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The Early Years
 
Chapter One
 
 
It was late autumn in 1979 when Andy Blackmore, a young cop, joined the Police Service and was posted to Bankvale, a village about twenty miles west of Glasgow. His heart sank when he first saw the office that was to become his home for the duration of his two-year probationary period and possibly beyond.
It was an old building, with red sandstone walls and old sash windows, their white paint flaking with age. When it rained, the gutters overflowed from lack of cleaning. The car park was small and tight.
On entering the backdoors of the office, blue linoleum lined the corridors that led to various rooms and small offices. The Sub Divisional Officer, being a Chief Inspector, had the first office, while the Sergeants and CID shared the two smaller offices.
 
The night shift was gathering to go and get some well-deserved sleep, while the early shift was preparing to take over. There was warmth, friendship, and a sense of belonging among all who worked there. They were like an extended family. 
There was a buzz in the air as both the night and early shifts met up, like brothers in arms, swapping stories about what had been going on as the village slept, unaware of anything untoward that had happened during the night. This was rural policing at its best, a hub for those who kept the peace in an area known for its village mentality. An example of us-and-them culture; families in the village stuck together through thick and thin, good and bad, until one of them was murdered.
This could set off family wars, and the situation would have to be contained quickly, with the perpetrator caught as a matter of urgency. The night shift had completed that particular task within hours.
Detectives were milling around and witnesses were waiting to be interviewed; the place was alive with the human endeavour to make the case stick.
Going down the long passageway towards the cells, the cry from Cell One.  "Turnkey, where’s my lawyer?"
"What’s he in for?" Andy asked his Sergeant. He was a tall foreboding Highlander, burley with a thick, northern accent, and grey hair.
"Murder," he replied. "It’s the reason the night shift is so happy with their night’s work."
Andy had started only a few weeks ago, and he felt a cold shiver go down his spine as reality struck home: this profession was not something you watched on TV or read about in the papers. He knew he would have to quickly adapt and get used to the reality of death. The man in Cell One was accused of the murder.
"Laddie," said the Sergeant. "Make sure he gets fed before he goes to court."
Andy prepared a roll with square, sliced sausage, and a mug of tea in an old tin cup, which had been probably used thousands of times over the years. Pulling down the cell door hatch to hand the breakfast to the prisoner, Andy came face to face with the accused.
Sitting in the corner of the cell was a young man surrounded by walls of cold white tiles and a red-painted floor, dulled over the years. Feeble daylight tried to break through the thick glass windows: there was no escaping. He wore a grey paper suit provided by the forensics staff, as his clothes had been taken to be examined. He looked a forlorn and lonely figure, deep lines etched around his tired eyes.
Andy shouted, "Hey, breakfast!"
The prisoner looked up, his eyes cold and calculating, and he turned his back to lie down, ignoring the offer of warm food and a hot drink. He was covered in an old grey blanket that he had been given for his stay that, over the years, had been washed into submission. The unwanted breakfast was quickly consumed by hungry cops who shared the spoils.
"Right laddie," said the Sergeant. "Let’s go."
"Go where?" Asked Andy his tone sounded confused.
"Mortuary," was the curt reply. 
For the Sergeant, it was just another day, but for the young officer, this was a whole new ball game - compared to his previous life as a bricklayer.
Only three months ago he’d had a relatively quiet life, laying bricks and building houses, and now he was face to face with an accused murderer, and was about to head to a mortuary to view the deceased victim. It was a complete culture shock to him.
"Laddie," the Sergeant directed upon arrival at the mortuary. "You stay here until the pathologist arrives from the city to carry out the post-mortem. Your only job is to make sure nobody else gets in here."
 Yes Sergeant." 
Andy surveyed his surroundings as his Sergeant left the room, leaving him alone, and pulled over a wooden chair. He sat down and looked all around, at the gleaming white tiles on the wall, and the floor-to-ceiling stainless-steel refrigerators containing the dead bodies. Behind each door lay four bodies.
The mortuary had a unique odour. It was part of the local hospital, yet seemed detached from everything and everyone. Sitting there alone, with only the dead to keep him company, Andy wondered what have I gotten myself into. Would I survive my probationary period? Much less thirty-plus years on the job? I’ve never seen a dead body before.
Shortly after he began his reflections, a gaunt, pale man arrived. He was wearing a white coat, with dishevelled dark hair, a slightly bent frame so he looked shorter that his six foot frame. He identified himself as the mortuary attendant, and his flat voice only added to his strange appearance. 
Coming closer to Andy, greeted him with an extended boney hand, which Andy shook.
 "Hello. Not seen you before."
Andy nodded. "I’m new to the area."
The mortuary attendant’s voice was a low gravel monotone. "Do you know that people die of diseases every day that they never knew they had?"
