
Death on Harris

Death on Harris - Level 5 

Angus Fleming looked out the train window at the 

brown, green and grey colours of the Scottish 

countryside. Rain streaked the glass, and the tops of the 

hills merged into the clouds. He was on his third train 

of the day on his long journey home to Tarbert, on 

Harris. 

He was having second thoughts about the trip: he 

hadn't been home for a long time and was only going 

now because his mother had asked him to come, which 

was unusual for her. He felt guilty for not visiting more 

often, but found it difficult to tear himself away from his 

life in Edinburgh. He normally had an excuse, and his 

mother never complained. This time, however, she had 

been insistent. 

Angus sighed and turned back to the book Susie had 

given him as a present for the journey. He briefly 

thought about sending her a text but knew she'd be 

busy at work - she was a police officer so never had a 

quiet day at the office. She worked with Ross, his best 

friend from university. He had met her through Ross 
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and until recently she had only been a friend. After the 

Arthur's Seat case that had changed. 

He tried to read but quickly turned back to the view 

outside the window, which was impressive despite the 

dreary day. He couldn't concentrate on one thing, his 

mind was busy with other things: how his new book 

would be received, whether Susie would cope with 

Jessie, and why his mother wanted to see him. This last 

question bothered him the most and he sighed again. 

Maybe he should have flown. 

A few hours later Angus was standing on the ferry deck 

waiting for it to leave. 

The November wind was biting and he pulled his coat 

more tightly around him. At last they set sail and he 

turned to go back inside and warm up. As he did, 

another man standing further along the rail caught his 

eye - he looked exactly like someone from school, 

Stephen McLeod. The McLeod's had lived on Harris for 

years, but Stephen had left for London when he was 18 
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and had, according to local gossip, never returned. His 

presence on the same ferry was possible but unlikely. 

Angus rubbed his eyes, yawned and decided it couldn't 

be him. He hurried into the warmth of the ship for a 

cup of much-needed tea and quickly forgot about the 

figure looking out to sea. 

Night had already fallen when they docked at Tarbert. 

Angus was the first person off the ferry and was soon 

walking towards the home he had grown up in. Even in 

the dark the place looked the same and for all his initial 

reluctance he couldn't help but feel a burst of 

excitement about being home. 

As he passed the door of the local shop, he waved in at 

Mrs Muir and knew it wouldn't be long before half the 

village knew he was home. That thought reminded him 

of the man who had looked so familiar on the ferry - if 

it was Stephen, someone would know and he'd be sure 

to find out soon enough. 

He hesitated a second at his mother's door before 

opening it without knocking - as usual it was unlocked. 
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"Hi Mum, I'm here," he called out as he took off his 

rucksack and boots. 

A voice from the kitchen replied, "Hi son, I'm in here. 

Tea's almost ready." 

With his coat still on, he strode into the kitchen, bent 

down to give the small but sturdy woman at the stove a 

kiss and turned to put the kettle on. Like the village, 

nothing had changed in the house and the delicious 

smell of his mother's cooking took him back, as it 

always did, to when he was still a child. 

He hung his coat over a chair, then poured the tea, laid 

the table and sat down. It was only as his mum put his 

food in front of him that she returned his kiss. 

"It's good to see you, Angus. Now eat up before it gets 

cold." 

Angus smiled, "It's good to be back." And tucked in to 

the hot broth in front of him. 

CHAPTER two 
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Over his porridge the following morning, Angus found out why his mother 

had been so keen for him to come home. 

"I'm moving, leaving Harris," she said, bent over the ironing board and a 

pile of clothes. 

Angus's hand holding his spoon stopped in mid-air. He opened his mouth 

to speak but Moira Fleming continued. 

"I'm getting on and, well, it isn't the same any more, without your father." 

Angus nodded, his momentary horror replaced by guilt - his mother lived 

alone and he wasn't there to help. 

"Where are you going? And when?" he asked. 

"Soon, in the New Year. And to Inverness near Aunt Margaret. I've already 

found a place." 

"When... when did you decide all this? Do Isobel and Finlay know?" 

"I've been thinking about it since last year and finally did something about 

it in May. Isobel and Finlay both know, I told them when they visited in 

the summer. I asked them not say anything, not until I'd spoken to you." 

Angus nodded again. His brother and sister were much better at coming 

home, bringing their children in the school holidays to see their gran. His 

guilt grew. 

"I'll come and help you with the move," he said, anxious to help. 

"Ach, there's no need. I've got a firm coming to do it all. And anyway, 

you'll be busy with your book stuff." 

Moira looked up at her youngest child who sat with his breakfast cooling 

and a miserable expression on his face. 
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"Don't fret yourself, I know you're busy and you needn't feel guilty. But I 

wanted you to come home before I went. I know you love the place even 

if you don't know that yourself. Now, finish your porridge. Then you can 

get me some milk from the shop and go off for a walk. You look like you 

could do with some fresh air." 

Angus nodded one more time, finished his food and as he carried the 

bowl to the sink, put his arm around his mother's shoulders for a moment. 

It said everything. 

A short while later he was tramping down the street to the shop, his mood 

brightening as he was greeted by sunshine and a clear blue sky. The air 

was fresh and it looked like it would be a glorious morning. 

