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PREFACE

 


 


He closed
the door very gently and then Gallagher’s staring, accusing eyes.
Covering his own with trembling hands he sank to his knees on the
floor in front of the corpse. There was no remorse. But there was
fear . Of being caught. He had to move fast. Think fast . Somebody
might come in at any moment. Hospitals were busy places.

 


* * *

 


Danny Hagan glared
at P.J. and Plum and spat on the pavement.

“Ah’m telling’
ye’se fur the last time. It’s fuck a’ tae dae wi’ ye. Ah don’t care
who he’s connected tae. He’s gettin’ it the night. If anybuddy’s
gonnae beat the shit oot ma faither it’s me. He goes doon the
night.”

Danny drew the
immaculately tailored gaberdine coat closer, and buttoned the
middle button against the freezing wind. His right hand raised the
Prussian collar and his left closed round the handle of the axe in
the left hand coat pocket. Turning abruptly, he crossed Sauchiehall
street and headed for the pub near Jamaica Street.

“Fuck’s sake,”
said P.J. “we cannae let him go himsel’ Plum. He’ll get fuckin’
slaughtered!”

“Wait tae he’s oot
o’ sight. You go up tae the Locarno an’ get the team. Ah’ll go
intae the Bay Horse an’ see who’s in there.”

 


* * *

 


Lassiter moved
politely through the crowd surrounding his boss at the office night
out.

“ I know it’s not
about business tonight Daniel but if I could just have a quick word
if you don’t mind. It won’t take a second honestly.”

Daniel Taylor
turned round smiling and ever so slightly drunk. Just at the right
time to catch Lassiter’s perfectly timed head butt.

 


* * *

 


Sarah’s eyes
searched her mother’s face for some sign that this was all some
horrible nightmare and that the news from the hospital wasn’t true.
She’d arrived home from school to find the priest holding her
weeping mother’s hand in both of his. A policeman sat at the other
end of the worn old couch. A policewoman sat next to her mother, on
the arm of her mother’s chair.

“Your daddy’s gone
to heaven pet. He went this afternoon.”

“No he hasn’t. No
he hasn’t. He’s still just sick isn’t he? I don’t want him in
heaven. I’ve got a picture to show him. I drew it tod…”

Sarah’s mother
drew her hand from the priest’s and held both her arms out to her.
Sobbing hysterically Sarah knew at last this was no nightmare.”


CHAPTER
ONE

 


OLD TIMES

 


“Nothing changes
much does it Maggie? Over thirty years and we’re still doing the
same old double act. I buy you a double and you tell me you don’t
know where he is. I buy you another and you tell me you’ve always
fancied me. After the third you suddenly remember where I might
find him. I mean, I could just take you next door to the off-sales
and buy you a couple of bottles if I thought it would help, but you
and I both know you’d only tell me a lot of shit. And stop calling
it sherry. It’s wine Maggie, cheap fortified wine. Tastes like
camel’s piss. I should know. Remember?”

“Didnae know you’d
tasted it. Camel’s piss I mean.”

Lassiter grinned,
lifted her glass from the table, and went to the bar to get her a
re-fill. He’d always liked Maggie. He hadn’t met too many women who
could make him laugh but she was one of them. Things might have
been different with him and Maggie back then. But it had ALL been
different back then.

When he returned
with her drink she was slipping the hand mirror back in her handbag
on the pretence of getting her cigarettes. She’d done that back
then too. Never really believed how attractive she was. And she was
still very attractive. A real enigma into the bargain.

“How do you manage
it?”

“Manage what?”

“You drink that
stuff like water and never seem to get drunk.”

 


“Ah’ve always
liked the taste and the smell. That’s why I drink it. Ma auld
granny used to say. Some people kin drink an’ some cannae. Ah must
be wan o’ the wans who kin an’ you’re the ither type.”

“You make
everything sound so simple. Life’s not like that.”

“Mine is.”

“ Maybe yours is,
but mine isn’t and neither is Danny’s. I want you to give him a
message for me. The Gallagher case has come up again. I’ll need to
speak to him.”

“Shit! No’
again!”