His dark eyes searched Andy’s for a moment, before his thin lips parted in a crooked smile. He suddenly walked away, leaving an eerie sense of unhappiness in his wake.
About an hour later, two men arrived in the mortuary, identifying themselves as detectives. Soon afterwards, a small, dapper, balding man arrived wearing a dark blue suit, matching tie, and a gleaming white shirt.
"Good morning gentlemen," he boomed with a smile, grabbing the relevant paperwork from the hands of one of the detectives. "What do we have this morning?"
Following a quick scan of the report and a chat with the detectives, he continued. "Okay, let’s see what we’ve got."
The mortuary attendant pattered over to open the stainless-steel refrigerator door and slid out the long metal tray on which lay the deceased, who was covered in a white sheet. He then rolled over a trolley to slide the tray onto.
Andy stood transfixed as he watched the proceedings.
The pathologist, sensing the newness of the officer, queried, "Constable, is this your first?"
"Yes, sir."
"Well, well. We all have to start somewhere, so get yourself over here."
The two seasoned detectives glanced at each other and smiled. From the refrigeration room to the sterile, post-mortem area, Andy pushed the trolley this procedure ensured the continuity of evidence for future court proceedings. Production bags for clothing were at the ready, as well as glass vials for samples of blood and tissue for the pathologist’s report in court.
With everything in position, and the smell of formaldehyde hanging in the air, the pathologist drew back the crisp white sheet, revealing the pale body to the young officer. As he looked at the deceased, his first impression was that he was peacefully asleep; there was nothing obvious to suggest that he was the victim of a brutal murder. A thin piece of string tied a label to his wrist, containing the name of the deceased.
"Right, gentlemen, let’s get started, I have a few more to do today."
The pathologist queried if the deceased had been formally identified. The smaller older detective confirmed identification by the victim’s parents earlier that morning. 
The pathologist spoke clearly into his dictaphone, providing a full description of the deceased, then requested the constable to assist in turning the body over. Tentatively, Andy walked toward the table looking at the corpse he would have to touch.
"Listen he’s dead, he’s not going to bite you." The pathologist gazed at Andy to see his reaction.
Everyone laughed, except the mortuary attendant, who was hovering in the background.
Andy reached out to assist with turning over the body when the pathologist exclaimed, "Ah, there it is." He turned to the young officer while pointing to the area. "Look here, see this wound? This is the one that did the damage. See the small hole in his neck? It leads directly to the jugular artery."
The body was turned onto its back once more and the pathologist lifted his scalpel. He looked at the young officer, then drew a straight neat line down toward the stomach, the chest silently opening as the razor-sharp instrument revealed the insides. All the while, It took all of Andy’s willpower to not flinch. Finally, samples were taken from various organs as evidence to be logged by detectives, then refrigerated until transferred to pathology. 
It seemed like a very short time and the post-mortem was complete. Items for production at court were logged, labeled, and signed by all present. This was following the appropriate procedures for submission to the court, if required. 
Cause of death: A single knife wound to the neck.
The mortuary attendant stitched up the body in a pure white linen sheet, and returned it to the refrigeration unit. The two detectives looked at each other, impressed by the young officer’s reactions, and offered him a lift back to the office, which he gladly accepted.
Arriving at the office, Andy noticed his colleagues hanging around, waiting for his return, after what was generally considered to be a trying morning for someone so young in service.
"Well?" asked his Sergeant, standing with his hands in his pockets and rocking on his heels.
Before Andy could say anything, one of the detectives behind him announced in a loud, clear voice, "Sergeant, he’s one of us now! All went well!"
The young officer looked up at his new comrades, smiled and shrugged.
"Laddie," bellowed his Sergeant. "Have you had a cup of tea this morning?"
"No, Sergeant."
"Right, c’mon then, I’ll make you one."
Together they strolled through to the kitchen at the back of the office.Andy sat down. The Sergeant poured two mugs of tea and they sat opposite each other. The Sergeant knew exactly what was going through the head of his new young officer, as he had been there himself many years before as a young constable.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Honestly, I just don’t know."
Silence followed as he stared into his cup, and the following minute seemed an eternity compared to the morning, which had passed by in a whirlwind.
"Right,"  Sergeant said in a surprisingly soft and calming voice. "Just so you know, I’ve been exactly where you are right now. Also, no two days are the same in this job. There’s not a murder every day, so believe me when I tell you that some days are just worse than others."
Andy looked up from his cup and studied the older man’s expression.
"Yes, Sergeant," he finally said.
"So what did you learn this morning?"
The young officer thought for a moment. "Well, the mortuary attendant did seem a bit strange."
The Sergeant leaned back and let out a deep burst of laughter.
"Oh yes, and in years to come you’ll get to know him well."
This was the icebreaker the young officer was unknowingly looking for that day. For a brief moment, they were both laughing.
