Urban decay
Ian Rankin, Fleshmarket Close, Orion, 2008
Ian Rankin, Dead Souls, Orion, 1999
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Rural poverty
Caradoc Evans, My People, 1916, :Be This Her Memorial
MICE and rats, as it is said, frequent neither churches nor poor men's homes. The story I have to tell you about Nanni the Nanni who was hustled on her way to prayer-meeting by the Bad Man, who saw the phantom mourners bearing away Twm Tybach's coffin, who saw the Spirit Hounds and heard their meanings two days before Isaac Penparc took wing the story I have to tell you contradicts that theory. 
Nanni was religious ; and she was old. No one knew how old she was, for she said that she remembered the birth of each person that gathered in Capel Sion ; she was so old that her age had ceased to concern. 
She lived in the mud-walled, straw- thatched cottage on the steep road which goes up from the Garden of Eden, and ends at the tramping way that takes you into Cardigan town ; if you happen to be travelling that way you may still see the roofless walls which were silent witnesses to Nanni's great sacrifice a sacrifice surely counted unto her for righteousness, though in her search for God she fell down and worshipped at the feet of a god. 
Nanni's income was three shillings and ninepence a week. That sum was allowed her by Abel Shones, the officer for Poor Relief, who each pay-day never forgot to remind the crooked, wrinkled, toothless old woman how much she owed to him and God. 
 If it was not for me, little Nanni," Abel was in the habit of telling her, " you would be in the House of the Poor long ago." 
At that remark Nanni would shiver and tremble. 
" Dear heart," she would say in the third person, for Abel was a mighty man and the holder of a proud office, " I pray for him night and day." 



THE SINGING BONE
(Grimms’ fairy tale )

In a certain country there was once great lamentation over a wild boar that laid waste the farmer's fields, killed the cattle, and ripped up people's bodies with his tusks.  The king promised a large reward to anyone who would free the land from this plague, but the beast was so big and strong that no one dared to go near the forest in which it lived.  At last the king gave notice that whosoever should capture or kill the wild boar should have his only daughter to wife.
Now there lived in the country two brothers, sons of a poor man, who declared themselves willing to undertake the hazardous enterprise, the elder, who was crafty and shrewd, out of pride, the younger, who was innocent and simple, from a kind heart. The king said, in order that you may be the more sure of finding the beast, you must go into the forest from opposite sides.  So the elder went in on the west side, and the younger on the east. When the younger had gone a short way, a little man stepped
up to him.  He held in his hand a black spear and said, I give you this spear because your heart is pure and good, with this you can boldly attack the wild boar, and it will do you no harm. He thanked the little man, shouldered the spear, and went on fearlessly.
Before long he saw the beast, which rushed at him, but he held the spear towards it, and in its blind fury it ran so swiftly against it that its heart was cloven in twain.  Then he took the monster on his back and went homewards with it to the king.
As he came out at the other side of the wood, there stood at the entrance a house where people were making merry with wine and dancing.  His elder brother had gone in here, and, thinking that after all the boar would not run away from him, was going to drink until he felt brave.  But when he saw his young brother coming out of the wood laden with his booty, his envious, evil heart gave him no peace.  He called out to him, come in, dear brother, rest andrefresh yourself with a cup of wine.
The youth, who suspected no evil, went in and told him about the good little man who had given him the spear wherewith he had slain the boar.
The elder brother kept him there until the evening, and then they went away together, and when in the darkness they came to a bridge over a brook, the elder brother let the other go first, and when he was half-way across he gave him such a blow from behind that he fell down dead.  He buried him beneath the bridge, took the boar, and carried it to the king, pretending that he had killed it, whereupon he obtained the king's daughter in marriage. And when his younger brother did not come back he said, the boar must have ripped up his body, and every one believed it.  But as nothing remains hidden from God, so this black deed also was to come to light. 
Years afterwards a shepherd was driving his herd across the bridge, and saw lying in the sand beneath, a snow-white little bone.  He thought that it would make a good mouth-piece, so he clambered down, picked it up, and cut out of it a mouth-piece for his horn,  but when he blew through it for the first time, to his great astonishment, the bone began of its own accord to sing 
     ah, friend thou blowest upon my bone.
     Long have I lain beside the water,
     my brother slew me for the boar,
     and took for his wife the king's young daughter.

[bookmark: _GoBack]What a wonderful horn, said the shepherd, it sings by itself, I must take it to my lord the king.  And when he came with it to the king the horn again began to sing its little song.  The king understood it all, and caused the ground below the bridge to be dug up, and then the whole skeleton of the murdered man came to light.  The wicked brother could not deny the deed, and was sewn up in a sack and drowned.  But the bones of the murdered man were laid to rest in a beautiful tomb in the churchyard. 
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theme park. Nearby stood the Greenfield housing scheme,
a compact maze of high-rise blocks and sheltered accom-
modation. He wondered why the Crags should be so much
more impressive than the man-made ingenuity of high-
rises, then reached into his pocket for a folded piece of
paper. He checked an address, looked back down on to
Greenfield, and knew he had one more detour to make.

Greenfield’s flat-roofed tower blocks had been built in the
mid-1960s and were showing their age. Dark stains
bloomed on the discoloured harling. Overflow pipes
dripped water on to cracked paving slabs. Rotting wood
was flaking from the window surrounds. The wall of one
ground-floor flat, its windows boarded up, had been
painted to identify the one-time tenant as ‘Junky Scum’.

