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Preface

 


 


“Deal?”

Nothing. No
reaction of any kind.

“There are
others.”

Still silence.
Then.

“Feel fuckin’
free.”

“You owe
me.”

“Whit dis HE
owe ye”

“More than he
knows. Is it a deal?”

“Whit?”

“I will not
repeat myself. Money is no object.”

“Gie’s yir
paw.”

Ludicrous. A
hit man with honour. But he needed him unfortunately. But not for
any deal. Well not the kind of deal that would involve McAlpine
long term.

If he needed a
hitman he would have gone for a real one. Someone more like
himself!

“I do not shake
hands with my employees Mr. McAlpine. I will be in touch by cell
phone.”

 


* * *

 


He hated
them. Unsolicited sales calls. Along with mobile phones,
computers and personal stereos, and those stupid bags that people,
middle-aged men in particular, wore on their backs. Lassiter had lots of irrational
dislikes. And one fear. Heights. And he had had to deal with them
all in one day. Fucking friends!

It had been a
bad day!

 


* * *

 


Dawson
was tired. He thought about refusing to answer it. But he knew if
he didn’t they’d just keep ringing until he did. And that would
make him both tired and angry. A very bad combination for
Dawson. And other people. He knew curiosity would niggle
away at him anway. Wondering if it was her.

It wasn’t. And
that did make him angry in any case.

 


* * *

 


“You’re
losing it Tom. This is a very sensitive situation. We have to be
very careful here. Lassiter o.k. , although he can be very
abrupt, but Dawson? Dawson? You must be going senile. What about
Hood? He’s going places that guy.”

“I don’t
fucking like him.”

“Oh very
professional. Hood’s not going to make the situation worse.”

“Not unless he
could get promotion that way. Dawson may be unpredictable. But he’s
so unpredictable he’s predictable. I can control Dawson. I’ve known
him too long.”

“Hood’s part of
the operation and that’s it. Finished.”

“Know his
mother do you?” Hegarty smiled an angelic smile and Bradford tried
not to react.

“Piss off out
of here Tom.” He said mildly enough

 


* * *

 


“Don’t be
ridiculous Barton. Young men today cannot be expected to have any
understanding of dead languages and even deader people. The
Classics? In a semi borstal school like this? Give me a
break. I spend most of the day trying to convince most of them that
perhaps they’d be able to put their metalwork skills to good use
when they’re eventually going to be doing life for stabbing
somebody.

“The capability
and durability of the Roman legionary is something for us all to
stand in awe of, Grant.”

“Not to
mention wholesale slaughter of innocent people. Much better for
them to study massacres I suppose. Hone their fighting
talents that. Grand suggestion Barton.”

Barton turned
red with embarrassment, then fury as the other teachers tried, some
of them at any rate, to conceal their amusement.

That was
the moment he decided they would perhaps kill Grant too. But it had
to be the other one first if he himself were to live. Unfortunately
it was him or them now.

 


* * *

 


“Whit’s aw that
mah man?”

Spud couldn’t
see anybody in the darkness of the boiler room . But the voice was
deadly familiar somehow. He couldn’t place from where but it was
very, very recognisable. He was just praying that it wasn’t who he
thought it was. In the name of fuck don’t let it be him. Any body
but him.

“Jist a wee
len’ fae somebuddy. Tae keep fur him. A mate ae mine. The other
stuff’s well banged up. Safe. This is stuff fur the hoose
jist.”

“Whit hoose? Ye
supplyin’ the whale ae fuckin’ Easterhoose? Fuck’s sake mah man.
Huv you fucked up this time. Big time”


CHAPTER
ONE

 


THE GAMES
PEOPLE PLAY

 


“Well, maybe,
if you could tall me how you propose to do it in the first
place.”

“Oh that’s no
problem sir. No problem at all. We simply take the existing setup
out and replace it with ours. All in a day’s work. Less than that.
The advantages…”

“I think you’ll
find you may have a slight problem there advantages or no
advantages.”

“Sorry?”

“Well you
haven’t told me how you propose do it.”

“We simply
replace your system with ours and…”

“But you can’t
do that.”

“Why?”

“Well you can’t
replace something that isn’t there in the first place.”

“You are the
same Mr. Lassiter who has written articles in various
newspapers?”

“Oh yes.”

“And you don’t
own a computer?”

“No. Nor
do I ever intend to. I may be forced to use one in my line of work
from time to time, but I do not intend EVER to own one. But I do
own a telephone which you , for some seem reason best known to you
alone, seem to view as your personal property. Now, how did
you get my telephone number in the first place?”

“We…”

“Fuck off!”
said Lassiter forcefully, and slammed the receiver down.

He felt better
instantly. It had been building up for days. It was only then he
felt he could enjoy his first cigarette of the morning. A stupid
little game, but he did feel better.

 


* * *

 


“So they’re
still not married then?”

“Not as
far as I know. I didn’t ask him. But he’s still at the same flat
with the same telephone number. He didn’t seem all that concerned
about forthcoming nuptial attractions really. More interested in
the fact that some computer salesman had been pestering the
life out of him. Thought I was him again. And then when he stopped
swearing and found his fags we’d rather more to talk about than
weddings didn’t we? What the fuck has that got to do with anything
anyway?”

“Well , the
dead teacher had something to do with teaching her drama or
something when she was younger. Had been trying to get in touch
with her for some reason apparently.”

“Before he was
dead , presumably. How do you know all this Norrie?”

“Superintendent
please Tom. If Dawson’s going to be here later I don’t think I
could stand it if he started getting familiar. He’s bad enough as
he is.”

Hegarty grinned
and nodded assent.

“Well?”

“Oh
right, Sarah Taylor or whatever she calls herself now? Young Hood
found her old telephone number at Daniel Taylor’s old mobile when
they were going over the his messages. I’m not in the mood for
games this morning Tom. Time I retired you. They found HER
old telephone number from when she lived with Taylor when they were
searching through the dead teacher’s home.”

“Could have
been from way back.”

“Written on a
newspaper bought on the day he died? Good lad that Hood”

“Tell me his
mother’s a lovely woman too.”

“Piss of and
get us both coffee before I retire you now.”

Bradford only
allowed himself the smile when Hegarty reached the door.

 


* * *

 


“My son never
discusses his work with me Headmaster. Never.”

“Oh
Alice. Drop the formalities. I’m David when no staff or pupils are
here. You make me feel ancient. I don’t call you Mrs. Hood now do
I? David Grant. A work colleague. No more, no less. No it’s just
that I thought since poor Mr. Barton was also a work
colleague of ours, and you’d mentioned to me before what he did for
a living, that perhaps he knew how the poor guy met his end. Or why
he would throw himself off that tower block I meant to say.”

“Well I’ll ask
the question. But I think I already know his answer.”

This time Alice
Hood deliberately avoided calling Grant anything at all. She had
never liked the man. She smiled demurely and rose to leave his
office.

“Just so we
know what to expect when the police come calling to investigate his
suicide.”

“Have they said
that?”

“Oh yes they’ll
be here alright.”

“No, sorry, I
didn’t mean that. I mean was it definitely suicide?”