"On the other hand," the young man observed. "Today I was with someone’s son, someone’s friend, who was murdered for no apparent reason."
"Yeah," said the Sergeant. "I’m not saying get used to it, because the day that happens is the time to leave this job, because that will be the day you stop caring."
Andy nodded, finished his tea, and left the kitchen thinking about his next early shift, just as the late shift were wandering in to start their tour of duty.
The booming highland voice of the Sergeant cried out, "Early shift! Home time!"
Andy headed into the locker room, the voices of his colleagues enveloping him in a cacophony of noise as they prepared to go home.
The senior constable on the shift came over and held out his right hand. "Welcome," he said with a broad smile.
The two shook hands and nothing more was said.
In that small red sandstone building with flaking paint, leaking gutters, a small car park, and blue linoleum lined corridors, the family had just inducted a new member.
 
On the drive home, Andy listened to the radio. The music was soothing, until it faded into the news bulletin with the lead story on the murder in the village. The newscaster stated that a twenty-five-year-old, local man has been arrested and charged with murder and is due to appear in court.
Holy shit, he thought to himself. He’s only a year younger than me and facing the prospect of a long time locked up in a prison cell, all because of a moment of where loss of a human life just became a thoughtless event.
Upon entering his flat, there was an eerie silence in comparison to the bustling, noise-filled office he had just left behind. The young officer took off his uniform and got into more familiar clothes: jeans and a T-shirt. He pulled on his brown leather boots with a matching leather jacket and headed to his local pub for a quiet pint with some of the locals. He pushed the door open and wandered over to the bar.
"Hi, Andy,"  said Michael, the barman. "Your usual?"
"Aye," he replied, and suddenly it dawned on him that this was the first time all day someone had actually used his name.
"See there’s been a murder down your way, Andy," commented Michael, who had been behind that bar for over forty years.
"Aye," answered Andy.
"Well, you gonna tell us about it, Andy? Give us all the gossip about who and why."
Andy looked up from his pint of beer. "No, I can’t. Sorry."
If there was one thing he had learned quickly, it was to say nothing about the job to anyone.
After finishing his pint, he strolled from the bar to his home, made his dinner, and went to bed early for his morning shift.
Chapter Two
 
 
The alarm at 05:30 sounded like Big Ben in Andy’s ear. His right arm reached out and hit the silence button. Then, turning onto his back, he contemplated the day ahead. Surely nothing could be like yesterday.
After a few minutes, he rolled out of bed and padded down the hardwood floor into the tiny kitchen to make the strong black coffee required to start his day. Reaching for the much-used kettle, he pressed the ‘on’ button, listening for the familiar sound of water bubbling towards its boiling point.
He strolled to the bathroom and began his usual ritual, turning on the hot water tap, wetting his face for a shave, evenly applying shaving cream, and then drawing the razor carefully over his face to ensure he did not cut himself: the familiar routine brought comfort. Then he stepped into the shower, letting the hot water pour over his head and course down his back. His mind drifted to the day before. Like a black and white film montage, the pictures played through his mind: the deceased on the cold table and the accused languishing in the cold cell. And despite the warmth of the shower, Andy shivered and thought, Why should I really care? After all, the guy got himself into that mess.
He showered, dried pulling the black trousers with the razor-sharp crease then dressing in the crisp white shirt with black shoulder epaulettes which identified his division and the related divisional number, and finally a plain black tie.. Sitting at his small round table with his coffee, Andy began to doubt whether he had made the right decision about leaving the building trade to join the police service.
He slung on his jacket, and wandered down the well-worn stairs of his common close, which was occupied by eight other flats. He got into his car at six-thirty, turned on the radio, and immediately the news came on the air. The newscaster was repeating what had been broadcast the previous evening.
Jesus, thought Andy this is the last thing I want to be reminded of. He muted the radio, driving the rest of the way in silence.
 
Arriving at the office, Andy walked into the backyard, opened the door to the blue linoleum lined corridor and went into the locker room. He opened his locker and withdrew his jacket from its hanger. He went through to the muster hall and sat down with the others as they waited for the Sergeant to deliver the morning briefing.
This was a small group of cops; nothing on the scale of what was deployed in the city. This was why everyone had to stick together: something Andy needed to learn quickly.
Everyone was deployed except him. "Andy," said the Sergeant. "We have a job to do."
It was the first time in since he reported for that the Sergeant called him by his first name. The shift, which consisted of ten officers — nine males and a female — had already been deployed to mobile and foot patrols in the village and surrounding areas, all except Andy.
As everyone went about their business, the Sergeant got a hold of Andy. 
"Right, we’re heading for court this morning."
"Oh?" said Andy, sounding confused.
"Do you remember the guy in Cell One yesterday?"
"Yes."