 


* * *

 


“What are
you trying to tell me? That someone murdered my father in that
hospital ward all those years ago? That my mother and I have
spent the last thirty odd years believing that he died because of
complications, and all the time his murderer’s been walking about
scot free. Someone first attempted to murder him in a pub! And then
came back to finish the job. In a bloody hospital! Is that what
you’re saying Inspector? By God, somebody’s going to pay for this.
My husband will crucify you all in the press. You’ll all lose
everything. He’ll see to that. Now get out of this bloody house and
don’t come back! Don’t any of you ever come back here!”

Sarah
collapsed behind the closed front door. Her knees gave way, and she
fell to the floor sobbing uncontrollably. Suddenly she was a
frightened little girl once more. She banged her fist on the door
and let out a terrifying scream . It was a long drawn out,
child’s scream.

“Daaaddy!”

 


* * *

 


“I want everything
you can get on him on my desk by tomorrow morning. Everything!
We’re going after this bastard big time. Gangster? We’ll see. Now,
I’ve got to go. My wife’s not well. Wonder what’s wrong with the
stupid bitch this time. She phones her doctor for valium if the
window cleaner misses a bit on the window pane. Neurotic cow.
Still, her doctor’s pretty fit. I wonder if she’ll still be there
when I get home? She said she’s put my wife to bed. Wonder if she’d
do the same for me.”

Taylor’s assembled
reporters and his chief crime journalist sniggered dutifully as he
rose from his desk buttoning the middle button of his immaculate
designer suit and headed for the door.

“Remember,
everything you can get on Horner on my desk first thing. Anything
really juicy about him phone me at home.”

“Tosser!” said Gil
the chief crime journalist as Taylor left, slamming the door as he
always did. “I don’t think our boy knows what he’s fucking about
with here. Our Mr. Horner’s a very bad man. Mega, mega bad!”

 


* * *

 


Dr. Jeffries was
just slipping her long , shapely legs behind the wheel of her
Mondeo when Taylor’s Merc. screamed to a halt, inches from her rear
bumper.

He strode up to
the offside just as she started to wind down the nearside window
and opening the door, leaned inside

“Good afternoon
Doctor. Looking your usual ravishing self I see. Why is somebody as
beautiful as you are,still content to be tending neurotic women,
screaming brats and smelly old people who should have been dead
years ago? Mystery to me I must say. What’s wrong with the stupid
bitch this time?”

Patricia stared
straight ahead, gripping the steering wheel tightly to control the
urge to slap him.

“Your wife, MISTER
Taylor has had a very traumatic experience this morning, which she
will no doubt relate to you as soon as she feels a little better.
She is under sedation at the moment, and resting in her bedroom.
Now if you’ll excuse me I have a very sick child to attend to. That
little girl is very beautiful and has been very ill. Quite far
removed from a screaming brat. In the meantime I would suggest that
if you cannot be more supportive of your wife, at least leave her
alone. And me too for that matter. You really should see someone
about that halitosis. Preferably not me of course. Good day MISTER
Taylor!”

Patricia leant
over, slammed the door and put the car in gear. Leaving the
driveway of the impressive house in the well to do Newton Mearns
area of Glasgow, she pointed the car in the general direction of
the West End of the city still very angry both at Taylor and
herself.

“You’re supposed
to be above these feelings you silly bitch. Objective. You’re a
practising G.P. for God’s sake , woman.”

Taylor stood in
the driveway for a few moments after she’d gone and wondered why
she was still playing hard to get. She must be aware of how much he
was worth, and how most women found him irresistible.Doctor
Jeffries drove on towards the Partick area of Glasgow unable to get
Daniel Taylor out of her head.

 


* * *

 


Taylor poured
himself a very stiff vodka, loosening his expensive silk tie with
the other as he did so. He glanced briefly at the morning’s mail
Sarah had left on top of the drinks cabinet as she always did.
Removing his jacket he dropped it deliberately on the floor knowing
Philippa their housekeeper - cum - maid would pick it up, brush it
and hang it carefully back in his wardrobe beside his others.

“Where are you
Phil?”, he shouted, “what the fuck’s wrong with her now?”