This time her
smile wasn’t demure and Grant wasn’t smiling at all.

 


* * *

 


Lassiter
felt slightly more human after coffee, a shower , and three more
cigarettes. He was looking forward to meeting up with Hegarty again
now. Hegarty was alright. Sound. And his gaffer too.
Bradford? That was it wasn’t it? Of course it was. It was only then
he realised he hadn’t really come round yet. You don’t forget
people’s names who’ve been there with you when you’ve been pretty
close to death. Yeah, Bradford had been alright too. Suddenly he
was there again. With Hagan, Horner and the rest. And that other
policeman. Dawson. The likeable nutter. Now he was fully functional
again. Bloody computer salesmen! At unearthly hours like ten o’
clock in the morning.

Then he
remembered he was going to have to face heights again when he met
Hegarty. Shit!

Just as long as
there were no fifty year old males with rucksacks and personal
stereos today he might just manage to cope with the heights on
their own.

 


* * *

 


It went
with the territory that Dawson was ever so slightly paranoid. At
least Dawson thought it did. In actual fact, paranoia was his
middle name. He might well have been dead without it. Many times
over. So all in all it was an asset in his line of work.
However the phone call he had received from Hegarty earlier that
morning had seemed routine enough, about some poor bastard throwing
himself from some tower block somewhere.

It was most
probably about to bring him in contact with some people, however,
who had an entirely different brand of paranoia. The psychotic
version.

The kind that
other people DID end up dead because of.

 


* * *

 


“Have you got
thinner or do you always wear leather jackets a size too big for
you?”

“Sarah bought
it for me and I believe this is the new look , or so she tells me.
Morning Superintendent. I refuse to say good morning to Hegarty
here. At least until he stops chewing and speaking with his mouth
full. ”

“Morning
Lassiter. Thanks for coming.” mumbled Bradford looking briefly up
from the sheaf of reports on his desk.

Hegarty
continued to chew. And speak.

“New look. God
help us. The last one was bad enough. So she’s still speaking to
you then?”

“Continuously, if it’s anything remotely to do with you. At
least I can still get jackets that nearly fit me. Getting close to
your target weight Tom? What is the official target weight for
obesity incidentally? And why are you asking me to deal with
my fear of heights today.”

“Chief
Superintendent Bradford will inform you when he sees fit,” said
Hegarty with mock pomposity and a friendly grin. “We’re not on
speaking terms. Your words remember. How you doing you old
bastard?”

“Less of the
old. Not a word I allow to be used in my presence. Alright thanks
Tom. You? Good to see you.”

“Been a while
Lassiter. Oh much the same. Looking forward to my retiremt.”

“You’ll have
plenty of company there. Looking forward to your retirement with
you I mean. Interfering old git.”

“I think the
word you’re searching for there is meticulous. Meticulous and
diligent.”

“That’s two
words. And your comments on my future dear wife’s lovely birthday
present of this jacket will be relayed to her.”

“Bastard.”

“Thank
you.”

The true
friendship was reflected in their mutual insults. Only real friends
could talk to each other like Lassiter and Hegarty. No one else who
knew either of them, really knew them, would have dared.

“All this
and Dawson too.” muttered Bradford closing the file on his desk.
“Nice to see you again Lassiter. I’ll get started when Dawson
arrives like something the cat dragged in as per usual. Well at
least Hood should have something intelligent to say. Some
input. Good lad that.”

“Who’s Hood
Tom?” said Lassiter out the side of his mouth.

“Up and coming
pain in the arse Lassiter. Mother’s a nice woman they tell me.
Isn’t she Super?”

“We’ll see how
meticulous and diligent you are when I refuse to o.k. your pension
Sergeant. Right coffee time for Lassiter and myself.”

“Right Super.
Right away sir. Maybe Lassiter wants something to eat. Grow into
that jacket.”

“Are you ever
in bother with Sarah when she sees you next Hegarty.”smiled
Lassiter.

“You might have
to put him up Lassiter. After all he’ll have no pension to live on.
No money. No retirement bungalow.” Bradford had a sense of humour
too.

“I think you
mean put up with him don’t you Chief Superintendent?” grinned
Lassiter.

 


* * *

 


The
correct amount of deference and good manners had always to be
maintained in their conversations. Not over the top but a respect
for the other’s more senior position. A recognition of his status.
Normal behaviour for any school. As it should be with any
headmaster and one of his junior staff. The problem with this
relationship in Grant’s school was that it was the wrong way
round.

“He’ll behave
himself. He knows better.”

“He’d better.”
said Kelly without turning round.

School janitors
were not normally so disrespectful to their school principals. But
Kelly was. And Grant knew better than to say anything about it
too.

He would have
been out of his class against Kelly. Maybe even out of a job.

 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER
TWO

 


CLASSES AND
CLASHES

 


“Good
morning Chief Superintendent. Sorry I’m a bit late. Traffic
problems. Due to that policeman on emergency points duty down near
the meat market area to be precise. Perhaps you could have a
word about him or something. Hasn’t a clue. I think you’ll
agree it doesn’t make for good public relations. Lot’s of important
people trying to get their place of business at this time in the
morning. Not the correct police image.”

Hood had
immediately made the incorrect police image as far as Lassiter was
concerned. Hegarty had a contented smile on his face.

Hood, Lassiter
and Dawson all in the same room.

This was going
to be great fun.

 


* * *

 


Maggie
Hagan knew better than to involve her brother in anything to do
with her personal relationships. They had both been raised to
believe that personal relationships were just that. Personal.
Family was family. Very, very close family admittedly, but
different from anything else. From a fairly young age they both
knew that family interference in the personal side of things would
only complicate any problems. Threat of violence to either was
different. But that was far from the case here. Advice was what she
needed here and Danny Hagan would have been the first to admit that
he wouldn’t , and indeed couldn’t, help her sort this one out. But
she had to get it sorted out. Without Danny’s help and without
involving Lassiter again. Not that HE wouldn’t have been able to in
all probability but it involved somebody else’s family. Someone now
very dear to her. And that someone wasn’t even aware of any
problem. But Johnny Horner knew it existed.

That’s how she
knew in the first place. He would keep his mouth closed of course
because she had asked him to.

The problem
with Lassiter was he usually got to hear about things like this in
any case. And he WOULD be angry she hadn’t asked for his help.
Shit, what a mess.

And now the man
she had fallen in love with had to be convinced that she no longer
did.

 


* * *

 


“Ah’m
tellin’ ye sumthin’ right this fuckin’ minnit. You jist watch whit
ye’se ur fuckin’ aboot wi’ here. Ye’se think ye’se huv frightened
wan wumman intae dain’ whit ye’se want. Well we’ll leave it like
that fur the noo. But there’s a couple ae things ye’se might
want tae think aboot furst. Wan ye’se don’t know who this wumman’s
connected tae. An’ two she’s connected tae me as well. It’s no’ a
very good idea tae be upsettin’ me OR him. Noo get tae fuck aff
this phone an’ oot ma fuckin’ face, ya Cockney tosser. Yir fuckin’
stupit accent’s enuff tae annoy me.”