"Well, we’re taking him to court this morning. In the meantime, go and get yourself a cup of tea, and one for me also. Two sugars, no milk, and bring it to my office."
When Andy returned with the teas, the Sergeant said, 
"Right, before we go, we have to get a statement together about everything you did yesterday. I can help you with that. We also have to make sure all the labels are signed on the productions for court."
"Yes, Sergeant," replied Andy.
By 08:00, everything was checked and double-checked.
"Okay," said the Sergeant. "Let’s go get him."
After being handed the heavy metal keys, Andy approached cell one and slipped the largest one into the lock of the steel door. He turned it to the right, and, with a thud, the mortice recoiled into the chamber and the door unlocked. Lying on a thin mattress on the concrete floor, covered by the worn, washed-out blanket, the prisoner stirred.
"Billy, get yourself together. Time for court," Andy said.
As if used to the proceedings, Billy stood up, folded the blanket, and lifted his mattress. Brushing his way past Andy without a word, he placed his mattress into the large cupboard, while the blanket went in the wash bucket for the next occupant of the cell.
Billy sat on the hard floor and pulled on his boots, delivered by relatives to the office late the night before, as he had had nothing of his own to wear. He looked up at Andy, then stood up, turned around, and put his hands behind his back, expecting the handcuffs to be attached to his wrists.
"Billy, turn around, face me please, and put your wrists together."
Andy applied the handcuffs securely to Billy’s wrists. Billy stared at Andy in disbelieve trying to understand why Andy did not follow the usual procedure of hands-behind-back.
"Okay, we’re off to court," the Sergeant informed the bar officer. "Shouldn’t be too long, if anyone is looking for me."
In the backyard, the van doors opened and Andy joined Billy in the back for the short journey to the court cells. Not a word was exchanged between captive and captor during the entire journey.
The van came to a halt and Andy overheard through the intercom, "How many onboard?"
"One prisoner,"  stated the Sergeant.
The large, black gates at the back of the court opened and, as the van pulled forward, Andy looked out the rear door windows and watched as the ornate gates closed automatically.
As the back doors of the van swung open, Andy climbed out and took hold of Billy’s handcuffs. He led him through the doors towards the cells of the large, blonde sandstone building that had been standing for over a hundred years.
"Welcome back, Billy," the court officer sneered.
The Sergeant handed over the relevant paperwork and the property bag, which contained a few remaining articles of personal property, such as a watch, ring, and neck chain.
Andy took his first look around the area that would become a familiar sight for him in years to come He noticed the police officers were similar in both age and service, riding out their last years as they headed towards their pensions.
"Cell Four for him," said the court officer. Andy followed Billy into the designated isolation cell and removed his handcuffs.
As he was making his way out of the cell, Billy asked, 
"Hey, what’s your name?"
"Andy," he replied without hesitation.
"Thanks, Andy."
"What for?"
"For treating me like a human and not judging me already. I won’t forget this."
He nodded, closed the door, and, this time, turned the key to the left for the bolt to slide into the keeper.
"Right, laddie," the Sergeant said.
Ah well, thought Andy. Back to being laddie. With a wry smile, he got into the van, and the two of them made their way out the gates back to the office.
"Sergeant," he asked in a quiet tone. "What’s the story with Billy? Everyone seems to know him."
"Aye," said the Sergeant. "He’s been in and out of trouble all his life, in children’s homes, the young offenders' institutions, and then prison. It’s a way of life for him." After a pause, he continued. "Oh, a piece of advice. Never turn your back on him, he’ll stab you in the back as quick as he looks at you. He’s not just bad, he’s downright evil."
Chapter Three
 
 
Andy had been a city boy all his life, brought up in the tough East End of Glasgow. The tenements of the main street went on for miles; shops formed the ground floor, while flats extended three stories high. The stench of traffic fumes filtering into the air was something he had got used to over the years of living there.
His high school, which was in a large, red sandstone building like so many others in the area, was full of kids from various areas who rarely mingled due to the gang violence which invariably spilled into the school and the playground. Teachers struggled to keep control at times. Stabbings and slashings kept many away from school after the weekend battles, something Andy avoided like the plague.
Andy’s weekends and summer nights were spent away from the gangland battlegrounds. It was not something he or his mates longed for as their territories were marked out in the blood of their foes. His weekends and summer nights were spent playing football in the parks, on the streets, in the backcourts of the tenements. The backcourts served as playgrounds, where footballs were kicked around every day and night, with the clothes poles and washing lines used by aspiring goalkeepers who awaited the call of one of Glasgow’s big football clubs: calls that never came for so many. Many a ball got burst on the broken bottles that littered the area, causing the game to be abruptly abandoned. The bin shelters with concrete roofs made for great goals as well.