No council planner had ever lived here. No director of
housing or community architect. All the council had done
was move in problem tenants and tell everyone central
heating was on its way. The estate had been built on the
flat bottom of a bowl of land, so that Salisbury Crags
loomed monstrously over the whole. Rebus rechecked the
address on the paper. He’d had dealings in Greenfield
before. It was far from the worst of the city’s estates, but
still had its troubles. It was early afternoon now, and the
streets were quiet. Someone had left a bicycle, missing its
front wheel, in the middle of the road. Further along stood
a pair of shopping trolleys, nose to nose as though deep in
local gossip. In the midst of the six eleven-storey blocks
stood four neat rows of terraced bungalows, complete
with pocket-handkerchief gardens and low wooden fen-
ces. Net curtains covered most of the windows, and above
each door a burglar alarm had been secured to the wall.

Part of the tarmac arena between the tower blocks had
been given over to a play area. One boy was pulling
another along on a sledge, imagining snow as the runners
scraped across the ground. Rebus called out the words
‘Cragside Court’ and the boy on the sledge waved in the
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direction of one of the blocks. When Rebus got up close to
it, he saw that a sign on the wall identifying the building
had been defaced so that ‘Cragside’ read ‘Crap-site’. A
window on the second floor swung open.

“You needn’t bother, a woman’s voice boomed. ‘He's
not here.’

Rebus stood back and angled his head upwards.

‘Who is it I'm supposed to be looking for?’

‘Trying to be smart?’ 5

‘No, I just didn’t know there was a clairvoyant on the?
premises. Is it your husband or your boyfriend I'm aftc?r?

The woman stared down at him, made up her ngnd
that she’d spoken too soon. ‘Never mind,’ she said, pulling
her head back in and closing the window.

There was an intercom system, but only the numbers of
flats, no names. He pulled at the door; it was unl(?cked
anyway. He waited a couple of minutes for the lift to
come, then let it shudder its way slowly up to the fifth
floor. A walkway, open to the elements, led him past the
front doors of half a dozen flats until he was standing
outside 5/14 Cragside Court. There was a window, but
curtained with what looked like a frayed blue bedsheet.
The door showed signs of abuse: failed break-ins maybe,
or just people kicking at it because there was no bell or
knocker. No nameplate, but that didn’t matter. Rebus
knew who lived here.

Darren Rough.

The addressgwas new to Rebus. When he’d helped build
the case against Rough four years before, Rough had beejn
living in a flat on Buccleuch Street. Now he was back in
Edinburgh, and Rebus was keen for him to know just how
welcome he was. Besides, he had a couple of questions for
Darren Rough, questions about Jim Margolies . . .

The only problem was, he got the feeling the flat was
empty. He tried one half-hearted thump at both door and
window. When there was no response, he leaned down to
peer through the letterbox, but found it had been blocked
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A Knoxland was a housing scheme on the western edge of Edin-
burgh, off Rebus’s patch. He was there because the West End guys were
shorthanded. He was also there because his own bosses couldn’t think
what to do with him. It was a rainy Monday afternoon, and nothing about
the day so far boded anything but ill for the rest of the working week.
Rebus’s old police station, his happy hunting ground these past eight
or so years, had scen itself reorganized. As a result, it no longer boasted a
CID office, meaning Rebus and his fellow detectives had been cast adrift,
shipped out to other stations. He'd ended up at Gayfield Square, just off
Leith Walk: a cushy number, according to some. Gayfield Square was on
the periphery of the elegant New Town, behind whose eighteenth- and
nineteenth-century facades anything could be happening without those
outside being any the wiser. It certainly felt a long way from Knoxland, far-
ther than the three factual miles. It was another culture, another country.
Knoxland had been built in the 1960s, apparently from papier-méché
and balsa wood. Walls so thin you could hear the neighbors cutting their
toenails and smell their dinner on the stove. Patches of damp bloomed on
its gray concrete walls. Graffiti had turned the place into “Hard Knox.”
Other embellishments warned the “Pakis” to “Get Out,” while a scrawl
that was probably only an hour or so old bore the legend “One Less.”
What shops there were had resorted to metal grilles on windows and
doors, not even bothering to remove them during opening hours. The
place itself was contained, hemmed in by divided highways to north and
west. The bright-cyed developers had scooped out underpasses beneath
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He stood atop Salisbury Crags. There was a fierce wind
blowing, and he turned up the collar of his coat. He'd
been home to change out of his funeral clothes and should
have been heading back for the station — he could see St
Leonard’s from here = but something had made him take
this detour.

Behind and above him, a few hardy souls had achieved
the summit of Arthur’s Seat. Their reward: the panoramic
view, plus ears that would sting for hours. With his fear of
heights, - Rebus didn't get too close to the edge. The
landscape was extraordinary. It was as though God had
slapped his hand down on to Holyrood Park, flattening
part of it but leaving this sheer face of rock, a reminder of
the city’s origins.

Jim Margolies had jumped from here. Or a sudden gust
had taken him: that was the less plausible, but more easily
digested alternative. His widow had stated her belief that
he'd been ‘walking, just walking’, and had lost his footing
in the dark. But this raised unanswerable questions. What
would take him from his bed in the middle of the night? If
he had worries, why did he need to think them out at the
top of Salisbury Crags, several miles from his home? He
lived in The Grange, in what had been his wife’s parents’
house. It was raining that night, yet he didn't take
the car. Would a desperate man notice he was getting
soaked ...? ¥

Looking down, Rebus saw the site of the old brewery,
where they were going to build the new Scottish parlia-
ment. The first in three hundred years, and sited next to a
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