Horner
slammed the phone down shaking with a rage he hadn’t felt for a
very long time. He had to do something about this. Maggie needed
help here. Some of these Cockney’s were all mouth. But some of them
were not. Very much not. He knew THAT much from past
experience. Which kind had the anonymous caller been? And how had
he got this phone number in the first place. Only a very priveliged
few had access to this particular mobile phone number. This might
be a bit trickier than he first thought. Some of these London boys
were heavy kit. Real bad bastards

They would huv
tae be if he called for the assistance of the old friends HE was
was thinking of. And he had been told to do that any time if he
felt the situation called for it.

 


* * *

 


Dawson inclined
his head in Hood’s direction.

“Anybody tell
me what he’s doing here? Poor bastard Barton’s dead right? He can’t
do him for anything or report him for anything can he? But he’d
fucking try that’s for sure. Alright Lassiter?”

Lassiter nodded
and smiled.

Dawson had made
his usual confrontational entrance.

 


* * *

 


Garvie
didn’t look anywhere near his age. He didn’t look anything like
what he once was either. Small , slightly built, very smartly
dressed as always, and wearing the customary gold rimmed
glasses he looked like somebody’s favourite uncle. Garvie was
nobody’s favourite uncle. But Garvie WAS , at one time, everybody’s
worst nightmare. Well, everybody who dared challenge him and the
huge Glasgow gang he was the main man in at one time , at any rate.
Horner had arranged to meet him outside his favourite pub. Even
Horner had to go into that particular Govan pub accompanied by
Garvie. Even after thirty years that was the way things still were.
Some people had very long memories and that was where they all
still drank. Most of them lucky to still be alive much less alive
and still drinking. Garvie reached into the supermarket plastic
carrier bag and produced a brand new shiny handsaw.

“Don’t be feart
Horner it’s no’ fur you son. Ah waant tae know if ye think it’ll
fit wee Agnes’s haun. She’s daein’ fuck a’ the noo onywiy.”

Horner laughed
loudly. Garvie was widely known for his devotion to his wife and
his dry sense of humour.

“Jist as long
is she disnae use it fur whit she used tae yase that steel comb she
used tae kerry fur ye Rab. A wild wee wan SHE wis.”

Garvie’s wife
Agnes had also been slightly misguided in her formative years.

They both
entered the pub laughing. Every one else stopped laughing when they
did enter it.

 


* * *

 


“I will
not warn you again about confrontation with other officers Sergeant
Dawson. No, don’t sit down. You’re not going to be here long
enough. Perhaps in more ways than one. We are all going to the
tower block from which Barton took a nosedive. One more
incident of disrespect of a fellow officer and I will not hesitate
to suspend you. Indefinitely and without pay. Clear?”

Bradford was
angry and serious. Even Hegarty knew him well enough to know that
much. Not a good time to crack any more jokes about knowing Hood’s
mother.

 


* * *

 


“Ye’re
fuckin’ jokin man. Hagan’s sister? They’re aff their fuckin’ heids
whoever they ur? That bastard still aff he’s heid tae? Feart ae
naebuddy Hagan. No’ even me. Thae wur the days Plum eh? Mind
ye we a’ hud respect fur each ither. We wurnae that stupit.”

“Still huv Rab.
Still huv. C’moan ower tae the coarner seat wi’ me. Ye telt me
waanst tae come an’ see ye if Ah needed yir help. Well Ah dae. An
Ah huv.”

“Right big man.
Bring two glesses ae Black Label ower tae ma table Pat. An’ jist
the whisky. No’ yir ears son. Private conversation.”

The
comparatively youthful barman grinned and nodded.

 


* * *

 


Maggie
had told her new employers , an American based firm of metal
stockists , that she wanted to take some time off before joining
them and that had not been a problem, so she had almost a fortnight
still to run on that to take whatever course of action with
regard to her problem she thought best. Eventually she made up her
mind to tell no one where she was headed and phoned an old school
friend and asked if she could come and spend a couple of days with
her at her home in Bearsden. Shona, now a schoolteacher in Glasgow
city centre, was delighted to hear from her and they decided she
should go that same day as the next day was Saturday and Shona was
on leave herself for a week. Maggie felt slightly better after
putting the phone down.

And so did
Shona Cameron after putting the phone down. She thenphoned David
Grant her headmaster to tell him she needed the next week off.

“No I’m
sure she doesn’t David. She thinks I’ve already arranged this week
off. Of course I’ll keep you informed at your end. About anything.
Anything at all. You’ve told them to phone me? Make sure
it’s me that answers before they speak will you. Other than that
hang up. O. K.? I’ll be in constant contact. Be very careful. The
whole job`s still in the balance.

 


* * *

 


“Aye
ye’re right. If they’re fae London they could be serious nutters.
But maist ae them know we kin be jist as daft as them. Maist ae
them Ah said. Some ae thae young bastards don’t gie a fuck
aboot naebuddy.”

“Same up here
Rab. Whit’s chinged? Did we when we wur boays?”

“Stoap
bein’ so fuckin’ sensible Plum. Ah didnae know ye there fur a
minnit. Noo listen. See whitever this is aboot. Count me in wi’
yese. Fur whitever it takes. An’ tell Hagan the same. Ah
ayewis liked that lassie.”

“He disnae
know. She hisnae telt him.”

“He’ll find oot
onwiy. Ye know that. But it’ll no’ be fae me. Ye know that tae
Johnny Horner.”

“Ah know that
Rab. Ah know that fine. Tell Agnes Ah wis askin’ fur hur.”

“She’ll no hear
me above the noise she`s makin` wi` this saw.”

Horner laughed
loudly and rose to leave sticking his his hand out.

“See ye Johnny.
Mind noo. Tell Hagan the same. Whitever it takes.”

They shook
hands and Horner left without looking back.

 


* * *

 


“Are you
alright Mr. Lassiter?” enquired Hood from the edge of the roof.

It was obvious
to Hegarty that he wasn’t so Hegarty did what a good friend should.
Try his best to make it worse for Lassiter

“Come nearer
the edge Lassiter. You’ll get a better view of the drop that
way.”

“Fuck off
Hegarty. If I come over there it’ll be to push you over. Come to
think of it. Is that what happened to Barton?”

“That’s why
we’re here old son. You know that anyway. First thing you thought
of. I know the way that mind of yours works.”

“Glad to hear
you know SOMETHING. For years I’ve wondered what it was. Seriously
though even if it was suicide there must have been a reason. And
that could well have been something dodgy.”

“Not a hint of
anything so far. But if there is we’ll find out. Bank on it.”

“Why are we
here then. This fucking place isn’t going to tell us what
happened.”

“I know
that. You know that. But it’s good public relations. We look
intelligent, point at a few things here and there and the media
leave us alone for a while. Until they eventually realise we really
do know fuck all. You know all this Lassiter.”

“Checking you
out just. You`re getting old Hegarty That’s what you get for
getting me involved in this in the first bloody place.”

“Wasn’t MY
idea. Was it Sergeant Hood?”

Hood smiled his
ingratiating smile, and Lassiter smiled a false one.