 Then there were the winter nights under the streetlights that shone down like beacons; the pretence that they were playing at Hampden, Ibrox, or Celtic Park, just like thousands of other kids around Glasgow. This was not the place where enemies were stabbed or slashed, but where lifelong friendships were forged with a side-foot pass or a flashing header into the goal.
A lot of Andy’s friends were the sons of police officers, and they lived in a block of flats which were known as ‘the polis hooses’. Red brick with white, roughcast pebble dash; those were smart flats compared to where Andy lived.
Did this aspect of Andy’s childhood — the scores of police officers he got to know in his teenage years — influence the direction his later life would take? Looking back many years later, Andy decided that the man he admired most was Big Billy Green, an officer of the law when Andy was very young. Big Billy seemed to be about ten feet tall in his dark uniform as he strode down the street where Andy’s grandparents lived. Billy was an imposing figure on the streets. He always arrived home in uniform, and on rainy days his raincoat seemed longer than usual, his cap held onto his head by its chinstrap. 
"Have you been behaving today?" he used to bellow, knowing Andy would scurry up the garden path and into his grandparents’ house. 
When he left school at fifteen, there was nothing Andy didn’t know about the streets and staying safe. He had avoided the gangs, and tried to remain out of trouble and support his family after the death of his father a few years earlier.
He went to college to learn basic bricklaying, and when he finished a year later, he got himself a job as an apprentice bricklayer. His job was tea-boy: making tea for the bricklayers and their labourers. The good thing was that he was earning wages, as well as getting tips from the brickies and labourers on a Friday.
A few years later, at eighteen, he was well into learning the trade of a bricklayer and was once again attending college one day per week to get his advanced building certificates. Andy often met up with Jim, whose brother was a road manager and had a rock band who had headlined at Woodstock in 1969. This friendship blossomed as the cement was mixed and the bricks were laid, and the music was the daily topic as the radio blasted.
Jim had told Andy that his brother was due to visit soon, as his band was doing a world tour. A couple of weeks later, the two long-haired, dishevelled teenagers travelled to the Usher Hall in Edinburgh. Backstage passes lay in wait for them at the ticket office, and Jim introduced his brother Brian to Andy. The two of them got on great due to their mutual love for music. Brian suggested that they all meet up with the band at a nearby bar after the gig.
"Okay," Andy agreed, the stage was all set for the gig.
Next door, down in the bar of a dank Edinburgh establishment, Jim and Andy were having a drink as others around them began to gather. Andy started to get a gut feeling that there was something different about the clientele from what they were used to in Burns Howff, back in Glasgow. Unbeknown to him, that gut feeling was to stand him in good stead in his next career,
Andy and Jim were having a beer in the bar as it filled up before the concert.
"Jim," Andy said. "There’s something not quite right in here."
"What do you mean?" asked Jim.
"Take a look around you." Jim scanned the area but saw nothing. "Jim," continued Andy. "You have two women dancing over there, right? One is playing with the other’s tits. And over there, two guys are dancing with their hands on each other’s arses." Realisation slowly dawned on Jim. "Jim, ya wee prick, you brought us to a gay bar!"
They casually finished their beers, left the bar and, chuckling, headed into the Usher Hall.
This was a friendship that lasted for years until Andy left the trade; they worked together on sites, building houses and factories where people went on to live and make a living. They shared their love of music and worked ‘in house’ with some of the world’s biggest bands in Glasgow, laying bricks by day and rocking by night. Party nights after gigs were a regular event to the point of exhaustion. Work by day, a party by night, and to hell with everything else.
Andy was Jim’s best man at his wedding a few years later, but somehow, they lost touch as their lives went in different directions. Andy thought to himself, Where have those nine years gone? The fun, the laughter, the growing up, the girls. Gone but not forgotten. Childhood friends remained close by.
It was his own decision to join the police service. He got up one morning and decided I’m not going lay bricks until I’m a pensioner.
However, the decision to get a trade had been a good one, because if anything went wrong during his probation period, he had something to fall back on.
Andy’s thoughts turned to the weekend. He would head for the gym, as he had some serious training to get in. This was a training session that was about to have a major impact on his life.
Chapter Four
 
 
On Saturday morning, Andy headed for the gym a few miles from his flat, as he had only been living in the nearby village since his appointment to the police service, and besides, it was good to get away from the past week’s events. Living in the flat and being away from his mates was not the greatest move he had made, but it had to be done.
Andy was six feet two inches of solid muscle, due to his past in the building trade, and his training as a rugby and football player. For years he played for East End clubs, he also had a love of martial arts, but he didn’t disclose his black belts in judo and other martial arts to his new colleagues. With his fair hair and blue eyes, women couldn’t resist his rugged good looks, so he was never short of girlfriends, but, at the moment, he didn’t have anyone serious in his life. Yes, he had lots of female friends, but that’s where it ended.