Phillippa Jarvie
hated being called Phil. Taylor had learned this shortly after he
employed her, and therefore refused to call her anything else. If
Daniel Taylor found a way to annoy someone he considered inferior,
and that applied to most people, it made his day.

 


“Phil!” he roared
again. “I asked you a bloody question. Where are you woman?”

Philippa appeared
meekly from the huge kitchen where she had been trying to tidy up
the mess Sarah had left. When Taylor’s wife was hurting she tended
to throw things, and she had been hurting a great deal.

“I’m sorry Mr.
Taylor. Miss Sarah…”

“How many times do
I have to tell you her name is Mrs. Taylor. Not Miss Sarah, not
Miss anything. She is married to me so therefore she is a Mrs.. But
then you wouldn’t understand the difference would you Phil? Nobody
ever asked you to marry them, did they Phil? Maybe you’re an old
dyke. Now what’s wrong this time? I won’t ask you again.”

Philippa Jarvie
swallowed hard, counted to ten, and stooped to pick his suit jacket
off the floor. “The doctor only told me that Miss, sorry Mrs.
Taylor, had a visit from the police this morning Mr. Taylor and it
disturbed her a great deal. She has given her a sedative and she is
not to be disturbed further. They must have been here very early
because…”

“No, you were here
very late as usual. I’ve been meaning to speak to you about that.
This is not a fucking holiday camp. I pay you a lot of money. Above
the minimum wage I seem to recall, and for what? A bit of tidying
up here and there, and the opportunity to drink endless cups of tea
with a madwoman. There are going to be big changes round here. Just
you wait and see. Now hang that up, but make sure you press it
first.”

Phillippa picked
the jacket up and silently left the room closing the door very
quietly behind her. Once in the hallway she searched through the
pockets for anything of value or interest and smiled the very evil
little smile that Taylor had never seen.

“Won’t be long now
Mr. bloody Taylor. Your times just about due you bastard.” she said
softly patting her hair into place as she passed the hall mirror.
She started to hum to herself as she climbed the stairs. She had a
lot to look forward to.

 


* * *

 


John Horner
didn’t look like his hero. What he did have in common with him, was
the ability to strike terror in some people’s hearts at the mere
mention of his name, while appearing to live a fairly innocuous
life as a grandfather and family man. Horner had learned a lot from
the lifestyle of Carlo Gambino, the legendary New York crime boss.
He’d read everything he could find about the man. Horner could be a
good friend if he liked you. The strain of remaining
friendly with John however could be unbearable at times. The
alternative was not really an option for those who knew him well
enough.

In common
with many who had been teenagers in late sixties and early
seventies Glasgow, Johnny Horner had been heavily involved in the
city’s gang culture. Most people grew out of it, but Johnny grew
with it, and had loved every minute of it. Never stupid, he
realised remarkably quickly that there wasn’t much point in being
loyal to any one gang. However if he appeared to be on good terms
with most of them, he could then walk the streets in comparative
safety thus reducing the risk of being seriously injured or even
killed in some totally pointless street confrontation. A very
regular occurrence. But Johnny was no soft mark.

No coward, his
easygoing manner, concealed an explosive temper and something else.
A photographic memory. Do Johnny Horner a bad turn and it would
never be forgotten. It was selective too. Sometimes he had to be
reminded of a good