 


* * *

 


“Right
let’s go inside and you can tell me what this is really all about.
I know you Maggie Hagan. You wouldn’t phone me out of the blue like
this unless there was something really bothering you. I could
always tell in class, remember? They hugged again and Shona
Cameron led the way into her comfortable semi-detached Bearsden
home.”

 


* * *

 


“Mr. Lassiter
could I have a word in private? In confidence?”

“In
confidence? Anything you say Sergeant Hood. In confidence? Mmm,
yes, that seems to be appropriate for your conversing with me
considering you`re job doesn’t it?” Hood was intelligent. The irony
wasn’t wasted on him.

“S.I.B.” said
Hood self importantly

Lassiter
decided against telling Hood that maybe he had the middle letter
wrong. The middle was normally changed to an “O” by serving police
officers.

“Oh
really Sergeant? And what is that exactly? Oh sorry, I remember
now. Part of your job is looking into possible “unpolicelike”
policemen. Is that a real word or did I just make one up?
It’s a good one if I did.” Hood smiled tolerantly.

“There is
a possibility Mr. Barton did know something. Concerning a highly
intelligent girl pupil he was tutoring. We had a complaint. No,
nothing of that nature as far as we know. That girl is the
daughter of a serving police officer. And the complaint was
regarding drugs. Drug dealing. Regarding the girl in question.
Making sense now?”

Lassiter was
now listening closely. Unfortunately for some police officer
somewhere he was.

“Go on.
Complete confidence. You have my word on that.”

 


* * *

 


“David?
She’s here. Not yet. But she will. That’s why she’s here in the
first place remember. To confide in an old school chum. A former
classmate. I’ll keep you posted.”

Shona Cameron
replaced the receiver of the sitting room extension very
quietly.

“Did you say
coffee or white wine Maggie?” she called from the hall doorway.

 


 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER
THREE

 


UNIFORMS

 


“Glad to see
the class system’s alive and well and still fully functional in our
education system Shona.” Maggie had a thirty year axe to grind.

“You’d
better believe it girl. Staff AND pupils alike. It’s turned on
itself a bit though. It’s the kids who have the least money to
spend on clothes who buy all the designer gear.”

“It was
always a bit like that anyway. All the gang boys were the most
attractive remember? In the late sixties. Beautiful suits? Hand
made shirts even. From that shop down from the Central Station. In
St. Enoch Square? And they were mostly working class. Shit!
I can’t believe I used that bloody term.” Shona laughed loudly.

“You’re right
though. Some of those guys were drop dead gorgeous. I’d forgotten
all about all that gang stuff.” lied Maggie

“And a lot of
them were dead very young too. Tragic. No, I havn’t forgotten any
of it” Shona went on

“And Danny? How
is he? He was the handsomest of all of them. And the most
reliable.”

“For some
things. Turning up for any fight at all mostly. Oh he’s still
kicking around. And still the same God help us all.”

“Surely
not?”

“YOU’D better
believe it this time girl. Still the same.”

“Good” said
Shona with a faraway look in her eyes.

 


* * *

 


“You look
like you’ve been talking to someone who makes it his business to
find out things about people. His mother’s a lovely woman
apparently. Though God alone knows why he would be talking to you.
He’s supposed to be talking to people who really do know
things. Am I right?

“You’re right
Tom. Is he for real?”

“He’s for
real unfortunately. But he’s foxy too. Whatever he’s said to you
will only be half the story believe me. And there’ll be a reason
for telling you that much in the first place. Want my
advice? Try not to talk to him at all. And if you do. Lie.
Unless you’ve committed a murder we don’t know about. Safer that
way”

“That what you
do Tom?”

“Course.”

“Why do they
employ you Hegarty?”

“Because I’m
trustworthy and dependable.”

“And
truthful?”

“Now you’re
betting bloody ridiculous Lassiter.”

They both
laughed but Lassiter’s mind was elsewhere. It was his fucking job
after all. He really hated it sometimes. But he was going to start
taking Hegarty’s advice about the lying. Starting now.

 


* * *

 


“Before
you tell me what’s troubling you Maggie I’ve got a confession to
make. I’m going to need YOUR help too. It’s the reason I’m on leave
for a week. A friend and colleague of mine at school has just
committed suicide. A lovely man. He was a teacher at my
school. A really close friend. Like a favourite uncle or something
although he wasn’t that much older than us. I’m taking it very
badly. He was so, I don’t know, sensible about everything. Nothing
was too much trouble to him. Well, to me at any rate. A lovely,
lovely man.” Shona’s eyes filled with tears and Maggie
instinctively put her arm round her shoulders.

“I’m so sorry
Shona. Really I am. Would you prefer me to…”

“No, no
don’t even think about going anywhere. Promise? We’ll get each
other through this. I need company and so do you by the look of
you. And we both need a bloody drink. Do you still like that
bloody cheap muck you like. I got a bottle in for you. Do you still
drink it?”


“Ferociously.”

““Be the talk
of the place if I asked for it here. Snobby bastards in Bearsden.
Got some for you in Drumchapel

“That’s more
like it girl. Couldn’t have driven to a better place.” You probably
are anyway.”

“You probably
are any way.”

“What?

“The talk of
Bearsden. Slut.”

Shona collapsed
back on the couch laughing loudly.

“I was hoping
you’d forgotten.”

This time they
both collapsed giggling uncontrollably.

 


* * *

 


Most of
the pupils liked him. Kelly was the sort of janitor that the kids
in this rough area could relate to. He liked a drink, a laugh and a
bet. He might have been some of their fathers and given his
youthful indiscretions may well have been. He knew how to look the
other way when necessary, and
when not to when he considered that necessary too. Most of the
staff liked him also . Kelly did his job cheerfully and without too
many complaints about it either. Kelly knew the importance
of being liked. Most people liked him

But most people
didn’t know him. David Grant knew him however. And had known him
for a long time.

David Grant HAD
to like him. He had no choice in the matter.

The janitor’s
uniform Kelly now wore was not the only one he had ever put on.
Only in the evenings however

 


* * *

 


Bradford
was studying Hood’s report alone. He was tired and when Bradford
got tired these days he normally went for a nightcap with Hegarty.
A couple of whiskies and then home to a warm bed. But
Hegarty was not his usual self this weather. Maybe it was the
approach of retirement but he was not the same Hegarty Bradford had
known for so long. He seemed distant. Even guarded. Choosing his
word more carefully. Surely Bradford’s jokes about retirement pay
were not being treated seriously by him. He’d known him and
depended on him too long for him not to know he was joking.

But
something was troubling him. He made a mental note to have
him in for a chat the following morning.

He switcheD off
his desk lamp and made for the door.

That was
precisely the moment Hood knocked very quietly on his office
door.

 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER
FOUR

 


DIVISIONS

 


“Societies
through the ages have never found a satisfactory solution to
inequality. If all men ,and women, are supposedly born equal, why
are they not? Reasons?”

“Fuckin’
money!” a disembodied voice came from somewhere at the rear of Alex
Selfridge’s third year class of students supposedly concerned
with social studies. They weren’t. With a few exceptions.
Although perhaps not aware of it , the disembodied voice certainly
was. Alex Selfridge replaced his horn rimmed spectacles and
surveyed the class.