Following a session in the weights room, Andy went into where he felt most at home, the swimming pool. He pounded out length after length. Eventually coming to a slow, gliding halt, he leaned back against the edge of the pool. To his left he noticed a woman watching him. Andy nodded, smiled in her direction, and thought nothing more of it. Then he noticed her long straight dark hair, and slim figure encased in a bright red swimsuit, which made only a small ripple as she slipped into the water from her seated position.
He continued to watch as she approached him underwater, coming up nearby.
"Hi." She greeted him with a smile.
"Hello," Andy now noticed her beautiful, ice blue eyes. Nothing else mattered to him. Andy believed in the old cliché that eyes are the windows to the soul. 
Small talk followed about how often they enjoyed visiting the swimming pool, and the sports centre as they stood leaning against the edge of the pool. Within a few moments, it was obvious there was a mutual attraction between them, but neither was ready to admit that yet.
"Listen," said Andy, who had a rather wicked sense of humour at times. "I’ve been in here so long I’m starting to wrinkle. I could look about sixty years old in five minutes. Do you know, we’ve been chatting for about fifteen minutes and we’ve not been introduced yet? My name’s Andy."
"I’m Catherine," she replied.
"Pleased to meet you," he said as they shook hands. "Hey, would you like a coffee or something before you leave?"
"Yeah, why not," she smiled.
Andy left the pool to get dried and changed, then shortly afterwards sat staring into his coffee in the sports centre café. He heard the chair opposite being drawn back and he looked up.
"Hi," he said.
"I’ll have a coffee please, no milk" Catherine requested.
She watched closely as he got up from the table to place her order. Andy was wearing a tight, blue T-shirt showing off the muscles on his torso. His jeans hugged his muscular legs. Andy was always well-groomed, and he took pride in his appearance.
A short time later, after chatting about their likes and dislikes as newly-acquainted people do, Catherine said she had to leave. As she got up to go, she commented,
"You haven’t told me what you do for a living. So?"
"Neither have you."
"I, er, work in a shop."
Andy paused before saying, "I’m a bricklayer." He hesitated again, which was unlike him. "Hey Catherine, maybe we can catch up here again sometime?"
"Yeah," she replied, looking thoughtful.
Andy watched as she left the sports centre in her white tracksuit and trainers, and got into her red Audi, which sped off into the distance as she waved to him.
A waitress in a blue uniform came over to Andy’s table and cleared the cups away.
"Andy," she asked. "Did you ask her out or not?"
"Pardon?" said Andy, dumbfounded.
"Well," the waitress said. "I heard her saying your name and watched you looking into each other’s eyes. Geez you’re slow man." She laughed as she walked away, carrying the tray of used cups.
Later that evening, Andy went back to the East End for a night out with his mates. Nothing was going to change as far as they were concerned. The banter was just what he needed after the week he had been through, so their cheeky comments about his new profession were all taken in good humour.
But Andy could not get Catherine out of his head; there was just something about her. Would he see her again? So, she worked in a shop – but where? So much for being a police officer, he thought. That night he stayed with his best mate and confidant, Gerry, and as they had one last drink Andy confessed to him that he had met a lady that day by the name of Catherine.
"Oh, aye?" said Gerry with glee. "Details please."
"She’s pretty, and she works in a shop.That’s all I know," Andy replied.
"Some cop you’ll make," Gerry laughed.
 
   The following morning, Andy headed back to his digs, did his washing, and pressed his uniform: crisp, white shirt ironed to perfection, and trousers pressed with a crease down the legs, sharp as a razor. Even his tie got a quick pressing. His uniform was hung up on the hanger and his well-polished boots sat neatly on the floor, ready for work the following evening.
 
Andy was back in the gym on Monday morning, before his night shift, not in the pool but at a martial arts class he had joined; this was pure chill-out time before the possible rigours of a nightshift. His black belt hung from his waist, with two markings indicating he was a second dan black belt in his chosen field.
After class, Andy sat at the small, round, Formica-topped table sipping his coffee in the café, the waitress watching him closely. Andy was observing the comings and goings from the centre. He sat on a wooden chair that gave him a clear view of the main door, and the doors to the swimming pool, gym, and racquet courts. He suddenly became aware of a presence at his side.
"She’s not in today," the waitress said.
"Oh," Andy replied casually. "And who would you be referring to?"
She smirked, "The lady you were sitting with the other day. Oh, and by the way, she was in here yesterday and sat on this seat with the same look that you have on your face right now."
"And what look would that be?"
"Let’s just say she seemed to be watching for you the way you’re looking for her, right?"
"What’s your name?" Andy asked.
"Louise," she answered.
"Well, Louise, for all I know she may be married with a load of screaming kids running about the house right now."