turn someone had
done him in the past This selective memory procedure could also be
unfair. Any wrong done Johnny, real or imagined, had to be paid for
and this applied directly to the perpetrator’s relatives. In later
life John Horner changed his view on that. Partly because he had
mellowed a little, but principally because he simply realised it
was bad for business. And by that time he had quite a number of
them. Horner’s lifelong hero, old Carlo, had had the appearance of
a gentle, elderly grandfather which , to some people, he may very
well just have been . Gambino had shunned publicity. John Horner
,on the other hand, loved it! A slim, good looking man with
impeccable dress sense, he loved to be seen, heard and talked
about. Whatever was said or written about him interested him
greatly and it made no difference to him whether he was loved or
hated. As long as he was noticed. His name, depending on how well
those using it knew him, was either whispered or bragged about as
being a close friend of whoever did so, and was enough to settle
virtually any dispute instantly. This fear driven behaviour applied
to all but a handful of people in the city . Horner knew who all of
these people were and, more importantly where, they were most of
the time. He kept a very close eye on them. He was no coward but
neither was he a fool. In his fifty odd years spent steeped in the
Glasgow crime scene he had only met four people who had impressed
him as very dangerous, and , as far as he was aware, all four were
all still alive and well , and also well capable of organising any
attempt to remove him from the scene. Permanently! Daniel Taylor,
with his rag of a newspaper, however, was not one of those people.
He was going to have to be dealt with and soon! He would have to
use one or both of the Jamiesons again. They would know the answer.
One of them always did and had done since he first started using
them in the late sixties.

Maggie lifted the
receiver and dialled the number Danny had told her to use only in
an emergency

“Hello.”

“It’s me. Lassiter
wants to see you. It’s about you know what again.”

“Fuck. Whitd’ye
tell him?”

“Nothing”

“Good. Keep it
that wiy. Ah know how tae git tae him. Ye huvnae spoke tae me and
you don’t know nuthin’ aboot where Ah’m ur. Awright hen?
Thanks.”

“Who was
that?”

“Maggie,
jist.”

“Come back to bed
then.”

“Right
Doactor”

Patricia Jeffries
drew back the covers, exposing her nakedness, and Danny Hagan
followed doctor’s orders.

 


 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER TWO

 


OLD FRIENDS AND OLD FEUDS

 


As usual the
mangy, half-starved Alsatian attempted to garrotte itself on the
thirty foot length of rope which restrained it, as Horner’s Jaguar
turned into the car park at the rear of the Jamieson’s dingy pub in
Glasgow’s East End. It’s furious barking brought Phil Jamieson to
the open cellar door where he had been engaged in filling
recognised, reputable brand name whisky bottles with the cheap
rubbish he bought either from the cash and carry, the local
supermarket or the Pakistani shop some blocks away.

“If you don’t shut
that fucker up, I swear I’ll shoot it wan ae these days!” screamed
Horner, opening the Jag. door after first making sure that Jamieson
had the beast firmly under control. Horner didn’t like dogs or cats
or any pets for that matter. They contributed nothing and cost
money. “Ugly bastard!”

“Better lookin’
than some o’ thae wimmen that drink in here. Fuckin’ hell!”
Jamieson shouted back from the doorway.

Horner smiled
grudgingly, and entered the pub. With less than an hour to go till
official opening time, it was still a mess. Upended chairs, tables
and a broken pool cue littered the unswept floor. Dried blood
adorned the pillar which stood in the centre of the pub.

“Whit the fuck
happened here?” said Horner lighting one of his small cigars.

“Wan o’ thae young
team got ambitious last night. Sorted it oot nae problem.” said
Jamieson with a dismissive shrug.

“Watch yur back
then. Evil wee bastards some ae them, an’ they a’ use the blades.
Gie’s a hauf An’ none o’ yir shit mind. Black Label fae the same
bottle you drink fae. You shouldnae be drinkin’ onywiy. Fuckin’
bammy enough as it is.

“Whaurs yir
brither?”

“Coort. Witness
jist.”

“Ah swear tae tell
the truth, the whale truth, an’ nuthin’ like the fuckin’ truth.”
Horner laughed . Jamieson didn’t. Neither of the Jamieson’s were
known much as laughers.

 


* * *

 


On the other side
of the city Phillippa Jarvie closed the bedroom door on the still
sleeping Sarah but only after she’d sent the text message on
Sarah’s mobile phone that lay on the bedside table.