As he stepped into the familiar shop which hadn't changed in 30 years, he 

could hear three women gossiping at the back. He smiled to himself, 

knowing that Mrs Muir would be discussing all the comings and goings in 

Tarbert and around. He took the pint of milk to the counter to pay. 

"Good morning, Mrs Muir, good morning all." 

"Angus, good morning! I thought it was you I saw through the window 

yesterday. Are you here visiting your mum? That's awfully good of you. 

Did you come over on the ferry last night? You'll have seen Stephen 

McLeod then. Sad business, very sad indeed." She drew breath and the 

two women standing beside her shook their heads sadly. 

"What sad business would that be?" Angus asked with a look of concern 

on his face. He also smiled inwardly at the confirmation of his suspicion 

the evening before; it was Stephen McLeod he had seen. 
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"Old McLeod is not long for this world. He's bed-bound and the doctor 

says it can only be days, maybe a week at best. And Stuart's been at his 

side the whole time. He should get everything. But now the prodigal son 

has returned, hah!" 

The women's expressions changed to ones of disapproval. 

Angus replied: "That is sad news. Well, thanks for the milk. Give my best 

to Mr Muir." He smiled his goodbyes and left. 

As he walked back to his mother's cottage, he turned over this 

information. Mr McLeod must be very old by now. He'd had a good life, 

but it would still be hard for the boys, Stuart especially. He was a year 

younger than Angus but they had been friends at school. Angus decided to 

pop by and see him, maybe a friendly face would do him good. 

Milk delivered, he made himself a sandwich and set off again - a walk 

along the coast was just what he needed. He'd stop by the McLeod house 

on his way back. 

Angus chose the path behind the houses, wanting to avoid the village. It 

was chilly despite the sun and he walked quickly. It wasn't long before he 

found himself on an empty beach overlooking the Atlantic. It was blustery 

away from the shelter of the hill. He found a rock to lean against to eat his 

sandwich. 

Small white clouds scudded across the sky, the sand glowed gold and the 

sea was as blue as you could wish for. Only the biting chill was a 

reminder that it was November in Scotland and not August in the 

Caribbean. 
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He sat awhile thinking of his childhood here, of his friends who he knew 

from Facebook had, like him, moved away. Indeed Stuart McLeod was 

possibly the only one who had stayed. 

His fingers were going numb in the cold, but he wanted to send Susie a 

message. He got out his phone but of course there was no signal. He put 

the phone away, glanced again at the stunning view and walked back the 

way he had come. 

The sun was setting as Angus turned up the long driveway of the McLeod 

home. The family had once owned most of the isle and even today was 

still the wealthiest in the area. Though they had 'diversified' into new 

industries - tourism mainly - they were still reliant on the land and what 

they could earn from it. Alan McLeod was a local man, as tough as 

leather, whose young wife, Jean, had died when Stephen and Stuart were 

both still children. Stephen was the spitting image of her while Stuart was 

a quieter version of his father. 

Angus had once been close to Stuart and though they weren't in regular 

contact, they sometimes met up when he was home. 

The headlights of a car came round a bend in the drive, taking Angus by 

surprise and forcing him to step to one side as it raced past him. He 

caught a glimpse of Stephen McLeod in the driver's seat and wondered 

where he was going in such a hurry. 

With more urgency to his stride, he walked the last 100 metres to the door. 

CHAPTER three 
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The door of the old stone house was open, as it often was. When Angus 

walked in, he found the place in a state of unrest: the estate manager was 

talking loudly on the phone, the women who helped with the upkeep 

were hurrying through the hall and voices could be heard from upstairs. 

Angus realised this was possibly not a good time, and was just about to 

leave when Stuart appeared. He was clearly distracted but smiled when he 

saw him. 

"Angus, what are you doing here? It's good to see you." 

They hugged and as they stepped back, Angus could see that Stuart looked 

tired. 

"You too, Stuart, but this is a bad time. Is... is it your father?" he asked 

hesitantly. 

"Yes, he's taken a turn for the worse. James is trying to reach the doctor," 

he said pointing at the estate manager, "But no one knows where he is. 

Will you come with me? I'm going into Tarbert to see if I can find him." 

"Of course." 

Darkness had fallen as they got into the old Land Rover. The trees around 

the house looked menacing and the wind, which had been growing 

stronger, whipped the branches around. Stuart looked grim-faced as he 

manoeuvred the car down the drive. 

Angus was the first to break the silence: "Did Stephen also go to find the 

doctor?" 

Stuart shot him a questioning look. 

"I saw him drive past as I came up to the house." 
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Stuart grimaced: "I don't know where he's gone. He and Dad argued and 

then..." He shook his head, Angus could just make out his silhouette and 

the contours of his face in the light from the dials on the dashboard. 

"I'm not really sure why he's come home. Or rather, I do have an inkling 

but... I know he doesn't mean to annoy Dad but somehow he always rubs 

him up the wrong way. They're too much alike. Both of them are pig-

headed." Angus had always seen more similarities between Stuart and his 

father, but now that Stuart had said it, saw it was true: Stephen McLeod 

shared many of the same characteristics as his dad. As a young man, Alan 

McLeod had been strong-willed and the arguments between him and his 

father were well-known on the island. He had enjoyed a few adventurous 

years before he came home with his new bride to work on the family 

estate. With Stephen, history was repeating itself. Except a return - until 

now - had seemed unlikely and it was his brother who had had to pick up 

the slack. 

