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FOREWORD

Having an older brother whom I have always wanted to get to know has proved very difficult, especially when that brother was hundreds of miles away from me in an English prison. Try to come to terms with that when you’re a ten-year-old boy and being bullied mercilessly by a group of brothers known as the Welshes. Each of the Welshes had a brother at hand at all times; although I had a brother too, he couldn’t help me escape from what I was forced to endure at the hands of the bullies. It was a situation that never failed to anger me, yet it gave me strength and the determination that one day I would get the opportunity to tell my brother that he was always with me in mind and in spirit, that he never left me.

My first-ever conviction resulted in a sentence of three months’ hard graft, military style, which I served in the detention centre at Glenochil. Knowing that my brother had already spent several years in prison helped me to fight the demons that plagued me daily. Keeping my brother in my mind was a real comfort and helped me get through my own incarceration. Had we been raised in a different environment, I might well have had the opportunity to get to know my brother better. But even on the occasions when we were in the same prison together, the authorities still kept us apart most of the time, which seems like a never-ending theme to this day.

I eventually caught up with Billy when I became a free man on 22 January 2002, having served seven years for gunrunning. We began to forge a strong bond over the months that followed, and that first year left me feeling I had been reunited with a long-lost friend. Sadly, our bond was to be broken once again when dark forces descended upon Billy. A young boy was tragically killed and my brother was subsequently charged with and convicted of a crime that he did not commit. My brother is prepared to continue to fight to clear his name. Despite several attempts having been made already, the appeal courts don’t appear particularly keen to listen to any further evidence. The authorities are no doubt satisfied that that have already secured their piece of flesh with the conviction of my brother. It may well take years to secure Billy’s freedom without having to prove the guilt of someone else. We don’t work that way and we never will; Billy did not implicate anyone else during his trial. However, an old friend of the family once said to me, ‘Paul, it’s not the size of the dog that’s in the fight, it’s the size of the fight that’s in the dog that counts.’ Billy and I, as brothers, will continue to fight on until the day comes when we can be together, free again and free at last!

Paul J. Ferris


Prologue



REUNION

FOR THE FIRST TIME IN A quarter of a century, the brothers were at liberty to embrace. There had been an all-too-brief occasion years earlier when they had held one another and laughed. But the circumstances of that meeting – Billy had been on the run from prison – had been such that neither they nor anyone else present felt comfortable remembering it. They had been together during the past 25 years, but only for brief visiting periods or for short spells when they were held in the same institution. Now, in a hotel in Glasgow, they were free to hug and celebrate the end of the years of enforced separation. Gone was the fear that an intruder might infiltrate the privacy of this moment and cause it to be abruptly ended. And while there were many who rued their reunion, and who would actively seek to end the joint freedom of the brothers, for now they could relax and enjoy the day. It was Monday, 22 January 2002.

At seven o’clock that morning, the gates of Frankland jail – an escape-proof showpiece of the English prison system a few miles from the city of Durham – had opened to release a handful of high-risk inmates whose long years of incarceration were finally over – at least for the time being, as the standard parting joke of their custodians informed them. Among them was a slight figure in a neatly fitting dark suit and sober tie, clutching a few belongings and a bag filled with legal documents.

Paul Ferris walked into the glare of television lights. While flash cameras caused those who had waited for him in the chill, dark air under the razor-wire-decorated walls and orange floodlights to blink, he made a short statement. Passing guards, seemingly reluctant to head for homes where wives waited for their help in getting children out of bed and off to school, stopped to listen, curious to know the reason for such interest in a man who had been a model of good behaviour, a friend to most and intent only on gaining the maximum remission in order to secure early release and go back home to Scotland. If anyone had anticipated a tirade of complaint and abuse about his treatment inside, or threats to get even with enemies, then they were disappointed. He said simply, ‘I would like to thank my family and friends for standing by me and all the support they have given me,’ and then disappeared into the gloom.

There were many, 200 miles to the north, who were waiting to hear or read his words with great interest. The name of Paul Ferris was as familiar in Scotland as that of any sportsman or politician, if not more so. He had been a leading player in the vicious, bloody Glasgow underworld, accused, but acquitted, of one of the most sensational shootings of the previous decade. Just four years earlier, overworked police in the ‘Dear Green Place’ had breathed sighs of relief when he had begun a ten-year sentence (reduced to seven on appeal) after being convicted at the Old Bailey of gunrunning. He was caught partly because of information passed by Strathclyde Police but also, it was suspected, as a consequence of betrayal by a spy, someone his family had trusted.