 


Lassiter was very,
very good at what he did. It was just unfortunate that a lot of the
time he didn’t enjoy doing it. In his line of work he seemed to be
forced to meet and mix with a disproportionate amount of prats.
Daniel Taylor was right up there with the best of them. As a
freelance journalist, Lassiter was forced to look on Taylor and his
newspaper, The Glasgow Voice, as a possible outlet for his work. He
consoled himself with the fact that now and again he could take
Taylor’s money. It would never make up for what Taylor had taken
from him years previously, but it was some consolation. Taylor’s
wife, Sarah, had been Lassiter’s one and only true love and he had
never forgotten her. A good ten years younger than him, she had
fallen for his rough and ready lifestyle back then ,but had later
opted for the safer, more predictable future that life with Daniel
Taylor had offered. Taylor was nearer her own age, good looking, a
snappy dresser and had a lot of money provided by, and still
largely being provided by, his father. His father had made a
fortune in the non-ferrous and semi-precious metals industry.
Lassiter still felt the pain of losing Sarah to Taylor but was no
longer bitter. Some thirty years later however, he knew he was
still in love with her. He very much doubted if the feelings were
mutual. He still remembered the irate phone call he received from
her the morning after he had head butted her future husband some
thirty years earlier.

 


“How did this all
come about then? The poor bastard’s been dead for all this time and
they couldn’t find a motive then. What’s changed?”

“Apparently some
woman phoned somebody at the “News”, and told him her mother told
her before she died, that somebody had helped Gallagher on his way.
Pulled some of the drips out and the poor sod was nearly dead
anyway. As people tend to do when their throat’s been slashed from
ear to ear. It seems the mother had been a nurse on the ward at the
time. She had a bit of a problem with the sauce and was told by one
of the doctors that it was her imagination and to forget all about
it. Gallagher had died from his wounds and the resultant
complications that had set in, and that was that. But the woman who
phoned said the nurse maintained on her deathbed that it was no
accident. Seemingly she never forgot about it. Never got over it.
Mentioned it every time she was drunk it seems. Never got over that
habit either. Not like you my old son.”

“Shut up a minute
Gil, I’m trying to remember something. I’ll need to speak to Danny
Hagan first.”

Lassiter put the
phone down on the chief crime journalist at “The Glasgow Voice”.
That was a very big drink he owed Gil. Pity he couldn’t join him.
He still missed drinking sometimes. Even after all these years. But
if he’d carried on he would certainly have killed himself, and
maybe one or two others as well. He frowned, trying hard to
remember everything Sarah had told him about her father on the few
occasions she had been able to speak about him, back in the days
when she and Lassiter had been close. She had loved her father very
much and had tried as hard as she knew how to blank it all out.
That was it! The one thing she had always said about him. A decent,
“hard working” man who worked “all the hours God sent.” He must
have had money worries. Maybe he went to the wrong people to solve
them. Why hadn’t anybody thought of that back in 1968. Especially
him. Too pissed probably. It had usually been the case back
then.

 


* * *

 


There was no doubt
who the text message had come from. Previously the blackmailer had
always used different ways to get in touch. Now , whoever it was,
was simply phoning newspapers. That was upsetting. Most upsetting.
Something would have to be done. Bit of a nuisance really. Three
decades later, and still no real peace of mind. Mind you it was
obvious they still weren’t really sure who they were blackmailing.
As long as it stayed that way the money was incidental. Nothing ,
really.

 


* * *

 


Taylor left Sarah
to sleep as instructed. The doctor hadn’t said what the “traumatic
experience” had been, but knowing his wife it could have been
anything from her aged mother having caught the cold , to one of
her stupid friends having marriage problems. He knew his wife.

The problem with
Daniel Taylor was he had never got remotely close to knowing his
wife. He poured himself another stiff vodka and kicking his shoes
off , pressed the remote to watch the lunchtime news. The main
reason for doing so was to ogle the extremely sexy young presenter
he had reason to believe he could entice away from her current
boyfriend. He was wrong about that as well. He glanced up now and
again from reading his mail, as it was only a report about some
fire somewhere , and even that was being brought to the nation’s
attention by the other presenter who was male and annoyed Taylor
intensely. The presenter was very professional, articulate and
handsome. He was also of Asian origin. All of these were reason
enough to annoy Taylor, or D.T. as he liked his staff to call him.
Behind his back the same staff delighted in adding the apostrophe
“s.”

Taylor’s inability
to drink and behave himself at the same time was well known in
press circles.