He looked at Stuart again and wondered what his feelings were towards 

his brother. He'd never considered it before, but guessed it must be 

difficult for him. As if he could read his thoughts Stuart spoke again: 

"As far as I'm concerned, Stephen can do what he likes. I'm happy for 

him. But he shouldn't come and stir things up, it's not fair of him. Not fair 

at all." 

After that they drove on in silence, until they reached the outskirts of the 

village. 

"I'll drop you here if that's OK. I suspect the good doctor will be in the 

pub," said Stuart, with tired acceptance. 
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"Yes, of course, thanks. I hope you find him. And... and let me know if I 

can do anything." 

"I will. Thank you." 

Angus watched as the car turned right, and after a moment he turned left 

towards the warmth of his mother's kitchen. 

CHAPTER four 

His mother surprised him as he got in by suggesting that they head to the 

local pub for dinner. 

"There's music on and I've taken to going and listening now and again. It's 

cosy on a night like this." 

Angus readily agreed. 

The pub was surprisingly busy, and they could only find a table in the 

corner. The band was setting up, an open fire was flickering in the 

fireplace and familiar faces sat waiting for the entertainment. The warmth 

of the place was obvious. 

An hour or so later, their dinner nearly finished, the music now in full 

swing, Angus felt his mobile ringing. Fishing it out of his pocket, he saw 

that Susie was calling. As it was impossible to hear anything over the din, 

he excused himself and went outside. 

"Hi, Susie!" 

"Hi, Angus, how's it going? Surviving?" 

Angus smiled, "Yes, absolutely. And how are things at home? Is Jessie 

behaving herself?" 
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"Well, she found your new shoes. She's left a few teeth marks on them but 

I rescued them. And otherwise things are fine here, too. Cold but I guess 

that's no surprise. Oh, Ross said to say hi. He says you owe him a few 

pints for walking Jessie when I couldn't." 

Angus laughed - Ross was not a huge fan of dogs - "Fair enough." 

They spoke a bit longer - Angus filled Susie in on his mother's plans to 

move to the mainland. Down-to-earth woman that she was, Susie thought 

that was sensible and scolded Angus for his selfish disappointment. 

Teeth chattering now in the cold outside, they wound up their 

conversation: 

"Have you asked your mum if it'd be OK for me to stay for a few days?" 

Susie asked. 

"Ah, no not yet. Do you think you'll be able to make it out?" 

"Yeah, it's looking likely, I should find out tomorrow. So you'd better ask 

her before I turn up unannounced at your door!" 

"I'll speak to her about it tonight. But it won't be a problem, she'll love 

you." 

"Um, we'll see. I'd better let you get back in before you die of 

hypothermia. Speak tomorrow?" 

"Yeah, have a good night. Miss you." 

"Miss you too." 

Angus stuck his phone back in his pocket and turned to go back inside. As 

he did so, he caught sight of Stephen McLeod getting into his car, which 

was parked outside the local garage. A young man was standing beside 
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him. Angus recognized him as Mark Mackenzie, the mechanic's son. 

Something in his stance suggested it wasn't a friendly chat, not that of 

someone discussing car repairs. Angus could see that Mark was talking, 

his head bent down to Stephen's level, his hand on the door. He took a 

few steps towards them but could hear nothing. A second later Mark 

slammed the car door shut and Stephen drove off into the darkness. Mark 

stomped back to the garage and slammed that door, too. 

Angus frowned: Mark Mackenzie was quite a few years younger than them 

all and as a teenager had been a troublemaker and a lay about. He was 

living in London, or at least that's what Angus had heard. It seemed odd 

for Stephen to be talking to him. 

A sudden cold gust made him shiver and he hurried back inside. 

There he found a small group tipsily dancing a reel. Tables had been 

cleared and pushed back to make room for them. Other patrons were 

tapping their feet and the sweat was pouring down the face of the fiddler. 

As he sat back down beside his mum, he noticed her hand moving in time 

to the music and they both watched as the dancers were joined by more 

and more people. 

His mum shouted in his ear that the music nights often ended like this and 

after that the noise made conversation impossible. 

At around midnight, only the hardiest of souls were still going. Angus was 

settling their tab and making ready to leave, when the door opened to 

reveal the local doctor, wet and dishevelled. He made his way to the bar 

and slowly, as people noticed him, the rest of the pub fell silent. Everyone 
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knew the doctor and where he had been that evening: a few had been 

there when Stuart had collected him earlier. 

Now that the doctor had reappeared, his face grim, everyone knew what it 

meant. The landlord poured him a whisky and the locals discreetly moved 

closer. 

Mrs Muir spoke first: "So doctor, is Old McLeod...?" 

Doctor Jamieson just nodded and took a gulp of whisky. 

"Aye, about an hour ago. In his sleep. With his son by his side." 

There was an emphasis on the 'son', and his look of disapproval was noted 

by everyone. Angus wondered about how Stephen must have felt when he 

arrived home to find his father had passed away. He felt sorry for him; 

whatever people said, he didn't deserve that. 