Now, he climbed into a luxurious green Mercedes limousine to be driven back to Scotland, where he knew he would be watched over by police officers some of whom had privately made it plain to contacts in the underworld and media that they were confident their man would soon be back behind bars.

Paul was widely regarded in Scotland as a high-profile gangster. In contrast, his brother Billy had remained in the shadows, almost a forgotten figure, rating only the occasional mention in the highly sensational stories about Paul’s exploits in dangerous Glasgow crimeland. Yet within the prison system, it was Billy, the elder by 13 years, who was the better known. He had seen the inside of dozens of jails in England and Scotland, and, more significantly, he had met many hundreds of inmates, often men with near-celebrity status. His list of acquaintances was akin to a newspaper library packed with files containing the names of hordes of murderers, robbers, fraudsters and drug dealers. Over the years, he had lived alongside men who had shopped their families and friends in return for favours, those who were mad or bad, the cowardly and the courageous, crooks and cannibals, monsters who had slaughtered for money, others who had killed because of a cross word or on a mere hunch, wannabe martyrs who had used bombs to maim the innocent, bank robbers who had stolen millions and others who had got away with just a few miserly pounds, slimeballs posing as human beings who had crawled out of dark places to molest and kill children, thugs who had mutilated women.

Billy Ferris had served his punishment. ‘If you can’t do the time, don’t do the crime’ was the traditional advice of the old lags who listened without feeling or sympathy to new inmates, known in jail slang as ‘fresh fish’, who thought they were hard men until the first night the cell door slammed on them. Well, Billy could not have foreseen that an innocuous night out would end in a crime passionnel, but he had done his time. More than a third of a biblical lifetime for a moment of horror that had left another man dead and Billy in the dock for murder. He had survived his years of incarceration, retaining his sanity and, most importantly in the fight against petty authority, his sense of humour. For a man who had gone through so much, it was strange that now, as he waited for his brother in a lavish suite in a city-centre hotel, a drink in his hand, he felt nervous, his mouth dry, his words coming out in a rush, barely hearing conversations around him. He too was worried how the police would react to the brothers walking the streets together.

‘I had wanted to travel to Frankland, but in the end I decided to wait for Paul’s call to say he was out and meet him in Glasgow. I had been up all night worrying in case the police found some excuse to serve Paul with a warrant and arrest him as he stepped through the gates to freedom.

‘On more than one occasion, Paul had told me, “We are hotter than Madras curry. When we’re together the police will be watching your every move.”

‘I remember joking with him, “Our every move, you mean. But thank fuck for that. I’ve been away from Glasgow for so long I’ve lost my way a few times now. It’s comforting to know there’ll be a policeman around to ask if I need directions.”

‘We were in the visiting room at Frankland and Paul looked at me, glaring over the top of his glasses as if to ask, “Are you daft?” Then he told me, “I’m not kidding, Billy.”

‘I returned his stare with an equally questioning look and said, “I’m only kidding. Loosen up.”

‘At that, Paul blurted out, “You’re unbelievable,” and we both burst out laughing, bringing curious looks from others visiting.

‘Now, I wanted to cuddle him after reassuring myself it was true we were finally together and this was no dream. But whenever I had told Paul I loved him in the past, it had always seemed to embarrass him, as though he wondered if this might be the last time we would meet.

‘As we’d grown older, we stopped sharing the closeness we’d enjoyed when he was a boy, a child dependent on me. Once I went to prison, our roles had been reversed. He did everything for me, always thought of me, always found an excuse for me when I’d fuck up and say something daft. I know there were often times when I should have been more diplomatic instead of having an in-your-face attitude. That was a result of having jail conversations that were a blink away from intensive care should the merest intonation suggest weakness. Of course, you didn’t adopt that kind of attitude lightly, but in jail it was bite or be bitten. Better to choke on a big chunk of somebody else than have them nibble away at you.

‘As the minutes ticked on, I was getting excited waiting for Paul to walk through the door. I loved a brandy and despite almost murdering a bottle at the hotel waiting for him, I still felt sober, unable to get either drunk or high. I smoked a few pipes of hash but I think my nerves were cancelling it out. It proved something I’d always known – that love of a brother is stronger than any drug.’

There was an irony in the fact that it was Billy who had to wait for his brother’s release. Paul had been a schoolboy when the older sibling had gone to prison for what would stretch to 23 years. It had been Paul who had travelled to grim, sparsely furnished waiting rooms in jails throughout England and Scotland, sitting amid squabbling children and their love-starved mothers for his name to be called for a miserable half-hour reunion. One trip to Maidstone in Kent had entailed a draining 20-hour, 900-mile round trip by train and car.

