. It is “who witnesses me now”, and it is a question about arrangements, and you are extremely good at arrangements, so make some.’
He got the wee book out again, which made her put her head in her hands.
‘Fower,’ he said, writing. ‘For I’ve thocht on’t in the car and ye’ve juist gien me the word for’t.’ He turned the book round so she could see, and the list was numbered, and this history prints it because it is one of the two or three documents on which the whole of the next twenty years of the man was built, and because the fourth item is why the reader of the later histories has been told, in six books, about a walled garden, a lighthouse, and a bench.
FA WITNESSES ME NOO.
1. The wife. Nightly, unpaid, unappealable. Not to be relied on for the job’s own facts, for she has her ain wark and it’s harder.
2. The record. Write the reasonin doon at the time, wi the date, afore the ootcome’s kent. A man canna argue wi his ain page. The empty log’s on the shelf tae mind me fit an unwritten thocht’s worth.
3. Ae sergeant, telt exactly fit he’s for. No a confidant. A CONTRADICTOR. Speirt in front o naebody, protectit fae the consequences, and telt in as mony words: yer job is tae tell me I’m wrang and it’ll niver ance be held agin ye. Yon’s a post, no a friendship, and it maun be APPOINTED or it’ll niver happen.
4. Somebody that’s naething tae dae wi the polis at a’. A body that disna care fit rank I am and disna want onything. Jean had Rob and a gairden. I’ve the gairden. I’m needin the body.
Rosalind read it twice.
‘Number three,’ she said. ‘Have you got one?’
‘I’ve a DS Kinnaird that’s been at Queen Street echteen year and thinks I’m a country lad wi a lucky rin, and he’s near richt, and he says sae tae ither fowk and no tae me, and he’s the best natural argument in yon buildin.’ Buchan closed the book. ‘I’ll speir him the morn. And he’ll think it’s a test, and he’ll be coorse aboot it for aboot three month.’
‘And then?’
‘And syne he’ll be the best thing that iver happened tae me,’ said Buchan, ‘for a man that’s been waitin echteen year for somebody tae speir his opinion disna gie it saftly when they finally dae.’ He stood up to get the plates, because it was mince and there were rules. ‘And number fower I’ve nae answer for, and I’ll no manufacture ane, for ye canna appoint a freend and ye canna gairden yer wye oot o’t either.’ He set the plates down. ‘It’ll come or it winna. Jean got Rob at a mart at twinty-three and didna ken fit she’d got till 1998.’
‘It’ll come,’ said Rosalind Buchan.
It came, as it happens, sixteen years later, in a walled garden on Deeside, and was not what he had expected in any particular; but that is the other history’s business, and this one has a harbour to get back to.
Interlude: The Bothy Daybook
Production 4: the daybook of the Salmon Bothy heritage group, Portsoy, being the volume kept on the desk inside the door in which volunteers record, in the group’s own phrase, ‘fa cam in, fit they lookit at, and fit they took awa’. It was begun in 1997 in a school jotter, and since 2006 has been kept in a bound register in a glazed cabinet, the cabinet having been presented to the group in that year by Mr S. Milne ‘in memory of his father’. The reader is asked to note the donor and to think no more about him for a while.
The entries are given as written, in the various hands of eleven volunteers, with the group’s own spellings.
Sat 9 Apr 2011. Mowat accession delivered fae the hoose, 31 boxes and the half-models. Nae room. Boxes in the back store meantime. M.T.
Tue 12 Apr. Miss Craig (the student) here 10-4, stertit box 1. Very quiet. Made her ain coffee, which is a first for a body fae the university. N.G.
Thu 14 Apr. Provost in 2.15-3.30, lookit at the new shelvin and gied his opinion, which we got onywye. Coffee. Lookit at box 3 (the buiks). A.S.
[The entry that convicted him is that one, and it is nine words long, and the volunteer who wrote it was minuting a social call.]
Fri 15 Apr. Miss Craig 10-5, box 1 feenished, sterted box 2.
Sat 30 Apr. Open day. 61 in. Raffle £84.
Tue 3 May. Miss Craig, box 3. Note by M.T.: she speirt me faur the bound copy o Chae’s memoir wis, for it’s on the accession list and it’s no in the box wi the ither buiks. I telt her it’ll be here somewye, naething’s iver whaur it sud be till it’s catalogued.
Thu 5 May. Miss Craig, box 3 continued. Fund the memoir at the back o box 4 unner the yaird buiks. Note by L.C.: the volume is present and is the 2009 rebinding. There is a stub at the rear of the text block indicating a signature has been removed. I have left it in situ, not photographed it, and mentioned it to nobody, and I am writing this here because the daybook is the record and a thing that is not written in the record on the day it is found is a thing somebody can say later was found on a different day.
[The reader who has come through five of these histories will not need this pointed out and shall have it pointed out anyway: a postgraduate student of coastal life-writing, twenty-six days into an unpaid summer cataloguing job, alone in a bothy on a Thursday, made contemporaneous note of an anomaly in the correct book on the correct day, and did it for exactly the right reason, and had never met a police officer in her life. The county did not teach her that. Somebody’s supervisor did, or her own head. There is more of this about than the police ever suppose, and this whole series has been, in one of its aspects, a long argument that the trade’s job is mostly to go and find the people who are already doing it right.]
Thu 19 May. Open meetin, 7.30, 34 present. A.O.B.: Baldie Wiseman re Chae’s memoir, ‘the wantin years is in there noo’. Chair tae look oot the volume. Raffle £31.
Fri 20 May. Provost in 6.10-7.05 pm, his lane, key. Naething signed oot. Note by nobody: the entry is in the provost’s own hand, he being alone in the building, the daybook being the daybook and he being the man who had bought its cabinet. He wrote himself in. He wrote himself in because he had written himself in every time for five years and because a man who suddenly stops keeping a habit is a man who has done something.
Sat 21 May. Miss Craig 10-2. Note by L.C.: examined the memoir again in better light. The stub is a clean cut, not a tear, made with a blade against the fold, and it is recent: the cut edge is bright and the paper of the surrounding leaves is not. From the sewing I make it a signature of sixteen leaves. I have written to the binder at Banff who did the 2009 work to ask whether his docket records the leaf count of the block as received. I have told the chair that I am chasing a binding query, which is true.
Wed 25 May. Bothy shut. Baldie.
Tue 31 May. Miss Craig 10-4. Note by L.C.: the binder’s reply is in. The block as rebound in September 2009 was 214 leaves. The block is now 198.
Wed 1 Jun. Note by L.C.: I telephoned the police at Aberdeen this morning and asked for the officer whose name was in the newspaper, and was put through to him, and told him the whole of the above in about four minutes, and he did not interrupt once and then asked me three questions. The third one was whether I had told anybody in the town. I said I had not. He said: ‘Guid. Dinna. I’ll be at the bothy at twa and I’ll be speirin ye aboot boat photographs whaur onybody can hear, and ye’ll answer aboot boat photographs, and syne we’ll gyang for a walk.’ I am recording this here for the same reason as before. The daybook is the record.
Wed 1 Jun. Inspector Buchan, Grampian Police, 2.00-2.40, re photographs of local vessels for an enquiry. Miss Craig assisted. A.S.
Thank You For Reading
That is the end of this sample of The Wanting Years. Thank you for reading.
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