The presenter
glanced up from the sheaf of papers on his desk and Taylor could
have sworn he was looking directly at HIM.

“Strathclyde
Police are refusing either to confirm or deny at the moment, if
investigations have indeed been re-opened into the death some
thirty years ago of Thomas Gallagher in a Glasgow hospital. Mr.
Gallagher was the victim of…”

Taylor stared
blankly at the screen seeing and hearing nothing except Thomas
Gallagher’s last words to him all those years ago. He had to wake
her up. He had to know EVERYTHING she knew.

 


* * *

 


He had changed
very little over the years, except for the eyes. Gone was the
chilling coldness to be replaced by something slightly softer, more
world weary . But that was the only difference. Danny Hagan was
obviously still a very dangerous man. His whole body language
seemed to scream it somehow. Those same eyes had terrified a lot of
people over the years, and Lassiter knew that the same chilling
stare could still be turned on if required. He had seen some of the
hardest reputations in Glasgow back down because of that stare.
Hagan had always liked Lassiter however , and although it was never
discussed they both knew why. Lassiter had stood shoulder to
shoulder with him many times all those years ago and Hagan hadn’t
forgotten. Lassiter, on the other hand, had tried very hard to, and
had , to a large extent, almost totally changed his lifestyle. Now
he was going to have to resurrect some of it. He felt both
embarassed and strangely guilty about it all. Odd that.

“Still gettin’
paid a fortune fur writin’ a loat o’ shit?” Danny grinned, punched
Lassiter playfully on the shoulder and slid along the bench seat,
at the rear of the Gorbals pub.

“Better writin’ it
than talkin’ it. Lager?” Lassiter stood up to go to the bar. No
waitress service in this pub. Only hard, capable looking men behind
the bar. And in front of it.

“Ye know, you’re
wan ae the very few I would let talk to me like that.” Danny wagged
a reproachful finger, still grinning widely. He was still
impeccably dressed in a charcoal gray suit and black woolen casual
shirt. “Aye, an’ a wee sherry as well, seein’ that the press is
piyin’.”

“Bloody hell. You
an’ Maggie both. Sherry my arse.”

“You’re jist
crabbit because you cannae drink it any mair. Noo get yir arse up
tae the bar an’ then tell me whit this is a’ aboot THIS time. An’
whitever it is keep Maggie right oot it a’ this or you an’ me will
fa’ oot. Ah mean that Tommy.”

“Nae problem. She
means a lot tae me an’ a’ Danny.” It even felt strange to use the
Glasgow dialect again after all the years of improving his speaking
voice to try and impress editors and the like. Stand up the real
Tommy Lassiter. “D’ye need fags?”

“No’ really, but
if the press is piyin…”

Lassiter grinned
and made his way to the bar, shaking his head.

 


* * *

 


“We really don’t
know how to thank you Doctor. If you hadn’t acted so promptly in
getting Sally to the hospital, God knows what might have happened.
That other doctor that came out to see her the first time, just
didn’t seem to listen to what we were saying to him. He just said
it was a tummy upset probably from too many sweets, but you seemed
to know right away it was more than that. Appendicitis. The
operation was a complete success and…”

“There is no need
to thank me Mrs. Greenlee. Really there isn’t. I’m just delighted
to see her looking so well and so quickly too. Bet you can’t spell
that big long word Sally, can you?”

The six year old
looked up from the comic book her mother had brought her and smiled
shyly at the doctor.

“Applendy…”

The two women
laughed and Patricia Jeffries stood up to leave the hospital
bedside ruffling the little girl’s hair as she did so.

“Now you be a good
girl Sally, and do what your mum and the nice nurses tell you, and
you’ll soon be back at school telling all your friends how brave
you’ve been. Because that’s what you have been. A very brave little
girl.

“Doctor I’m not
little any more. I’m seven, nearly eight.”

“Of course you
are. I’m sorry pet. It’s because I’m so old, everybody’s little to
me. Now I really must go. Your mummy will bring you to see me when
you come home, won’t you mummy. Would you like that Sally?”