His loyalty to Billy had never wavered, nor had that of the rest of the Ferris family. But then they were from an area to the east of Glasgow, Blackhill, where families stayed close, often notoriously so, in the face of what they saw as a constant war against officialdom, which targeted them simply because they came from that East End suburb. Outsiders, on the other hand, sometimes found talk of that spirit of camaraderie difficult to believe, especially when newspapers spouted headlines such as ‘The Day the In-laws Became the Outlaws’, reporting on a particularly lively Blackhill wedding reception in 1970 that left 12 guests in hospital, a man with his nose severed and the wedding cake flushed down the lavatory. It had all broken out because the bride’s aunt had begun singing the famous old Scottish favourite that goes, ‘And it’s oh! but I’m longing for my ain folk.’ Blackhill families, it was true, preferred the company of their own, and the Ferrises were no different.

Billy never doubted they would stand by him. He had finally got out in June 1999, 11 months after the Old Bailey beak had jailed Paul. So it had become his turn to visit, instead of being visited as had so often been the case. He had driven south from his new home in Irvine, Ayrshire, to meet Paul in Frankland, the two even having a photograph taken together, the first either could remember, certainly since childhood. They had talked of their plans for the future. Billy had what he hoped would be a highly promising contract with a mutual friend of the brothers, businessman Seyed Mohammad Benham Nodjoumi Qajar Alagha, who, happily for his acquaintances, preferred simply to be known as ‘Ben’ or ‘Dr Ben’. The work involved extensive travel and appeared to be above board – a crucial factor bearing in mind that when Billy had been jailed for life, the sentence meant just that – life – and freedom was a privilege that could be withdrawn for the slightest indiscretion.

All lifers dread the prospect of a brush with the law, an argument with a neighbour, a suggestion of even minor involvement with drugs or just a suspicion that among a group of friends is another criminal. These minor gaffes, however accidental, are liable to see a man or woman hauled back to jail, often to complete the full term of the original sentence, a particularly feared consequence for anyone given life. A common nightmare is that police, not happy with having an old and troublesome client back on their patch, will use the suspicion of mingling with undesirables as an excuse for the authorities to revoke a licence. So Billy had these worries with which to contend, and Paul had left no doubt about his own concerns. As he waited for his release, he had issued a statement saying: ‘No doubt I have my enemies in Glasgow, including some rogue police and their criminal partners. They would love something unsavoury to happen to me.’

Paul, who had a family of his own, had also made plain and public his intention, shared by Billy, to go straight. Throughout his imprisonment, he had kept in touch with his most trusted allies, planning a series of challenging business ventures. Billy, whose punishment had cost him his first family, now had another, and he had vowed to his pretty new wife, Carol-Anne, whom he had married 15 months after his release, that his past was just that: past, over, done with.

And she never doubted his promise. Not even when she experienced for the first time what it was like to be a victim of terrible violence. Billy had not even been present when it happened, and an indication of her love for him was that she tried shielding him from involvement. Carol-Anne knew the identity of her attacker but realised that if anything then happened to him, the finger of blame would immediately point to her husband. And with his past, who would believe him if he said he had done nothing?

So she didn’t tell him who had inflicted the dreadful wounds, although, just as any loving husband would, Billy wanted to know his name. The incident, which took place five months before Paul’s release, would have a devastating effect on Billy and his wife. Paul had been told of it, but it was a family matter, a private hurt that was not to be spoken of on that of all days, and certainly not with strangers present, however welcome they were to share in the happiness of reunion.

As he waited for Paul with journalists from the News of the World, the newspaper that had arranged the reunion, Billy admitted:


It feels as if I’m the one being set free. I’ve waited a lifetime of lifetimes for this moment. It’s as though my sentence won’t be finished until he’s out. I haven’t been able to feel properly free while Paul is in jail. Now we’re both out, we’re going to stay that way. There can be no going back. The past is past and our lives begin from now. We start writing our stories at the top of a clean, new sheet. We may not have been able to grow up and live like normal brothers, but I’ve never lost my love for Paul, nor he his love for me.

The love of one brother for another can overcome anything. If he is right, he’s right, and if he’s wrong, he’s right. As my brother, he can do no wrong. He knows I am always there for him.



