
Where is Margaret Kerr?

'When did your wife go out?' asked Jenny Logan. She looked at the man across the table from 

her. He was tall with dark brown hair.

'Yesterday' he replied. At lunchtime, I think. I wasn't at home at the time. I went out just after 

twelve and got back about two.'

And she didn't come home last night?' said Logan.

'That's right,' said the man,

'Is she often out all night?' asked Logan.

'No,' said the man. 'Never.'

Jenny Logan sat back in her chair and looked at the man. It was a cold Monday afternoon in 

April and it was her first day in her new job. She was an inspector in the Edinburgh police- a 

new job in a new city. Sergeant  Grant sat on her right. He had a pen and some paper. Logan

looked at Grant.

'Your name, sir?' Grant asked the man.

'Robert Kerr.'

'Your wife's name?'

'Margaret.'

And where do you live?' asked Grant.

'On Royal Terrace,' replied the man. Royal Terrace was a pretty street that looked down across 

the Royal Terrace Gardens to the police station on London Road. Kerr told Grant the number of 

the building and the flat, and Grant wrote it on the paper.

'And your wife left your flat about lunchtime yesterday afternoon and she still isn't home?' Grant 

made it a question.

'That's right,' said Kerr.

Grant wrote on the paper.

'What clothes did she have on?' asked Logan.

Kerr thought for a minute. His eyes looked up over Logan's head.

A white pullover and a black skirt,' he said. And a dark red coat. She had a brooch on the front 

of the coat.'

'What kind of brooch?' asked Logan.

'It’s a big brooch. A flower. I don’t know what kind. Just a flower.'

Logan looked at Grant, then turned back to Kerr.

'Do you have a photo of your wife?' asked Logan.

Kerr took out a small photograph and put it on the table. Logan looked at him. Margaret Kerr 

had long blonde hair and blue eyes. She looked happy in the photo. There was a brooch on her 

blouse. It was a flower.