Unsurprisingly, this news put an end to the merriment and though the 

band started again, it was a lament they chose. The people in the pub 

spoke amongst themselves as Angus and his mother took their leave. They 

were quiet on the walk home, braced against the cold and wind. They 

were grateful that the weather didn't allow for conversation so they could 

be alone with their own thoughts. 

CHAPTER five 

As Angus awoke to find a perfect blue sky outside his window, he could 

almost forget about Alan McLeod and how his sons must be feeling. He 

lay a moment thinking about his own dad and his childhood on Harris. 

14



Death on Harris

This train of thought was interrupted by a beep from his phone. Susie had 

sent a message: 'Don't forget to ask your mum! Luv S'. 

He felt a momentary flutter of nerves, but then hurried out of bed, so he 

could ask his mum if Susie could stay, before he chickened out. 

He had known his mum wouldn't say no, but she was more enthusiastic 

than he'd expected. 

"Of course she's welcome. I'd like to meet her," she said as if he invited 

girlfriends home every day, "Now what are your plans for the day? Are you 

going to visit poor Stuart McLeod?" 

"Yes, I thought I'd walk up there." 

"Well, give him my condolences. His father was a good man." 

Angus acknowledged this and left to get ready. 

It was about half past ten when Angus left the cosy bungalow for the crisp 

air outside. He smiled as the sun hit his face and set off to the McLeods' 

hands in pockets, taking the quickest route through the village. 

Tramping past the garage - still closed that morning - he remembered 

Stephen's car driving away the previous night and he tried to work out a 

connection between him and Mark Mackenzie. It could be entirely 

innocent, but something about their exchange hadn't seemed quite right. 

As the last of the village houses merged into the rolling hillsides and he 

was alone with only a few blackfaced sheep for company, he remembered 

overhearing someone in the pub say that Mark had returned from London 

in October. He'd gone there to set up a new life for himself but it had all 

gone wrong. Stephen lived in London, but knowing the size of the city it 
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seemed unlikely that two lads from Tarbert on Harris had bumped into 

each other there. 

He was so distracted by these thoughts that he didn't notice the clouds 

appearing in the distance, visible as he reached the top of a hill. To an 

inexperienced observer they looked harmless: fluffy white clouds far away, 

but a local would know that they heralded stormy weather. 

Still deep in thought he walked along the McLeod's driveway with his 

head down and almost collided with Stephen McLeod. Stephen's face was 

grey and his eyes showed signs of a sleepless night. He spoke first: 

"Stuart's already gone out, said he was heading to Pirates' Cove." 

Angus almost smiled at this childhood name: "Thanks, I'll see if I can find 

him. Or do you think he wants to be alone?" 

"No, no, I'm sure he'd be pleased with the company. I'll walk with you a 

bit of the way." 

Angus nodded and the two men fell into step. After a moment Angus 

spoke again, "I'm really sorry about your dad." 

Not knowing Stephen so well he wasn't sure what else to add. 

"Thanks. I'm just glad I could be there." 

Angus nodded again but was confused: hadn't the doctor said that only 

Stuart was at his father's bedside? Did Stephen just mean he glad he was 

at home and not in London? 

Stephen continued talking: "I feel bad about being away all this time. I 

wasn't a good son but I intend to change that now." 

Angus wondered what he meant by that, but kept quiet. 
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At the crossroads they shook hands and parted ways. Angus hurried in the 

direction of the small beach that they had played on as kids, hoping to 

find Stuart still be there. 

Clambering over rocks to get to the beach, he found it deserted. The sea, 

wild and grey, pounded on the sand and rocks. Angus shivered and 

noticed for the first time that the sun had disappeared and been replaced 

by mercury-coloured clouds. 

He sat down and pulled out a Thermos of tea and a squashed sandwich. 

While he was eating he pondered what to do. He was frustrated that he 

hadn't found Stuart, and for a moment wondered if Stephen had 

deliberately sent him the wrong way. Dismissing that thought as paranoia, 

he quickly finished his snack. He knew a shortcut home along the cliffs. It 

wouldn't offer much protection from the weather but would shorten the 

walk by an hour. Weighing up his options he decided to risk the shortcut: 

he could still return to the road if need be. He climbed back up the rocks 

and set off in the direction of Tarbert. 

CHAPTER six 

The storm closed in around him more quickly than he had expected. It 

was now after two and the wind was howling in his ears. Taking great care 

to stay on the sheep trail, Angus slowly made his way. He knew he was 

nearly there. At least he hoped so. 

Over the wind he was surprised to hear the sound of voices only a short 

distance ahead. He stopped to listen and heard them again, a little more 
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clearly. He couldn't make out any words but they appeared to be men's 

voices and they were shouting. 

He hurried towards them and as he came round from behind a slight 

mound, he could see two figures faintly silhouetted against the sky. They 

were holding on to one another - Angus couldn't tell if they were hugging 

or fighting. Angus stopped, unsure whether he should interrupt or not. 

The wind seemed to be getting stronger, and Angus had to bend down to 

stop from being blown over. Crouching he grabbed onto the heather at his 

feet. There was a flash of lightning and at that moment he could see how 

close the two men were to the edge of the cliff. 

Angus called out 'Be careful', but the wind muffled the sound. As he took 

a breath to try again, he saw the man with his back to the cliff lose his 

footing and stumble backwards. His arms waved wildly and without so 

much as a cry for help he was gone. 