Paul’s first action on arriving in Glasgow was an obligatory report to his probation officer. Then he was free to seek out his brother. ‘At last, Paul was there. “Here he is,” I remember telling myself, and then I was holding him. So many emotions charged through me. I felt breathless. It was as if my heart was being squeezed tight in my chest. There was so much I wanted to say, but the only words that came from my lips were, “I love you, brother.” Tears burst from deep inside me, choking me, soaking my face. For the first time in nearly 30 years, I cried and was not ashamed to be seen doing so. Big boys don’t cry, they only bawl their eyes out, and I know I did that on that special day.’

As glasses clinked and stories about prison life and cellmates flowed, that day should have marked the end of the brothers’ story. Billy and Paul Ferris had no doubts about their determination to stay trouble free. Each had his own motives. Billy was desperate to avoid revocation of his licence and the prospect of being locked up for many more bleak years. Paul had made plain his fears that police might use the flimsiest of pretexts to send him back to jail or even remove him permanently. It was his belief that if he was merely seen through the window of his home holding a television remote control, it might be interpreted as his having a gun in his hands.

Watchers of the Glasgow crime scene spoke not of if Paul would infringe but when, regarding Billy as an also-ran in the race back into custody. Newspapers quoted anonymous police insiders as asserting that ‘notoriety is a drug for someone like [Paul] Ferris’ and ‘the prison service is already warming up a cell for Paul Ferris’. Privately, among criminals with a line into conversations in the innermost sanctums of police headquarters, there was a suspicion that a permanent watch had been ordered on the younger brother, and probably Billy also. Surprisingly, it was the older brother who was destined to make headlines.

[image: Missing Images]

The calendar moved forward by barely a tick in time to December the following year, a mere 23 months. Much had happened in the meantime. Now, just as Billy had anticipated news of his brother’s return to freedom, it was Paul’s turn to wait. In 2002, a meeting had been guaranteed because both were legally free and no obstacles stood in the way. This time there could be no certainty of a reunion.

The scene was the High Court in Edinburgh, and for a second time Billy was in the dock facing a charge of murder, his future depending on the deliberations of a jury. He had first stood in the dock on a capital charge in 1976 at Northampton. Unlike in that appearance, this time he was not alone. Beside him sat 36-year-old Lance McGuiness, also known as Lance Goudie. Both were accused of murdering Jason Hutchison, aged 15, who, like them, lived in Irvine. Each denied being responsible. In February 2003, the youngster had been stabbed to death and the Hutchison home set on fire. It had been a terrible incident arousing strong feelings. The prosecution alleged that Ferris and McGuiness were responsible.

Paul had worked assiduously behind the scenes to gather information to be used in his brother’s defence. He had travelled each day to the capital to be near the scene of the trial. But much as he wanted to show support for his brother, he had remained on the outside of the courtroom, fearing his reputation might adversely affect Billy’s chances of an acquittal. And those chances were thought to be good. He was represented by Donald Findlay QC, the eminent criminal advocate who had successfully won Paul’s acquittal 11 years earlier, in 1992, when he had been accused of shooting dead Arthur ‘Fatboy’ Thompson, son of the legendary Glasgow Godfather. The Ferris camp was confident that the lawyer was doing his customary skilful and impressive job.

The lead-up to the tragedy had left another innocent victim: Carol-Anne Ferris. Two years previously, in July 2001, she had been on the receiving end of a brutal assault that left her disfigured and needing to undergo emergency surgery to massive facial wounds that would require medication for the rest of her life. After the beating, Carol-Anne had been rushed to hospital and, because it was obvious she had been the victim of a brutal attack, doctors had to make a report to the police. In a small community such as Irvine, it was inevitable that the attack became the subject of widespread chatter, and soon gossips were whispering a name into the ear of the local bobbies. Detectives’ enquiries centred on Jason’s brother, David Hutchison, then aged 18, who, shortly after the incident, had gone off to Tenerife. He had been encouraged to do so by his parents, who had been told that Billy was demanding to know from his friends where he lived. He remained on the island for many months. The police naturally wondered why Hutchison had gone off and stayed away so long.

In February 2003, Jason was murdered, and a month later Billy and McGuiness were arrested. The police case was that their intended target had been David Hutchison, in retaliation for the attack on Carol-Anne. But in order to substantiate that motive, it was first necessary to show that he had in fact inflicted the terrible injuries on her. So Hutchison was arrested and charged with being responsible. In August 2003, he was tried at Kilmarnock Sheriff Court in Ayrshire. Newspapers were banned from reporting the case at the time, for fear it might prejudice Billy’s forthcoming murder trial. Hutchison admitted he had struck Carol-Anne after she refused to let him into an all-girl party but claimed she had first hit him with a wine bottle and that he had been acting in self-defence. In court, she could not identify him as her attacker and said she remembered nothing of the assault on her. The result was a not proven verdict, allowing the accused man to walk free. That outcome may have raised doubts about the suggestion that Billy had good reason to want revenge on Hutchison, deprived the Crown of a motive for murder, but it did not prevent the prosecution of him and McGuiness.