"Well, Andy, only one way to find out, isn’t there? And if you ain’t fast, you could be last. I am going to let you in on a little-known secret. I have a list of guys’ names the length of my arm wondering the same thing you are. I’d guess that you are top of her list, and that she is possibly single," she said, throwing a smile and wink in his direction.
Andy rose from the table and lifted his kit bag.
"See you, Louise!" Andy shouted as he strolled out of the centre, heading for his car.
Sitting in the driver’s seat, Louise’s words about the possibility of Catherine being unattached were ringing in his ears. He had his doubts, as nobody with her looks was likely to be single, but Louise was right: inquiries had to be made.
Chapter Five
 
 
The night shift began at eleven o’clock. Winter nights were setting in, and the heavy coats were being brought out from hibernation in the lockers, ready for wearing. Andy and the rest of the shift filed into the musty room once again for an update by the Sergeant on the weekend’s happenings. Everyone listened as the crimes and offences were read out: minor assaults to assaults of severe injury, breaches of the peace by their dozens, housebreakings were down on previous weeks, and traffic offences were also down.
The mobile patrols were read out and the foot beat patrol followed. Andy was paired with Joe for the full week, to get mobile patrol experience. Joe was a fount of knowledge, and probably had the most comprehensive list of ‘touts’ in the area. Joe ultimately became a major influence on Andy.
"Just to let you all know," the Sergeant said, "Billy made no plea or declaration, when he appeared in court the other day, concerning the murder. He was remanded in custody pending a further appearance this week."

Working the nightshift was boring for Andy. Cars were stopped and people on the street were spoken to: absolutely nothing happened. There was peace in the village. As they patrolled the village streets and surrounding areas in darkness, his geographical knowledge expanded. Most things look so different in the dark.
On Friday night, Joe looked up into the sky and said, 
"Hey big man. Full moon tonight. Gonna be fun."
Confused, Andy asked, 
"What?"
 "This is the night of the ‘headbangers’ " Joe replied. "So fasten your seat belt, it’s gonna be a rough ride."
Andy hadn’t a clue what Joe was talking about, but, before daybreak, he would understand. Joe had just over ten years’ service. He was known to everyone, and everyone was known to him.
As the van reversed out the backyard, "Control to Zulu 1!" came over the radio.
"Answer it," Joe shouted. "That’s our call sign."
"Aye, okay," said Andy. "Erm, go ahead."
"Fight in Smiths Bar, Main Street, one person injured."
"Roger," Andy replied.
"Right you," said Joe. "I drive, you answer the radio. I can’t do everything."
Arriving at the bar, Joe led the way. There was one man with a slight facial wound. Joe spoke to the barman.
"Right, let’s go," Joe said to Andy when he was done. Even more confused, Andy sat back in the van and asked, "What happened there?"
"Report it back as ‘matter resolved.’ "
A few more ‘matters resolved’ happened on the street that night, with domestic disputes between couples, all of them the worse for wear from alcohol. Mates fell out over the most trivial things and just wanted to be idiots for a while. They were sent up the road to their homes.
Call after call, to various occurrences, was resolved on the spot. A night shift on a Friday, and not a prisoner to show for all the calls they attended.
"Listen," Joe said to Andy. "You’ll have noticed we’ve not jailed anyone tonight so far."
"Aye," said Andy.
"Well, these people don’t forget when they have a lucky escape from jail. It can be useful in the future. Don’t get me wrong, I’ll lock them up if need be, and they all know that." Another lesson for Andy.
Andy was thinking of a cup of tea or something to eat as break time approached, when the next call came through, 
"Control to Zulu 1."
"Go ahead," responded Andy.
"Report of a serious road accident at the roundabout on the dual carriageway."
For the first time in Andy’s short career, Joe hit the buttons for the blue lights and siren. The reflection of the revolving blue light shone on the houses on either side of the road as the siren wailed through the streets, filling the night air. Late-night vehicles, mostly taxis, gave way as they raced to the scene. Adrenalin was pumping through Andy’s veins. They were the only vehicle attending before assessment. This was the moment Andy had been waiting for: the lights and the siren. On their arrival, Andy was confronted with carnage through the windscreen of the van.
"Andy!" shouted Joe. "Tell control we’re here."
"Zulu 1 to Control. Time of arrival," Andy blurted out.
"Roger," came a calm reply.
Four cars were wrecked, lying over both carriageways, and people were trapped in the wreckages with no way out of the tangled metal. Sirens could be heard in the distance, heading in their direction, as Joe and Andy got to work. The Fire Brigade, equipped with cutting equipment, were pulling up nearby, and three ambulances stopped close to the scene. Paramedics were going to each vehicle to assess the situation.
"Andy," Joe called. "Get over here."
Andy rushed over to the contorted vehicle.
"This man is critical according to the paramedics. Go with him in the ambulance."