Angus was rooted to the spot. He could just make out the other man still 

standing there. Why didn't he do something? 

He closed his eyes as spray from the sea blew across his face. He opened 

them just as there was another flash of lightning. He looked at the spot 

where the man had been but he was gone. 

Angus almost crawled to the place where the two men had stood and, 

lying flat on the wet ground, peered over the edge. He couldn't see 

anything. He shouted down, but there was no answer. Only the roar of the 

waves echoed in his ears. 

He inched back from the cliff and heart racing, tried to work out what to 

do. He shouted again but he knew it was hopeless. He dug in his pocket 
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for his phone, his fingers barely moving in the cold. He didn't have a 

signal. He tried 999 anyway. Nothing. Shaking and with chattering teeth, 

he pulled himself up and stumbled away from the cliff, towards the road. 

He walked two miles along the road before he saw a car. He flagged it 

down and it stopped. 

"There's been an accident. I saw someone fall off the cliff. I need to get to 

Tarbert as quickly as possible," Angus spoke rapidly, rain water running 

down his face. 

The man just gestured for him to get in and set off as fast as the weather 

conditions would allow in the direction of the village. As Angus drew out 

his wet mobile to try again, the man pointed at the glove compartment: 

"There'll be no signal in this weather, but the satellite phone should work." 

Angus called 999 and explained what he had seen. Having done what he 

could, he pulled his soaking clothes closer to him and stared grimly at the 

blackness outside. He felt chilled to the bone. 

CHAPTER seven 

The rest of the evening and night passed in a blur. He told the local police 

officer what he had seen. Afterwards his mother collected him and sent 

him to bed with a hot toddy. Even in the warmth of his bed he felt cold 

and he was unable to sleep. He kept on going over what had happened, 

wondering if he had mistaken a horrible accident for something worse. 

Each time he reached the same conclusion. He tried not to think about 

who was lying at the bottom of the cliff. The rescue helicopters and life 

guards would hopefully be able to answer that soon. 
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Morning came and Angus called the police station first thing. A body had 

been recovered and identified. It was Stephen McLeod. They would need 

him to come in again later that day for more questioning. But they had to 

wait until more senior officers arrived from the mainland. Until then, there 

were restrictions on who could leave the island. 

Angus put the phone down and processed all this information. His mum 

brought him a cup of tea and gently reminded him about Susie: "Isn't she 

arriving on the early flight? Should I come with you to collect her?" 

Angus nodded gratefully. 

A few hours later the three of them were sitting in his mother's car, waiting 

to leave the airport for the drive back to Tarbert. Angus was asking Susie 

for advice. 

"How can I be sure about what I saw? It was so windy and dark. I could be 

wrong. I could have misinterpreted what I saw." 

"That's true, but there'll be other evidence. You can only tell the truth and 

let the police worry about finding whoever it was - and deciding if it was 

an accident or not. Try not to worry about it." 

Susie reached back her hand between the seats and Angus squeezed it. 

"I'm so pleased to see you. Just wish it wasn't in these circumstances." 

"I know. But I'm here for a few days, so you can deal with all the police 

stuff and then you can show me your favourite bits of the island. And 

maybe if you're up for it," Susie turned to Mrs Fleming, "I could treat you 

to dinner at that pub you were at? It sounded fun." 

"That would be lovely," Angus's mother replied. 
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Tarbert was buzzing when they got back. Journalists from the national 

press had arrived, the first suspicious death on Harris for years was too 

attractive to miss. 

As they drove past the post office, Mrs Muir ran out. Moira Fleming 

stopped the car. 

"Oh dear, you'll never guess what has happened. They've arrested Stuart 

McLeod! They think he pushed his brother off the cliff. Apparently they'd 

been arguing earlier that day and then he went out. No one saw him until 

much later." 

Two other women in the shop had followed Mrs Muir out and joined her 

by the car. 

"I can't believe it myself. Such a nice lad." 

"Aye, but you know he stood to only inherit half his father's money. And 

that despite all the many years' hard work he'd put in. I'd be angry in his 

position..." 

Moira said firmly: "Thank you for the information but it's far too early to 

know exactly what happened. And gossip never did anyone any good. 

Good day to you all." 

Susie could have laughed at this well-placed jibe, but a look at Angus's 

face stopped her. He'd turned white as a sheet. 

Angus didn't want to go to the police station. He was certain that Stuart 

was innocent but also aware that he couldn't know this for sure. He didn't 

want his testimony to put his friend in jail. Susie walked with him into the 

village. At the door to the police station he muttered something: 
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"I'd never realised how hard this is. Writing about criminals and interview 

rooms is, well, it's totally different." Susie stroked his arm and pushed 

open the door. 

Angus was led to the interview room and two police officers sat down in 

front of him: the local officer from Tarbert as well as a more senior officer 

from the mainland. 

"Mr Fleming, I know you told Constable Duncan what you saw but, if you 

don't mind, it'd be useful to hear what happened again. So, in your own 

time, can you tell us what you saw last night on the cliff?" 

Angus took a deep breath, "Well, I was heading back along the edge of the 

cliff in the direction of Tarbert when I heard voices ahead of me on the 

path." 

"What time was this?" 

"About 2 o'clock, I think. Maybe a bit later." 

"And what were you doing out on the cliff path at that time?" 