The High Court in Edinburgh has been the scene of many thousands of murder trials, dating back to the days when at the conclusion of some a square of black cloth was laid on the head of the judge, he pronounced the death sentence and within a few weeks a hangman arrived to finalise the proceedings. But it is relatively rare for a man who has spent many years behind bars for one murder to be accused of a second. Such an event attracts widespread interest, and the fact that in this case one of the accused bore the name of Ferris was a guaranteed crowd puller.

The case lasted a month and had many distressing features, not least the photographs of the dead teenager that jurors were shown. Firefighter James McKinnon told how Jason’s body had been found on a bed in the bedroom after firemen received an emergency call to say the Hutchison home was on fire. He said there seemed to be a slash wound on the boy’s face. The hushed courtroom heard from Christine Bracey, who said that her boyfriend, McGuiness, had told her about the killing. She claimed McGuiness said he was in the Hutchison house with Billy Ferris at the time Jason was murdered but that he had been in another room when the assault on the schoolboy began. She alleged that Billy was the culprit. She admitted that after the murder she and McGuiness had fled to England. Billy’s defence team gave a different version, telling the jury that he was never in the house and had been elsewhere in Irvine at the time.

In deciding how to present their case, Billy’s defence team were forced to make a difficult decision. It was in regard to a peculiar twist, which, after considerable discussion, remained undisclosed. In 1992, Paul had been held in Glasgow’s giant Barlinnie jail while he awaited his trial for the killing of Arty Thompson. He had been placed in a segregation area known as ‘the Wendy House’, where he was joined by a stranger who introduced himself as Dennis Woodman. It would later emerge that Woodman was an infamous supergrass, regularly claiming that other prisoners had made highly incriminating confessions to him. Several of these unfortunates were serving lengthy sentences in jails in England as a consequence. During the Thompson trial, Woodman, who had been promised a new identity when he eventually left prison, had claimed that Paul had made damaging admissions while they played chess in the Wendy House. This evidence could have proved the crucial nail in the Ferris coffin until it emerged that Woodman had been lying.

Now, more than a decade later, Woodman, who occasionally used the aliases Wilkinson and Smith, was back in prison, this time at Saughton in Edinburgh, facing a burglary charge. He would later be convicted and jailed for two years. One of his fellow inmates was McGuiness. Woodman’s usefulness as a police informer and teller of tales was long gone; too many convicts had rumbled him, and other prisoners did their best to stay clear. But, according to Woodman, another prisoner, Alexander Ness, claimed to have overheard statements by McGuiness that could have added weight to Billy’s version of events. Ness had nothing to gain by coming forward to offer help. He was not aiding the Crown and so could expect no relaxation of his 11-year sentence. While the defence felt that his story had considerable credibility, his own background and the nature of the crime that had led to him being in prison – the killing of his 11-week-old son – would lay him open to criticism that would detract from the value of his evidence. So what he had to say remained untold.

During the trial, Carol-Anne Ferris had wanted to be in court to show solidarity with her husband, but because she had been told she might be called as a witness she had been forced to sit outside the courtroom. Paul had arranged accommodation for her in Edinburgh, but as the ordeal drew to a close she went back home to Irvine, sure Billy would soon be joining her. Her confidence was boosted not only by the encouragement of the defence team. There were those in Irvine who felt great sympathy for her because of the injuries she had suffered, and even some friends of the Hutchison family had expressed misgivings over the prosecution of her husband and told her that they doubted he would be found guilty.

As he waited for the jury to reach verdicts, Billy was helpless to influence his future. ‘McGuiness was seated almost next to the jury, with escorts either side of him. I was about 15 ft away at the other end of the bench in the dock. He couldn’t look me in the eye. But my legal team and I had never had a bad day, and we were confident.’