The little girl
nodded her head, and patting her mother on the shoulder as she
passed, Patricia Jeffries made her way down the ward. Sometimes it
was just so good to be alive, and able to help people.

 


* * *

 


“I’ve seen it.”
Taylor barked down the telephone. “Get hold of that dolly bird from
the television and get me on her programme as soon as you can. And
I’ll only speak to her mind. As soon you possibly can. Do it
now!”

“Sure thing D.T.
I’ll get right on it immediately.” Gil put the phone down and
muttered to himself. “Dolly bird? What fucking decade does the
clown think he’s living in?”

 


 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER THREE

 


OLD SCORES

 


“Right then Danny,
we both know the police tried very hard to prove the Gallagher
wounding -because that’s all it was when you were arrested- was
down to you. We both also know why. They wanted you, and it didn’t
really matter whether you were guilty or not. Gallagher didn’t
really matter too much to them then at all. Just another Friday
night slashing to them. But it’s not that way now.”

“Where the fuck
did the posh accent come fae all ae a sudden? Forget your auld arse
Tommy boy, an’ ah might no’ tell you anythin’”

“It’ my
investigative reporter’s voice, and I forgot who I was talking to.
Anyway I’ll talk fuckin’ Chinese if I want to, when I’m trying to
keep you out of the shit.”

“O.K. pal. Sorry.
Jist takin’ the piss.” Hagan grinned his likeable grin again, and
took a long swig of his pint , taking the opportunity to have a
quick look round to see if any of the pub’s customers could be a
source of unexpected trouble. He’d lived that way for years and
Lassiter felt strangely sorry for him. It hadn’t all been his
fault.

“Right. Gallagher
was found in the lane at the rear of the pub, with his throat
slashed. He was a good guy. He didn’t deserve that. Tell me again
how the whole thing started. Reasons. Everything. Remember I was in
London when all this happened.”

“That’s right.
Forgoat aboot a’ that. You were still doon in the Smoke win’t ye?
Tae teach a’ thae Krays an’ Richardsons an a’ them, aboot bein’
real gangsters. You an’ wee Bingo.” Hagan smiled at the memory and
Lassiter shuddered at it. “Well, you know ma auld faither haunded
ower a loat o’ money tae the bookies? Well nane ae it was his.
First it wis ma’ mither’s an’ then he goat worse an’ it wis
somebody else’s. Morton’s. Remember him? Fuckin’ clown.”

Lassiter
remembered him. A thin faced youth with a stammer who was related
to Glasgow’s most feared name of the time, Ally “Scrap” Turner.
Turner had never been known to back down from anybody regardless of
size, weight or fighting ability. A small, slightly built man
himself, his awesome reputation for never starting trouble but
always finishing it, was legendary. His nickname had been earned
both by his trade as a scrap metal merchant, and what he could do
very , very well if challenged. He had been a real fighting man. He
also made no secret of the fact that he had killed at least four
people, and had never been convicted of one murder. Turner had
survived countless attempts on his life including two stabbings, a
shooting and a razor slashing. Both he and all his gang were quite
prepared to kill under the slightest provocation, but in Ally
Turner’s case he preferred to leave that side of it to one of his
boys. He preferred to fight and would often help his opponent to
his feet, after beating him to a pulp. It was common knowledge
however, that if he ever thought it necessary he was quite prepared
to kill, using any weapon or “tool” to hand. He hadn’t been young
then and was now long dead. Morton had lived on his great uncle’s
reputation. The rumour at the time was that even Turner couldn’t
stand this particular relative but few were prepared to gamble on
it. Except Danny Hagan! Danny had, at one time, been a quiet, shy
child. At school he was well liked by pupils, including Lassiter,
and teachers alike. At the age of twelve, coming home from school,
he had been chased, attacked and almost killed by a gang of older
youths for no reason whatsoever. At the time one of the youths had
commented to the press that they had been bored, or to quote his
exact words “fed up. We’d fuck a’ else tae dae. There’s nuthin’ tae
dae aboot here.” The powers that be decided, in their wisdom, that
what they needed therefore, was a youth club, and later duly
presented them with one. The youths, in their turn, had presented
Danny with something. A totally new outlook on life! Years later
Lassiter and Danny Hagan had met again in Glasgow’s George Square
one warm summer night.