“I have
no idea who made that last comment, have I Turner?, but whoever and
wherever you are , you have a point. But it is not the only
contributing factor. Those of you who perhaps intend to refrain
from the dubious pleasures of strong drink and whatever
other nonsense you intend to get up to over the week-end I would
ask you to ponder over that. That is all. Class dismissed.
Regrettably for us both, I will be asking questions concerning that
very point on Monday.”

He would
use the week-end to think very deeply. About what to say to the
police the following week. About the old lies and the new ones he
was going to have to tell them.

They both had
to sound like the truth , with no contradictions.

 


* * *

 


“Thon
division were ayewis fuckin’ mental. Feart ae naebuddy. An’
everybuddy knew that. Tight like. Looked eftir their ain a’ the
time. Nae backin’ doon. Ever!” Garvie had obviously always had
great respect for these people. Horner wondered where they
all were now. He might well need them. And if he did he needed
Garvies’s help. Or Danny Hagan’s. He didn’t want to involve Hagan
if he could at all avoid it.

“How dae Ah get
in touch wi’ him if Ah huv tae Rab?”

“Ye phone me
again the morra moarnin’. Ah’ll see whit Ah kin dae. Ah’m no
promisin’ nuthin’ Plum. But Ah seem tae remember he owes me. Phone
me again the morra.”

Horner too
remembered “Jaz” Nicoletti and his boys from Drumchapel days. HE
didn’t owe Horner any favours. But apparently he owed Garvie
one.

Garvie never
lied about these things.

 


* * *

 


Lassiter
understood perfectly why Hood wasn’t liked by Dawson. Dawson was a
loose cannon. A maverick. Dawson did nothing by the book and had
most likely never read it in the first place. Hegarty did
everything by the book. No serving police officer would be
happy with the sort of prying somebody doing Hood’s type of job had
to do. But the vast majority would also appreciate that it had to
be done and therefore somebody had to do it. Hegarty’s dislike of
Hood had to go a bit deeper than Dawson’s. After all for years he
had known a lot of the S.I.B. boys and been fairly friendly with
most of them. Despite the perfectly understandable, peculiarly
suspicious relationship and the obvious Divisional complications it
caused. What was the problem with Hood? Why was he different?
Lassiter had known Hegarty for years. Surely to God Hood could not
be be including Hegarty in whichever particular dunghill he was
poking about in.

It would
certainly give him a little bit more to concern him than his
pension rights.

 


* * *

 


“Give me your
glass over. Right, I promise not to say a word. It’s time for you
to talk and me to listen.” Shona handed Maggie back her replenished
glass.

“Well you won’t
help me much if you don’t talk. Feel free. I need your advice.”

“Maggie with
the practical outlook on everything. Alright then. But not till
you’ve told ME everything. And also whether you’ve told anyone else
or not.”

“Only one other
person and he won’t tell a soul”

“Heard it. Go
on.”

“You don’t know
this guy. He won’t.”

“Danny?”

“Now you’re
just being silly. I said you don’t know this man. And it’s not
about him in any case. But it is about a man.”

“Why am I not
surprised? Is he giving you a hard time? Because if he is it’s not
my advice you need. You must tell Danny.”

“Not on your
life. My brother knowing about this man is the last thing I need.
The one guy I have told agrees and he’s only marginally less
dangerous than Danny. If at all. I’ve never been quite sure about
that.”

“God help us
girl. Do you know anybody normal?”

“Normal? What’s
that? And anyway I am not worried about anything happening to me.
I’m worried FOR other people.”

“I’m losing
track here. Which one? The one I know, the one I don’t know or the
other one I don’t know”

“All
three.”

“I need another
bloody drink. No point asking you.”

“That’s one
thing you know about. See, you CAN be right sometimes about things.
Right I hope you’re in the mood for listening now. Because what I’m
going to tell you is very, very complicated.”

“So
what’s new? I’ve known you a long time girl don’t
forget.”

 


* * *

 


“Celt-IC”
chanted one set of half-drunk supporters.

“Rang-URS”
replied their sworn foes at the opposing end of the stadium.

“Fuck’s sake
boys give me a break. I know who the the teams are. You’ll all be
dying tomorrow. Hope it’s just of your usual hangovers. I’m trying
to fucking watch this.”

Lassiter
often had conversations with his television set when this game was
on. A symptom of living alone too long. But he’d still have done it
even if he was at the match. Lassiter seldom thought of
consequences if he had something to say. As the camera panned the
stadium he saw the different emotions on the supporters faces. Both
sets of fans were displaying them, They ranged from anticipation
and loud cheering of decent moves to dismay, rage, and of course
sectarian hatred. The camera paused briefly at a group of very
smartly dressed Celtic supporters , scarves worn tightly knotted
under leather jackets or very smartly tailored raincoats and
expensive casual jackets. Their faces indicated they might have
more on their minds than the final score. Lassiter spotted someone
he had once known very well right in the centre of them all. Older,
obviously but still instantly recognisable and still chewing the
trademark gum.

“Fuck’s sake.
And I know who HE is too boys,” he muttered to himself, “Jaz”,
bloody, Nicoletti.”

He must have
changed a lot. “Jaz” had never been interested in football in his
life.

But he had been
interested other things. Like Danny and Maggie Hagan. And for two
very different reasons!

The
camera continued to pan round the stadium and came to rest on an
impressive figure presumably the police match commander issuing
instructions and pointing to various sets of supporters within the
ground. Still the best club game in the world it still ,
after centuries of bigotry and hatred, had the potential to be the
most volatile. Lassiter always did his best to give a balanced view
on football matches. But this was one where he found it impossible.
This one was only for winning! Or drawing at the very least. Defeat
was a major catastrophe which could affect supporters lives for
days. Or years. Or decades come to that. Depending on theirs and
others capacity for violence.

 


* * *

 


“This man
I’ve fallen in love with is someone I knew from the old days in
Drumchapel. When I met him again last summer I recognised him
instantly. Appearance wise he’s changed hardly at all. Behaviour
wise he’s a different man entirely. I always liked the old
“him” but the new version was, is, well quite irresistible.”

“Go on.”

“Well in the
old days he always had a lot of time for me. But he was also quite
prepared to do a lot of time for my dear brother. And take it from
me , it was mutual.”

 


* * *

 


“Whit ye
laughin’ it Rab. Ah’m a respectable businessman noo.”

“Plum ,
son, naebuddy that kerried oan the wiy we did is ever respectable.
We git aulder, tireder and mellow a bit mebbe’s but deep doon we’re
a’ still hauf daft. You an’ me widnae be sittin’ here talkin’
aboot auld faces we knew an’ London teams an’ a’ that shit ,
it oor age, if we wurnae. Deep doon we’ve nivver grew up.”

“Right , Peter
Pan whit ye waantin’ tae drink?”

“Plenty.”

“Time you grew
up.”

“D’ye want tae
hear whit Nicoletti said or no’? An’ git yirsel plenty an a’. Cos
it’s no whit ye’ll be expecting tae hear.”