It is said that a dying man sees his entire past scroll by in the seconds before his journey to another world. Such a sensation is not unlike that experienced while waiting to be on the receiving end of a jury verdict, even when the charge is for a relatively minor offence. Men and women who have faced that ordeal say that every minute feels long enough to relate the story of an entire lifetime. And as Billy Ferris waited, he saw images of the 53 years that had made up his life thus far, and remembered...
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PAUL

HIS PLAYMATES WANTED TRAIN SETS and roller skates; they listened to Paul Anka and Elvis Presley, watched wide-eyed the exploits of John Wayne and Charlton Heston and fantasised about being up-and-coming football stars like Denis Law and Jim Baxter. But young Billy Ferris wanted only a brother.

The family home was a flat in a four-storey tenement building in Royston, a district in the north of the city that many of the population, largely made up of the descendants of Irish Catholic immigrants, still persisted in calling Garngad. Appropriately enough, the name Garngad derives from the Gaelic word meaning ‘rough’, a term that might have been disdainfully applied by strangers from more salubrious parts of Glasgow to its bottle-littered streets and graffiti-strewn closes.

Three floors up at 168 Millburn Street, Billy sometimes went for weeks hearing only female chatter. As a Merchant Navy seaman, dad Willie frequently spent long spells away from home, leaving the schoolboy with mum Jenny and three younger sisters, Janet, Carol and Catherine. To help support the growing family, Jenny worked as a machinist, meaning her son was sometimes left with the girls. On weekdays, he enjoyed meeting up with other boys at St Roch’s Primary School, but when it came to holidays and weekends Billy could usually be found in the next-door block, in the home of his grandparents, Jenny’s parents Thomas and Jenny McGinty.

These formative years gave no hint of the dramas that would overshadow the Ferris family. In the classroom, Billy was a bright, well-liked youngster but one who preferred discussing high-speed cars to history and arithmetic. When lessons were over, he met up with other kids who were fellow members of the Shamrock Boys, also known as the Royston Catholic Shamrock, a gang that had sprung up among the younger residents of the area. They banded together largely for reasons of security, reasoning that there was safety in numbers.

Glasgow was famous the world over for its gangs. Each area of the city had its groups, with exotic names such as Calton Tongs, Blackhill Toi, Norman Conks, San Toi and, possibly the best known, the Billy Boys. The origins of these bizarre titles were usually obscure and often the subject of argument. It was beyond doubt that the Tongs originated in the Calton, a tough district to the east of the city centre near the Gorbals. The term seems to have emerged from a 1960s cult movie, Terror of the Tongs, about a sinister and violent Chinese secret society running amok in gold-rush USA; it was said that during a showing of the film in the Calton a member of the audience shrieked ‘Tongs ya bass’, which became the war cry of the local gang (‘Toi’ was generally thought to have been a derivative of ‘Tong’). Some suggested ‘bass’ was a shortened version of ‘bastard’, while others pointed out it was also close to a Gaelic word meaning ‘battle’. In any case, etymological concerns were unlikely to have been uppermost in the minds of those who formed the Calton Tongs, which developed offshoots including ‘Tiny Tongs’ and ‘She Tongs’.

While membership of such gangs was voluntary, boys were expected to join whichever local group predominated. The gangs defended their territories with vigour. A rival straying over a boundary, even for the most innocent of reasons, could find him or herself on the end of a savage beating. As boys grew into men, they often graduated into adult versions of the gangs. While the violence in the 1950s and ’60s might not have been as severe as that meted out by the Glasgow razor gangs of earlier decades, it could be savage all the same.

Billy enjoyed the fierce and often physically robust comradeship of others of his age and gender. ‘Membership of the gangs only meant anything in the scheme in which you stayed. Outside your area, you were on your own. That’s how things were. Being tough and proud was all crap. If you needed help from a couple of pals, you didn’t hesitate to ask and they gave it without thinking, without hesitation. You knew you would probably be battered if you went alone into the area of another gang, so taking along a couple of pals reduced your chances of being chibbed. Notoriety ruled.’

Billy’s recollections of his early family life remain vivid. ‘My memories of my parents are of their love for each other and their love for us children. Time flies when you’re a child. Because my da was in the Merchant Navy, it meant his being away from home for long periods. To make up for his absences, everyone tried to be extra kind, so I always seemed to be getting presents and having parties at our house or my gran’s. My da loved my gran and granda McGinty and they loved him just as much in return. My granda was a great man. It seemed to me there was nothing he couldn’t do or make or didn’t know about. I suppose because he was always there for me I didn’t miss my da so much, but I loved them equally. Gran and granda would slip me beer at parties – that’s the way things were done in those days. Having a big, warm family around us and with food always on the table meant I was luckier than many of my friends. And da being away meant I was the man of the house. Gran made me feel the same at her home until I’d annoy my sisters; then granda would give me a slap. But a minute later he’d say, “Come on, William,” and it was down to the garden shed with a cup of tea, a piece and jam, and a biscuit in each pocket. We’d go together to get away from moaning women.’