"Well, I had gone out for a walk, gone down to the bay, the one we call 

Pirates' Cove. I'd hoped to find my friend there." 

"You mean, Stuart McLeod." 

"Yes." 

"And why did you think he'd be at that beach?" 

"His brother - Stephen McLeod - had told me he'd gone down there. 

Their... their father has just passed away. I guess he, Stuart, just wanted 

some air. Anyway, I'd wanted to see him to, you know, give him my 

condolences..." 

22



Death on Harris

"And did you see him?" 

"No, he wasn't there." 

"Did you know that Stephen and Stuart McLeod had argued before Stuart 

went out?" 

Angus paused, "No, I didn't know that. I... I know what you're getting at. I 

know that you're holding Stuart, that he's a suspect. But I just don't 

believe that he is capable of that. Of murder. He and Stephen had their 

differences but they... it just can't be him!" 

"Your assumption is correct. Stuart McLeod has an alibi. Someone saw him 

walking along the road in the direction of the cliff not long after you say 

Stephen was pushed." 

Angus heaved a sigh of relief, but one that was cut short by what the 

officer said next. 

"Which unfortunately makes you our number one suspect, Mr Fleming. So 

I'm going to ask you again - and think carefully before you answer - what 

happened last night on the cliff?" 

Angus just looked from one officer to the other in disbelief. 

An hour later Angus stumbled out of the police station. Susie, who had 

been keeping warm in the shop opposite, came out to greet him. 

"How did it go?" 

"I'm... they think I'm lying. They say I'm a suspect! What am I going to do? 

I didn't do it!" 

"It's OK. I know that. Now start from the beginning - what happened?" 
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"Stuart has an alibi and they haven't found any evidence that someone 

else was there. They're still looking and haven't arrested me, but say I'm to 

stay at home and not go anywhere." 

"OK, OK, let's go back to your mother's and figure out what to do." 

They walked in silence for a few moments, then Susie spoke again: 

"I could go and speak to Stuart. It can't do any harm. He may know 

something about his brother, any problems he might have had." 

Angus nodded at this, it made sense, and they hurried off in the direction 

of the bungalow. 

After two cups of tea and a long discussion, Moira and Susie set off in 

Moira's car for the McLeod house. They left Angus looking online for 

anything about Stephen that might possibly be a clue. 

It was dark as they turned into the drive. Unusually the front door was 

closed and locked, so Moira suggested trying the door to the kitchen 

round the back. 

"I know the woman who works here as a cook. If she's there she'll let us in 

and may even know something." 

However, the kitchen was empty, the lights off but the door was unlocked. 

They knocked but when no one came, they went in. Going through into 

the hallway, they saw some light shining under a door and after a pause 

walked in. 

Stuart McLeod was sitting in a dark room, a fire in the grate the only light. 

He didn't seem surprised to see them, and motioned to them to sit down. 

He had a whisky in his hand and it didn't look like his first. 
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"I'm sorry, Mrs Fleming. I didn't mean to get Angus involved in all this. Is 

he OK?" 

"Yes, he is. A bit shaken, but he'll be fine. But we need to prove he didn't 

do it. Can you help us?" 

"I... I don't know." 

"Stuart, I'm Susie Kirk, Angus's girlfriend. I'm also a police officer in 

Edinburgh. So I know that sometimes details which seem unimportant can 

be vital. Perhaps your brother mentioned a name or did something 

unusual which could lead us to the real suspect. If I understand correctly, 

Stephen's been living in London and didn't, well, didn't have the best of 

relationships with your late father. What did he do in London? Where did 

he live? Do you know?" 

"Uh, only bits and pieces. As you say, he didn't get on with Dad and we 

didn't have much contact, either. I know he worked in the City, not sure 

what he did. Had some fancy apartment, partied a lot, travelled, led a 

completely different life from the one he would have had here. And Dad 

didn't worry much to start with. Thought he'd grow out of it." 

Stuart took a gulp of his whisky. 

"Do you know if he had any problems in London? Girl trouble, money 

worries, that kind of thing?" 

"Well, it would have been boy trouble... but no, I don't know of anything. 

Except... he did ask me for some money last year. Said he'd had a wild 

weekend playing poker, had lost a lot and owed someone. Asked for 1000 

pounds. I thought it was a one-off, but... who knows. Maybe he lost 

again?" 
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"Thank you Stuart. And we really are very sorry for your loss. For both your 

losses." Moira Fleming squeezed Stuart's shoulder. "We'll see ourselves 

out." 

Sitting in the car, she turned to Susie, "Was that helpful?" 

"Yes, very. Money is a strong motive. And a jealous or jilted lover, too. Did 

you know...?" Moira shook her head. "Do you think his father knew? 

Would it have been a problem? Could it have been a motive?" 

"That he liked men? I don't know. Where to now?" 

"Home, let's see if Angus has found something. I think it might be good to 

go back to the cliff tomorrow when it's light. I may need to borrow a better 

waterproof though, if that's OK?" Susie smiled and tilted her head towards 

the window - the rain had started again. 

"Of course, dear, anything you need." 

CHAPTER eight 

Angus was nervously pacing the hall when they arrived. 

"Oh good, you're back, I think I've found something." He helped his 

mother remove her scarf and coat, his nerves making him clumsy. 