 


* * *

 


“Eventually this old friend of mine from the Drumchapel days
went to London.” said Maggie “A lot of the guys we knew did that
back then. London, Manchester, Torquay. I was relieved when
he did I suppose because I honestly believe that back then one of
them would have done something really stupid to the other. Danny
and him I mean. It was really quite heavy stuff between them.”

“What was
it?”

“I don’t know.
Neither of them ever told me. And none of the rest of their gangs
would either. They had been well warned by both of them
obviously.”

“You have
to get away from situations like that Maggie. We’re much too old
for that rubbish now. Did this other guy stay long down in
London?”

“When I bumped
into him last summer he’d only come home for a couple of weeks.
That all changed when he met me. His decision. Not mine Shona.”

“And you’ve got
no idea what all the bad blood was about.”

“Not yet.
But this other man whose trying to help me does. I’m sure of it. He
knew them both well at the time. But there’s no way he’ll
tell me unless one of the other two does first. As I said he can be
very dangerous when he wants too. But never with friends. Never. So
there you are. Not one of them would harm me in any way. But they
could each other. There is somebody that could get to the bottom of
it all. I’ve seen him do it before. He doesn’t live by their stupid
Mafia style code any more. He used to. And he’s not afraid of
ANYBODY either.”

“Who?”

“Remember Tommy
Lassiter?”

“Tommy? How is
he? Didn’t he go to London as well?”

“Sure
did. But he’s back, in love, and supposed to be getting married.
Also he hasn’t touched a drop in years and he’s still just the same
Lassiter apart from that. Right that’s the story so far.
Other than the strange phone calls from people with Cockney
accents. I’ll tell you more about them later. What do you think
about Lassiter? Should I phone him?”

“Phone him. If
only for the reason that I would like to see him again. I fancied
him too”

“Maybe I was
right to call you that terrible name when we fell out all those
years ago. Just joking Shona. We were just kids. I’m really sorry.
He’s still very attractive in his own way is Lassiter”

Shona smiled at
Maggie and dismissed the apology with a wave of her hand.

But she didn’t
laugh this time as she stared thoughtfully into the bottom of her
almost empty glass.


CHAPTER
FIVE

 


THE LONDON
TIMES

 


“Ah want
ye tae meet sombuddy. He’ jist up fae London tae. He wis up tae dae
a wee joab somebuddy asked him tae dae up here. He’ll be
here in a wee while. He’s away tae talk tae the wee joab he
wis asked tae dae furst. Get ma drift?”

Horner
got his drift immediately. This was now heavy kit. The only way you
can talk to a job is if it can hear you. Somebody had taken
a contract out on somebody else.

 


* * *

 


“It
disnae really matter tae me. If this guy tells me anything Ah
listen. An` noo Ah’ve met him Ah’ll tell ye sumthin’ fur nuthin’
Ah’m gled Ah listened tae him Rab. It widnae huv been easy.
That bastard looks just wide enough tae huv done the joab oan me
furst. He wis awright aboot it but. Nuthin’ personal. He knew it
wis jist business. Hagan the hit`s name is. Ah asked him tae
describe the guy that wanted Hagan topped. An’ it wisnae who he
thought it might be though. The only thing he wis close aboot wis
this. The guy wisnae a Cockney. No’ a real wan. Wee trace ae a
Glesga accent. Livin’ doon there a good while mebbe’s. Hauf Glesga
hauf West End London. Posh, like. Thought it funny cos’ we wur in a
boozer in “ Sahf Lahndan” know the wiy?” Stood oot like a fuckin’
sair thumb. An’ he wis dressed Glesga. Ye could aye tell the Glesga
boays that wiy.”

But what
McArthur couldn’t tell Garvie or Horner was that he had just set
things up as planned for the real hit on Hagan with his new
employer.

 


* * *

 


“Sarah,
I’m not bringing my work home again. And even if that was the case
, I have every right to. I’m simply trying to look after you. And
we don’t have a home yet for the simple reason that your
divorce from the son of a homicidal maniac, or is it two?, is not
through yet. And I’m not moving into your home and you point blank
refuse to move in here.”

“Here, HERE?
I’m speechless.” retorted Sarah, arms outstretched as she stood in
Lassiter’s kitchen doorway. “Bloody speechless. I mean look…”

“Speechless? I
should be so fucking lucky...”

“Sorry? What
did you just say there?” Sarah` stood hands on hips in the
doorway.

“I said Rangers
were unlucky today.”

“Don’t start
Lassiter. I know what you said.”

Lassiter
smiled, but only because he had his back to her. Sarah was a Celtic
diehard. He even enjoyed their little arguments. Made him feel
needed somehow. But he knew how to stop them going too far
also.

“Sarah?
Come in here and sit beside me on the couch. I really do have to
ask you some questions. I promise it’s nothing to do with the last
nightmare you went through. I promise. I went to see Hegarty and
the rest of Glasgow’s finest today. Their idea. I wouldn’t
bother you with anything like that normally but I have to because
if I don’t , they will. O.K.? They wanted to see me because a dead
man had a note of your phone number. When you were still with
Taylor admittedly but because it was only your name Sarah that he
had jotted down next to it. Not Daniel , or even Daniel and Sarah,
just Sarah. They found it when they were going over his house and
effects. That indicates to them that it was only you he knew. Along
with the countless number of others he no doubt knew, that they’ve
overlooked. That’s policemen for you. The way they think.”

“What was
his name, this man?”

“Barton. He was
a schoolteacher. Threw himself, or so they think at the moment,
from a multi-storey car park roof.”

“Barton? Oh my
God Lassiter.”

 


* * *

 


“You said he’d
changed since you saw him all those years ago Maggie. Like he’d
been transformed in some way. In what way exactly?”

“All
sorts of ways Shona. All sorts of ways. More inward looking.
Thoughtful. When I first knew him he was all the things a
Glasgow boy was expected to be. Fearless, very, very tough, always
immaculately dressed and full of self confidence. Now he had all
these self doubts. Vulnerable. Still beautifully dressed and full
of front. But now I knew that was all it was. Maybe always had
been. Suddenly he was less dangerous and more lovable. And that’s
your answer. I fell in love.”

“And Danny has
he mellowed too?”

“Oh give me a
break!”

 


* * *

 


“Listen
tae me Pat. Ah know whit Ah’m daein’. She disnae git tae
hear a word aboot this. Ah widnae even huv telt you if there wis
onywiy Ah could huv managed it. But there isnae. No’ noo. Ah
couldnae keep anythin’ like this hidden fae you. No’ noo. So that’s
it. We’ve came too faur noo us two. Ye hid every right tae know.
Nae Cockney tosser or wherever the fuck in London he’s fae is
gonnae be allowed tae fuck thing up atween us two. Ah’ll dae time
fur fur murder furst. Ah mean it Pat.” And he did. Hagan did not
make wild statements about this kind of thing and Patricia Jeffries
knew it.

“One more
word of that sixties hard man talk and you and I are finished for
good. I mean it Danny. For ever. I understand that you are not at
fault if some maniac is trying to kill you. But the fact
remains you were at one time totally nuts yourself. If you
serious about getting away from all this shit for good you must
face up to your responsibilities. You contact the police now. Or
Lassiter. You only have two choices.”