One thing that Billy always felt was missing was a brother. ‘I was forever picking on my sisters, as I thought they were somehow to blame for my not having a brother. I would tell my ma, “All my pals have brothers. Some of them have three or four. How come I’m different?” She would just smile and tell me, “Maybe one of these days if you behave, but not while you annoy your sisters.”

‘Once, I got a slap from my ma for nipping one of them after she teased and annoyed me. Ma told me, “Billy, you don’t hit girls.” No matter who was in the house at the time, it only took a yelp from any of the sisters for me to get the blame and a wallop. It made me learn at a very early age that sisters weren’t as hard as brothers, and that just made me want a brother even more. They soon worked out that they could easily get me into trouble over the slightest thing. When we went next door to my grandparents, at mealtimes, for a laugh I would make faces, and my sisters would all chorus, “Granny, he’s pulling funny faces.” I knew what was coming next. Whack – a belt around the ear. Then it was my turn to yelp and they would all laugh. Looking back, I must have been a pest of a brother to them, a pain in the bum at times, but it often felt that while they had one another, because I didn’t have a brother I was on my own.’

In the late ’50s, families in Millburn Street were told by their council landlords that it was not financially viable to bring the old tenements up to decent standards and that the time had come to demolish them. The vast majority of tenants were glad, even if it meant having to uproot themselves. Jenny and Willie were especially delighted with the news, because their growing family had only one living room in which to eat and socialise, and meals had to be prepared in a tiny kitchen.

In 1959, Jenny and Thomas McGinty packed up their belongings and moved just under three miles away to Greenside Street in Provanmill, to be followed soon afterwards by the Ferris family, who had been allocated a home at Hogganfield Street in Blackhill. They were still close, just a short bus ride apart, but nine-year-old Billy was shattered because he loved the McGintys and, whereas he was used to being able to see them by just popping into the next close, now they seemed a million miles off. And the change of address promised further trauma. His new home was out of the catchment area for St Roch’s, where his friends were pupils. Billy should have started lessons at St Philomena’s, a short walk from Hogganfield Street, but his parents took pity, heeding his pleas, and arranged for him to remain at St Roch’s.

Blackhill, in the north-east of Glasgow, had first been developed as a giant housing scheme in the 1930s. Planners had made no secret of their desire to build houses on the cheap and shunt the city’s poorer families – many from Garngad – into them. Some of the new tenants at least had the consolation of being able to move out of tenements into homes that had a front and back door and a garden. But at the same time, the term ‘poorer’ was often unfairly interpreted by officialdom as a synonym for ‘troublesome’, with the result that the city police took an especial interest in Blackhill and tended to assume that young people in particular with addresses there were probably potential recruits to the criminal classes. The younger generation often felt the police were confrontational; as a result, they were sometimes distrustful and resentful, determined to show their refusal to submit to what they regarded as bullying by breaking the law.

Billy quickly came to love Blackhill, with its strong community spirit. He had old friends from Royston, where he continued his affiliation with the Shamrock Boys, while at the same time making new mates not only from around his new home but also from the streets around his grandparents’. ‘I could well have had problems moving to Blackhill and calling on my grandparents in Provanmill, but my friends in Royston had cousins living in Blackhill and as a result I was soon accepted there and able to join the Blackhill Toi.’

Jenny Ferris was thrilled by her new surroundings. ‘Moving into Hogganfield Street was like living in a mansion. We were in a block of four, two up and two down, and although we were “up” and still had stairs to climb, it was nothing compared with what we had been used to. And we all had gardens. Those at the front belonged to the two families living on the ground floor, while ours was at the side of the block. Billy loved the garden, and my parents now had a garden too, an even bigger one, and he loved going up to their home and listening to his grandpa telling him about plants and how to grow them.’

For a youngster of nine, the change of environment felt like a move to another planet. ‘We didn’t care, then,’ remembers Billy, ‘that Blackhill, or at least the people living there, had such a bad reputation, one that was generally not deserved. While it’s true there were troublemakers, most families were just delighted to be out of the tenements. The change from high stone buildings to trees, fields and countryside was unbelievable and those were great days for me and my pals. Tom Sawyer would have been in his element. We’d climb a fence into a graveyard and hide among the stones, play football on a rubbish dump or go to what was known as “the Rhubarb Field” because it was overgrown with giant wild rhubarb plants. There we would break off these huge stems, sometimes 5 ft long, and fight with them, pretending to be knights on horseback or gallant swordsmen. Then Hogganfield Loch, a lake in the middle of a huge park, was just a few minutes away and we would spend hours there chasing one another around it or scrounging scraps to feed to swans.’ Hogganfield Loch would later come to have a major significance for Paul. It was said to be the spot where his close friends Bobby Glover and Joe Hanlon were murdered in 1991.