The firemen released the unconscious driver with cutting equipment, and he was passed to the Ambulance Service. Andy got into the ambulance and, as they sped to the hospital, blue lights flashing and siren wailing, he watched admiringly as the paramedics worked on the seriously injured driver..
On arrival at Accident and Emergency, nurses and doctors — by then alerted to the collision — were on standby, waiting with trolleys to convey the injured to the respective trauma areas for assessment. To Andy, who had never attended  a serious road collision, it looked like all hell had broken loose in A&E, but, to the medical professionals, it was controlled chaos.
Broken bodies started being rolled in, one by one, shortly thereafter, and suddenly Andy snapped into life, getting details of the injured and a list of their injuries, where possible. Fellow officers, not known to Andy, entered the area, and Andy approached them to offer all the information he had. It saved them hours of waiting around and having to interrupt the doctors for information.
Among the chaos, Andy heard a female voice nearby. 
"Ward One has two beds available and Ward Two has one bed available; I’m phoning around hospitals to see what’s free."
 I recognise that voice.
"What about the maternity unit?" asked a consultant.
"I don’t think they’re busy, let’s try there," Andy overheard her saying.
After what seemed like an eternity, a calm began to descend in the A&E unit. Survivors of the accident were dealt with one by one, the most seriously injured getting priority and heading to wards for overnight observations and further treatment, if required. The driver Andy had escorted with the paramedics had been rushed into the theatre with serious head, chest, and leg injuries.
Andy heard the female voice again from the next room. He looked through the open door. He saw a slim woman sitting at a desk, trying desperately to get beds for the injured anywhere she could. She put down the telephone and put her head into her hands, totally unaware of Andy’s presence.
"So this is what you do when you’re not in the shop," Andy said, as he looked at her in her bloodstained, nurse’s uniform. She turned and looked up.
"Oh, Andy! So, this is what you do when you’re not laying bricks." They smiled at each other.
As Andy turned to leave and let Catherine get on with her work, he said, 
"Hey, you owe me a coffee."
Catherine looked over at him and said, 
"Yeah, I suppose I do." She looked exhausted.
Among the bloodstained wipes and the bandages that lay on the casualty department floor, doctors were filling in patient reports to be sent to the wards. Nurses cleaned up, porters were rushing about, assisting wherever they could, and police officers were taking witness statements.
Andy waited for Joe to arrive at the hospital. After a while, he plucked up the courage to go back to the office where Catherine was sitting. Leaning on the doorpost, he quietly said, 
"Listen, when are you back in here?"
She paused for a moment then said,
"Tomorrow night."
"Okay. Who knows, maybe we’ll be back. See you."
"Yeah, see you."
Denise, a colleague of Catherine’s, squeezed past Andy as he left. Once he was out of earshot, she whispered to Catherine,
"Oh my god, who’s that? He’s gorgeous!"
"That’s Andy, he’s new here." Catherine said nothing further on the matter.
    "Andy! Let’s go!" said Joe, who had arrived at the hospital to collect him. "Traffic boys will take care of the collision. Just give them what you have later."
Andy glanced at the clock on the wall: It was almost 04:00. He could murder a cup of tea or coffee.
"Where to now?" asked Andy.
"Up to see Joan and her man. They’re boxing again. She usually wins." As the van made its way into the large, sprawling housing scheme built on the side of a large hill, Andy saw the white, roughcast exteriors of terraced houses, built to accommodate the overspill from Glasgow in the 60s; it was known locally as Spill Hill.
As they pulled up outside the open door, shouting and swearing could be heard from inside. Without stopping, Joe went upstairs to the living room, followed by Andy. Andy surveyed the wreckage strewn around the floor: broken bits of a table, a chair, and a plate with what looked like the remains of a dinner. The stench of alcohol and cigarette smoke filled the room.
"Joan, Bobby, this is Andy," said Joe.
"How you doin’ Andy? Do you see where that bitch hit me wae that plate wae ma dinner on it."
Andy looked at Bobby and saw blood trickling from his head onto his shoulder. "You cut?" 
 "You should be a detective," Bobby retorted.
Joe sniggered quietly and took a step backwards. "All yours, Andy."
"Why did she hit you, Bobby?" Andy asked.
"Coz ah came in pished fae the pub," he replied.
Andy turned to Joan and asked if there was going to be a repeat performance tonight, to which she said, "Naw."
"Your call," said Joe.
"Bobby, are you going to make a complaint of assault?"
"No chance," Bobby replied.
"Okay, let’s leave it at that then. But if I have to come back tonight, then you’re both getting locked up," Andy said. Joan and Bobby looked at each other in silence as Andy and Joe left the house.
They got into the van.
"Good move there, Andy. We’re rarely away from this house. It’s the way they live," said Joe. Andy shook his head. Radio traffic was busy as other officers were deployed to calls from the public.
"Let’s see if we get long enough
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