“Me? A fuckin’
mooth tae the polis? Never!”

“Goodbye Danny.
Take care of yourself. I mean it because I love you but I refuse
point blank to live like this. Don’t get yourself killed.”

 


* * *

 


“Lassiter
it’s 11 o’clock in the morning. You must be the only newspaperman
in the Western bloody Hemisphere that that’s early for. And because
I’ve something to tell you, I don’t want anybody else
knowing.”

“Investigative
journalist if you please Inspector Hegarty. I don’t sell fucking
“Evening Times” in Argyle Street.”

“What’s wrong
with doing that? Become a snob? A class thing”

“Nothing at
all. I’ve done it in my time. It’s a crap pitch. Too many shops. A
snob? From Drumchapel? And what is it you don’t want anyone else to
know”

“Somebody else
from Drumchapel you grew up with has a little problem it
seems.”

“Where do you
want to meet me?”

“I’ll come
there.”

Lassiter
reached for his cigarettes and replaced the receiver
thoughtfully.

 


* * *

 


“When I met my
old , or new, boyfriend again, whichever way you want to look at
it, he told me that I was the only reason he’d come back to Glasgow
in the first place.”

“And he just
happened to bump into you in one of the busiest streets in Glasgow?
Good line. And you believ…”

“It
happens. I thought you said you would just listen. Things like that
happen all the time. Co-incidences. What about me phoning
you just when you decide to have a week from work Shona?”

“Point taken.
Sorry. Go on”

“He’d come back
because he was worried about me. And Danny.”

“Danny? I
thought they didn’t like… Sorry.”

“Thanks.
You’re not going to believe some of this but I swear it’s all true.
It goes back to some people who will never get out of prison
because of me, my brother, and some other people you know. No,
before you ask, it’s not something he should have connected
with me living down there in London as he was, but he did. By
accident. From some very heavy London people. Asked if he knew
Danny. And the people in prison. It would appear these people have
friends who aren’t in prison. That happens all the time too and
that’s just a fact of life.

Maggie raised
her glass for a re-fill.

 


* * *

 


“Seriously? I’d
never have thought it. I wouldn’t have expected it of someone like
him.”

“Good to
see you can still be surprised Lassiter. I was. He’s sworn
me to secrecy.”

“Much as
I admire Dawson’s aspirations in treading the fucking boards, or
appearing on television screens, and the best of luck to him Tom,
he doesn’t come from Drumchapel and I didn’t grow up with him,
thank God. Dawson and his firearm collection was all we
needed up there. He’d have fitted in just fine. Now what’s this
really all about?”

Hegarty
chuckled and lifted the glasses from the table to go up to the bar
for re-fills.

“Got to hand it
you Lassiter you know some classy pubs. Do they serve meals in
here?”

“Don’t be
stupid. This a real Glasgow pub. Meals are for restaurants and when
you go home to fall out with your wife because you’re late for one.
Hope you make it to the bar without being seriously
assaulted. Don’t speak to strangers”

“They’re all
strange in here. Coke?”

“Don’t say that
in here. They’ll take the wrong meaning and they know you’re a
policeman. Drugs are absolutely non-existent in pubs like
these”

“How do they
know I’m a policeman?”

“No idea Tom.
It’s not as if you look like one is it?”

It was
Lassiter’s turn to chuckle and Hegarty’s turn to make himself look
more like one because he was now trying not to.

“Yes, a soft
drink please Inspector.”

Lassiter was
enjoying himself.

 


* * *

 


Mc Arthur
dialled the London code and then the number from the phone.

“Speaking?”
enquired the cultured voice.

“Ah’ve done
it.”

“Thank
you for calling.We are not available at present and apologise. but
your message has been received and recorded. Thank you so
much.”

McArthur knew
it was no recording. Strange bastard. But now he knew to expect
some money shortly.

 


* * *

 


Lassiter
listened to Hegarty without speaking once and then whistled with
real surprise.

“Bloody
Hell Tom! That IS heavy. But London or not, Danny boy won’t
back down. I fucking know him. Do they? That’s the point.”

 


* * *

 


Mc Arthur
knew better than to phone any Glasgow number. He would have to see
HIM in person. He knew HE’D be pleased. But not pleased enough to
give him any money. Not pleased enough for that. But he
would be eventually.

 


 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER
SIX

 


KELLY’S
VILLAINS

 


Kelly liked to
think of himself as a latter day Fagin sort of character. He was
well read was Kelly.

“Sammy.
Sammy, son Ah’ve telt ye there’s nae need fur that Mr. Kelly shite
when ther’s nan ae thae fuckin’ teachers aboot. Pals ca’ each ither
by their furst names or nicknames dain’t they? Mah nicknames
“Bouncer”. A’ mah mates ca’ me that. Awright? Jist when
there’s nae teachers aboot mind O.K.?”

“Whit dae they
ca’ ye “Bouncer” fur. Mr… Sorry, “Bouncer”

“Mebbe’s
because Ah’m aye stoatin’ oan a Friday night.” laughed Kelly
cheerfully. “There’s yir wee message. That man in the photie`ll be
waitin` fur ye when ye git aff the bus near yir hoose.
Awright son?”

 


* * *

 


Bradford
held his gaze. He normally found that it had some effect on people
in general and those with something to conceal in particular. Not
so with David Grant so either he was not run of the mill or
was concealing nothing. He was right about the first assumption and
very wrong about the second. Along with most members of staff at
Barlochead Secondary. Not run of the mill applied to almost every
one of them and quite a few of them had something to hide. Their
distrust and dislike of the now deceased Richard Barton.

“The
world is a poorer place for the loss of Richard Barton. He was of
great help to me. And he was very diplomatic about that. Warned me
not to tell anyone. So of course I didn’t. Some of the other
staff may even have thought we didn’t get along. But in reality we
were great friends. Mates.”

Grant sat back
in his chair. “YOU won’t catch me out you bastard. You’re not
clever enough” Grant thought to himself. He didn’t know Bradford
always did HIS homework.

“That
presumably would be the same reason he told Mrs. Hood, I understand
her Christian name to be Alice, not to ever tell you that he
detested the sight of you and had already drafted his letter of
resignation, I suppose Mr. Grant.” For no apparent Bradford
had a mental picture of Hegarty repeating about Hood’s mother being
a lovely woman apparently, and coughed to conceal his embarassment.
No fool like an old fool Norman he thought. Stick to police
business he told himself.

“Of course
there’s a perfectly reasonable explanation for that Inspector…”

“Superintdent
Mr. Grant. Superintendent.”

“I do
apologise. Is that higher or lower? I don’t know much about police
work I’m afraid. We academics inhabit a different
world…”

“In a school
with a reputation like this? Could you please make your point
quickly sir.” Bradford now disliked Grant too.

“Certainly. Richard was a very modest man. And low in self
esteem. I refused to accept his resignation because I knew his real
value even if he didn’t. I think he thought perhaps I was
being obstructive when in actual fact I had his best interests at
heart. Realised his full potential.”

“You’re a
devious bastard right enough” thought Bradford “let’s see how you
get on with this one.”