"Careful there. Now, what have you found?" 

"Well, a Google search didn't reveal much but I remembered that Stephen 

was a Facebook friend so I looked at his page, to see if there were any 

clues there. The only thing I found of interest was that Mark Mackenzie 

was also a friend." 

"The mechanic's son?" 
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"Yes. I hadn't mentioned it at the time, but I saw Stephen leave the garage 

the night we were at the pub. The night his father died. It can't just be a 

coincidence!" 

"Well, don't get too excited, but it is something new. Could there be any 

other link between them? Being Facebook friends isn't really enough," said 

Susie, trying not to dampen Angus's hopes while also looking at the 

situation as a police officer. 

"I vaguely remember hearing Mark had gone to London and recently come 

back. But I don't know why," Angus answered. 

Moira said quietly, "He ran out of money." 

"How do you know that, Mum?" 

"Mrs Muir," replied Mrs Fleming sheepishly. 

Angus couldn't resist a grin, "I thought you didn't listen to gossip." 

"I don't, but it's difficult to avoid sometimes." Moira blushed. 

"It's fairly weak, but it is another link. Tomorrow, I want you, Angus, to 

take me to the cliff. Maybe your local police force missed something. And 

afterwards, I might need to pay this Mark Mackenzie a visit," Susie said 

resolutely. 

Susie had insisted on taking exactly the same route as Angus had two days 

ago so they left early in order to get to the cliff while it was still light. The 

sun made the frost on the ground sparkle and tinted the few clouds in the 

sky pink. 

Despite the circumstances, the walk did Angus good and he couldn't resist 

telling Susie stories about the places they passed. 
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They ate the sandwiches Moira had made for lunch at Pirates' Cove and as 

they climbed back up the cliff and set off along the path, Angus stopped 

his chatter. 

Angus concentrated while he tried to remember exactly where he had 

been - he knew the path well, but it looked different in the sunshine. At 

last he stopped. 

"It was here, I stood here. And they..." Angus walked forward a few yards, 

"were here." 

"You're sure?" 

"I'm sure." 

"OK. Look around, see if you can see anything. Footprints, or something 

they dropped. If they struggled, maybe they left something behind. But be 

careful not to disturb anything. Just move slowly." 

The grass blowing in the wind created ever-moving shadows which made 

it difficult to know for sure if you had seen something. Angus was sure it 

was a waste of time until Susie shouted out: 

"Angus, Angus, look!" She took out a tissue and picked up a silver button, 

which lay glinting in the sun. She was careful not to touch it. 

"Wow, you're really eagle-eyed! But... but how does it help us? It could 

have been dropped any time." 

"True, but it probably wouldn't be so shiny. So it may not have been here 

so long. Either way, we won't know for sure until the police have looked at 

it. Do you recognise it? It looks a bit like a button from an army coat." 

Angus lifted his hands, he had no idea. 
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"OK, well, let's get back and pop into the police station. Maybe they've 

found something else too. And I might still go and see the mechanic, see if 

I can find out anything there." 

Susie smiled and took Angus's hand. He only felt slightly reassured. 

As they got back to the road they were startled by a voice - an old man 

was partly hidden by the gorse bushes, an equally old dog by his side. 

It took a moment, but Angus recognised him as Old Mr McNaughton, a 

man who had seemed ancient when Angus was a child. 

"Hello, Mr McNaughton. How are you?" 

"Hello, laddie, I'm well. What are you doing here at this hour? Not 

investigating the murder, are you?" he asked. 

"Um, yes, kind of," Angus answered. "How come? Do you know anything 

about it?" 

"Only what I've already told the police. That I saw young Stuart McLeod 

walking along here at o'clock." 

The old man held out his arm and tapped his wrist. Angus and Susie 

looked at the large digital watch on the man's wrist. 

"Ah, right, yes," said Angus politely. 

"Look, you see, my grandson gave me this watch for my birthday. All fancy. 

It knows the date and the temperature and everything." 

"Indeed, very clever. Well..." Angus was interrupted by the enthusiastic 

man. 

"See, I had looked at the time just before I saw the young man. It said 

13.04. So I knew I still had time to have a swift one in Tarbert before tea." 
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There was a sharp intake of breath from Susie at this. She leant forward 

and asked carefully, "You mean, it was just after 3 o'clock?" 

"Yes, exactly. More than enough time for a drink." 

"And the watch said 13.04?" 

"Yes, that's right." 

Susie smiled and turned to Angus, "You know what this means, don't you?" 

He just looked at her in confusion. 

"Stuart doesn't have an alibi after all. This helpful man here saw him at 1 

o'clock, not 3. Meaning he could have been on the cliff when you were." 

Angus went white at this. Susie took his hand as the man spoke. 

"What do you mean, 1 o'clock?" 

Susie set about explaining to the man, holding Angus's hand the whole 

time. 

They arrived back in the village at dusk. They'd had to accompany the 

shaken man back to his cottage. As they walked past the garage, Susie 

paused but shook her head: "Let's go to the police. I think telling them 

about the confusion with the time is more useful than anything we can 

learn from the Mackenzies'." 

Angus nodded and meekly followed her inside. 

After a long conversation with the detective in charge, they were allowed 

to leave and return to the warmth of Moira's house. She had dinner ready 

for them and afterwards they sat quietly waiting for something to happen. 