When he was aged 13, Billy went off camping with a school party. He had known something was afoot within the family home; his mum was pregnant and Willie had quit the navy to help look after the children and with housework. The camping trip should have lasted a week, but teachers took advantage of an opportunity to extend it by a further seven days when the party that should have followed the youngsters from Royston called off. By the time Billy eventually returned to Blackhill, he discovered his long-held wish had been granted: he had a brother.

Jenny remembers his reaction. ‘Billy had hated his sisters. If you said, “That’s your dinner,” and one of the sisters had sat in the chair in front of the meal first, he would say, “I’m not having that dinner – she touched it first.” He couldn’t stand them and if something went wrong, no matter what it was, Billy blamed them. He did his best to make their lives a misery because he wanted a brother and they were not brothers. He used to make stink bombs out of film negatives, light them and smell the house out just to annoy them. And he terrified the life out of one of them by teasing her with spiders and flies. As a result, she’s still scared of them to this day. It was devilment, boys’ stuff, and he thought he could get away with it because he was doing it to lassies. He never meant to actually do them any harm.

‘He just wanted a brother and when one came along, Paul was given treatment the exact opposite to that Billy dished out to his sisters. He worshipped Paul. Grandma McGinty asked Billy, “What do you think of my wee boy?” and Billy told her, “He’s all right.” But when a neighbour asked him, “What do you think of your wee brother?” he told her, “It’s not mine, it’s my granny’s,” because she’d called him “my wee boy”! But Billy idolised him from the very first day he saw Paul.’

Willie took on work as a driver, steering a huge removal van around the East End streets before switching employment to drive a coach. It was a job he enjoyed, especially because it gave him the chance to meet and chat with passengers. There were sometimes tips and, like many others, he was not concerned about the complexities of income tax and National Insurance. Many employers simply handed over an envelope containing cash at the end of the week. That some of the recipients were already claiming state handouts – or, as most put it, were ‘on the broo’ – was a minor incidental and not a matter that was discussed or reported to the authorities. Blackhill was a community that preferred the police to stay away, settling its own disputes and bringing down wrath on anyone telling tales on neighbours or even enemies. Logic dictated that if one person was reported for ‘dole fiddling’ then investigators would begin peering into the affairs of others, so the commonly held attitude was ‘live and let live and mind your own business’.

Paul was referred to in the family as ‘the wee man’, and by the time the wee man was about ten months old, Billy was taking him everywhere. In those days of innocence, it became a familiar sight in the streets around Hogganfield to see Billy carrying the tot in his arms or on his back, or pushing him in his buggy. Paul was usually kitted out in a blue jumpsuit that had two wide straps, and soon Billy resolved the problem of what to do with his young charge when it came to climbing over fences. He would hang Paul by the straps from a post until he was over, then he’d reach up, unhook him and haul him over the top. During a game of football, Paul was left sitting on a pile of jackets and jumpers that marked one of the goalposts, but after a few narrow misses, when the ball had whizzed close to the youngster’s head, Billy hit on an alternative of where to place him in safety. After that, he simply hooked him onto a fence during football matches, and often the teams would hear squeals of delight coming from the bundle in blue.

Apart from the simple joy of having a brother to take around at long last, Billy discovered another advantage to having Paul with him. Adolescent girls experiencing budding motherly instincts delighted in holding and gently rocking the baby, who had a magnetic attraction for them. Suddenly, the elder brother found himself a target for not unattractive females, whose motive might have been the chance to play mother but who realised that in order to achieve that they needed first to charm the baby’s keeper. And so Billy, by now aged 14, found himself the envy of his pals.

The graveyard, with its wide avenues of headstones, was an ideal spot in which to tempt a girl with Paul, but it was also one that had potential perils in the form of gravediggers who blamed unwelcome young visitors for trampling neatly trimmed verges and even knocking over the stones, some of which were ancient. One day, Billy had lifted Paul onto the fence while he climbed into the hallowed ground when he heard a screech of ‘the polis’, an expression regarded with dread. ‘My pals ran off in
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