“Mr.
Grant, could you possibly throw any light on the reason why this
modest man of low self esteem would be interviewed for and then
accepted for a post at one of the most sought after schools in the
Glasgow area. And consequently after a night of quiet
celebration with some REALLY close friends, end his life by
throwing himself from a tower block. Especially when these close
friends were well aware of his fear of heights, and that he could
could get a nose bleed climbing a set of step ladders?”

“I’m
afraid I could not as I was unaware of either of these facts. With
regard to any career advancement I would never have been
obstructive in any way I can assure you. His fear of heights I knew
nothing at all about. May I ask the identity of these close
friends?”

“No.”

“Well he
certainly got more than a nose bleed that night didn’t he?”

“Perhaps you
consider levity appropriate for a criminal investigation of this
nature Mr. Grant?”

“Criminal?”

“When I
get involved as early as this in an investigation it has to
be a possibility. We’ll speak again.”

Bradford rose
to leave Grants office to speak to the other members of staff
individually in the impromptu interview room they’d set up in the
school gymnasium.

“We found
something somebody must have dropped. Could have been the deceased
of course. But then again…”

“Yes?” said
Grant looking up and suddenly more interested. “What did you
find..?”

“Yes. We did
find something” said Bradford and left without another word.

 


* * *

 


“The
reason for Sarah’s phone number being in his possession was very
simple apparently. At one stage in his career he had taught her
both Latin and a little ancient Greek and had also taken drama
classes which she attended. She remembers him as being
helpful, modest and very highly intelligent. He had met them
both years later at one of Taylor’s stupid do’s he was always
having in his house. Cocktail party for a load of tossers. Barton
had always thought Sarah had the makings of an actress. Sarah was
looking for something to do in her spare time and he had some
contacts and that was all that was about. He’d always liked Sarah
but took an instant dislike to Daniel Taylor. Didn’t have to be
highly intelligent to do that did you? He took a note of their home
number and he and she DID speak a couple of times. But eventually
it all fizzled out. And that’s it. You know I must have met him but
I don’t remember. I used to take her to her drama class sometimes.
They were both still interested in amateur dramatics long after she
left school. Sarah said he was different from Taylor`s usual
crowd”

“Well he WOULD
look a bit different when the police saw him that’s for sure.
Twenty storeys different.”

Lassiter tried
not to dwell on that and Hegarty took another sip of beer.

“Good beer
this.”

“Sorry to hear
that. Didn`t want you enjoy it after what you put me through today.
You know I don’t like heights. When you’re not forcing me to go up
them you’re forcing me to think about them. You weren’t there when
they found him?”

“No. Can’t be
everywhere Lassiter.”

“Who was? That
I know I mean.”

“Hood and
Dawson. Dawson first.”

“Why Hood?”

“Invited
himself.”

 


* * *

 


“Jaz”
Nicoletti was still very similar to Danny Hagan in lot’s of ways.
But there had always been one major difference. Nicoletti had
always given careful thought to his course of action
beforehand. He was a strategist. A very careful planner. Not always
so with Danny. But they had both been equally effective in their
day. All the top gang members of the time had been. Such as Rab
Garvie. Garvie also had been up there with them both as far as
reputations went Or against them mostly And he could be just like
both Nicoletti and Hagan in that he always seemed to know exactly
which situation called for which approach. However he wasn’t just
as good as either of them at either’s chosen way of getting
business attended to , so it all evened itself out in the long
run.

Except on a
sub-contract basis. There Garvie came into his own. He always knew
people even Hagan and Nicoletti didn’t .

 


* * *

 


She
always went into a deep depression after receiving another letter
of rejection and it was very evident as she sat with the other
members of staff awaiting the arrival of the important police
officer on his way down from Grant’s office. She hoped it
would would be mistaken for grief over the death of a friend and
colleague. Fortunate in a way. Richard Barton was certainly part of
the reason Alice Hood was so deeply depressed but only partly. That
was down to another member of staff entirely.

Bradford
arrived a little later than planned began to speak as he
entered,

“Good
afternoon ladies and gentlemen. Sorry to keep you waiting. Thank
you for your patience. My name is Bradford and I’ll try to make up
for lost time right away. Please assist me in that aim and
we’ll all get along famously and hopefully home a lot faster. Did
Mr. Barton have any reason to end his life in this way I ask
myself? Could any of you throw any light on that for me? And please
feel free to tell me of any bad feelings he had, depression,
anxiety, anything like that. We’re all human after all and if any
of you can assist the police in the private , individual interviews
now we will of course treat any opinions or statements given with
the strictest confidence. Out of work interests? Hobbies?. How he
spent leisure time. Anything at all. We police officers have seen
many enquiries brought to satisfactory conclusions by what at first
glance would appear trivial matters and subsequently proved to be
of major importance. These three officers will conduct the
preliminary interviews and I, myself will be next door there in the
locker room should anyone wish to speak with me. Thank you once
more for your patience.”

Alice
Hood knew she had to speak to Bradford with regard to Barton’s
death. Not to tell him what she knew but to find out what HE knew .
Her son either couldn’t , or wouldn’t, tell her.

 


* * *

 


Alone in
the kitchen as Maggie unpacked, Shona Cameron had time to think and
decide on her next move. Barton’s death was far from a
tragedy for a number of people employed at her school. Both male
and female. Very convenient indeed for some

“Maggie? Let’s
eat out as it’s your first night. What do you say? On me” she
called upstairs.

“Hope you’re
not expecting me to be polite and tell you I wouldn’t dream of
letting you pay. You’re on girl.” Maggie called back.

Shona Cameron
forced a laugh.

 


* * *

 


“Maist ae
the weans are a’ right Sergeant. It’s no’ their fault fur bein’
brought up in a dump like Barlochead. Wan ae thae schemes
they built roon’ aboot the late fifties or whitever it wis.
Castlemulk, Easterhoose an’ ma favourite “The Drum,” Drumchapel.
Thur’s an award goes roon every year. See whit wan’s the maist
dangerous. They wur lovely when they built them a’ tae. It’s jist
the times we live in Ah suppose. Drink, drugs everybuddy waant tae
fight. Ah blame the parents. Nae discipline in the hooses noo. But
Ah blame a’ the Governments mair.”

“This man is a
bit of a prospect,” thought Hood immediately. He would be able to
use him as the investigation progressed.

“I agree
with you entirely Mr. Kelly. The world’s got a lot to answer for.
In my job I see it all the time. So you reckon the deceased was not
particularly effective in dealing with the pupils. Remote,
distant. That kind of man?”

“Aye. Ah
suppose so. No’ like Mr. Selfridge say, or Mr. Grant even, an’ HE’S
the Heidmaister tae!”

“Right
Mr. Kelly. You’ve been of great assistance to us. We’ll talk again
later if that’s alright. I’ve enjoyed our little chat. Pity
it was under the circumstances it was. You’re an interesting
man.”

“Thanks
Sergeant”

Hood left the
boiler room of the school and headed back towards the school
gymnasium.

 


* * *

 


“He asked if
you would get in touch. He trusts you Lassiter”

“You knew I
would have done anyway Tom. Still the stupid
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