The clock in the hall chimed the hour - midnight - and they finally gave up 

and went to bed. 
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Angus lay awake, staring up into the dark, Susie's steady breathing the 

only sound. He still didn't believe his school friend could have pushed 

anyone, let alone his own brother, off a cliff. He tried to remember some 

other detail from the night that would exonerate both himself and Stuart. 

But the more he thought about it, the more Stuart's guilt seemed plausible. 

With a sigh he turned over and wished only that this nightmare would 

soon be over, one way or the other. Putting his arm over Susie, he finally 

fell asleep. 

Chapter nine 

Alan McLeod's funeral had been arranged for that Sunday, and, despite the 

death of one son and the arrest of the other, it was taking place as 

planned. 

Angus, Susie and Moira were getting ready for the service when two 

police officers knocked on the door. Moira invited them into the living 

room, where they stood looking like giants in the small space. They said 

what they had to say without any fuss: 

"Mr Fleming, you are no longer a suspect, you're free to leave the island, if 

you want. But you will be required to give evidence at the trial," said one. 

"We're sorry for any inconvenience caused," added the other. 

"Of course, thank you," Angus replied, "But can you tell us what has 

happened?" 

"No, I'm sorry. We can't give any information about an on-going 

investigation." 
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"Of course," Angus repeated. "Well, thank you for coming." 

Susie spoke first after the door had been closed behind them. 

"Well, that's that." 

She looked from son to mother and back again. Angus looked slightly 

shell-shocked. She took his hand. 

"Should we not be heading up to the church?" 

"Yes, we don't want to be late," replied Moira, placing a hand on Angus's 

arm, "Come on Angus. We can talk about this afterwards." 

Angus nodded. 

An hour later, they were standing in the graveyard of the old stone church. 

Most of Tarbert and many people from further afield were there, standing 

close together for protection from the wind. The sombre colours of their 

clothes matched the slate-grey sky. 

Angus couldn't concentrate at first on what the minister was saying. He 

felt relief and anxiety: relief that he was no longer a suspect and anxiety 

about who the police were interested in now. He stared at his feet, his 

thoughts just a jumble in his head. 

Gradually the minister's words began to seep in and he was carried back 

to his own father's funeral. It had also taken place in this graveyard, only a 

few years before. If he turned his head, he could see the gravestone. 

As Angus lifted his head to do so, he spotted Mark MacKenzie standing at 

the back of the crowd. He was scowling. When he noticed Angus looking 

at him, his frown deepened and, with hands in his pockets, he turned 

away. 
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Angus gasped: Mark was wearing a heavy black army coat, with 

distinctive buttons on the front. With the wind blowing he had done them 

up, and it was clear that one was missing. 

It was him, it was Mark not Stuart! Angus felt a weight lift from his 

shoulders. Susie raised her eyebrows at him and his mother nudged him. 

Clearing his throat, Angus adopted the pose of mourner. And this time, 

looking at the sky, he found it hard to stop the tears running down his 

cheeks. 

Chapter ten 

A year later, Angus found himself sitting in the High Court in Edinburgh, 

waiting for the verdict. Susie sat beside him and offered the odd comment 

on the various police officers present. 

Angus had given his witness statement early in the trial, and since then 

had come most days to follow proceedings. 

To his despair, the events of that day on the cliff had not unfolded as he 

had imagined. The case had had the lot: blackmail, jealousy and 

gambling. 

The undeniable facts, however, were that Mark MacKenzie had indeed lost 

his coat button on the cliff, having met Stephen McLeod there. He 

admitted blackmailing Stephen. He blamed Stephen for drawing him into 

a lifestyle in London that he couldn't afford and for dropping him when it 

no longer suited Stephen to hang around with the little island boy. 

He agreed he had a motive, but he also had an alibi: someone had seen 

him in the village at 2.30. 
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Unlike Mark, Stuart McLeod didn't have an alibi. Lurther questioning had 

led him to admit being on the cliff and arguing with his brother. Stephen 

had made unreasonable demands, wanted to stay and run the estate, 

which Stuart wasn't prepared to let him do. They had struggled and 

Stephen had slipped. It was an accident - one Stuart would never forgive 

himself for. 

The lines etched on Stuart's face were enough to convince Angus he was 

telling the truth. But it was up to a jury to decide what the verdict would 

be. 

It had been announced that the jury would be returning shortly with their 

verdict. Angus wiped his sweaty hands on his trousers and resisted the 

urge to leave. 

After what seemed like an eternity, the jury walked in. Then the judge took 

his seat and asked the jury whether they had reached a verdict. The 

thumping of his heart prevented Angus from hearing most of what was 

said, at least up until the important bit. 

"Do you, the jury, find the defendent proven of the first charge of murder?" 

"We find the defendant not guilty of the first charge." 

Angus clamped his hand round Susie's and held his breath. 

"Do you, the jury, find the defendent proven of the second charge of 

involuntary culpable homicide?" 

"We find the defendant not proven of the second charge." 

Stuart was being acquitted, was free, though with his reputation in tatters. 
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Angus felt Susie throw her arm around him, but all he could do was watch 

Stuart, his shoulders slumping in relief and his hands covering his face. 

Time stood still a moment, until the sound of the judge's gavel released 

them all.
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