 


* * *

 


Lassiter saw
them long before they spotted HIM. At least twenty of them,
impeccably dressed to maintain their image as the best dressed
“team” in Glasgow. They were still some distance away, but he knew
which of the bus stops they were heading for, and it wasn’t
because they wanted to catch a bus. As they drew nearer, four of
the youths at the head of the crowd, detached themselves from the
others and strolled slowly through the queue awaiting the midnight
bus, staring icily at every male in it. “Shit,” thought Lassiter, “
Reggie’s at the back of them!” He had had a number of previous
run-ins with this guy and in each of them, the small, pimply faced
youth bringing up the rear had come off second best. But each time
that had happened they had both been on their own. That was quite
definitely not the case this time. Lassiter knew it was pointless
trying to run. He would be caught and severely beaten or worse. He
had to face it down now, or “brass it” as they would refer to it,
with a bravado he was far from feeling. His heart pounding, and the
familiar icy fear in the pit of his stomach he cooly stared back at
each of the youths in turn. Then it was Reggie’s turn. Lassiter
took the biggest gamble of his life. He had spotted Danny Hagan in
the main body of the gang, and knew Danny was now the main man for
this particular outfit. Hagan had changed dramatically since Tommy
Lassiter had last seen him, but hopefully not that much. He had
never had any problem with Danny. Time to put it to the test.

“Whit are
you fuckin’ starin’ it ya fuckin’ wee shite. You shouldnae even be
oot at this time o’ night. Fuckin’ midget.” Reggie’s face went
white with fury and then bright red with embarassment as first
Danny Hagan, then his second man “Adjie” Gilmour , then
their fellow, would be gangsters and finally almost the entire bus
queue burst into peals of laughter.

“Awright Tam? How
ye daein’ ya wee bampot?”

“Ah’m o.k. Danny.
Yirsel’?”

“Ah’m awright as
well wee man. But ye’ll need tae watch yirsel’ buddy. Ah’ might no’
be here the nixt time. Fuckin’ leave it Reggie. Pal o’ mine. Went
tae school thegither.” Lassiter knew he had made a good friend, and
an even better enemy that night!

Lassiter watched
Reggie’s hand come out of his inside jacket pocket empty, but
Reggie clearly was not in the least bit happy about that.

 


* * *

 


“Ye were really
chancin’ yir arm that night Tam. Dangerous wee bastard wi’ a razor
that wee Reggie. Ah wonder where he is noo? Either inside or deid
probably. Never heard any mair aboot him, efter he did time fur
that Govan caper.”

“If you would come
back up memory lane we could maybe talk about what happened that
night in the boozer in Jamaica Street?”

“Did there no’
used tae be a boozer ca’d that? Memory Lane? Ah…”

“Fuck’s sake
Danny. Now tell me everything you can remember about that night.
Because you’re going to be asked a lot more times when they re-open
this case . Stand on me about that

“It wisnae
anythin’ special.. Jist the yasual. There were six or seven ae them
when ah went in, givin’ it mouth tae some older guy in the corner.
Turned oot later it wis yir man Gallagher. Recognised him fae the
picture in the newspaper. He wis fuckin’ gemme ah’ll tell ye that.
Jist sat there starin’ at them. Somebody told Morton ah’d come in,
an’ he started laughin’ when he saw ah wis jist masel’. But he
nearly shit himsel’ when ah took the aixe oot. Least ah thought it
wis that till ah heard the noise behind me an’ there wis P.J. an’
Plum an’ aboot fifteen o’ the boays fae the dancin’. Some team we
hid in thae days. Nae good at daein’ whit they were telt right
enough. Ah’d already telt the ither P.J. an’ Plum tae let me handle
it masel’. That wee Reggie wis there an a’ that night. We fuckin’
wrecked the

place. An that’s
it. Yi’ve read a’ the rest. If ye mind that place there wis a back
door an’ they went oot it fast. Gallagher must huv tae, because the
next time ah seen ‘im wis when he’s photie wis in the paper. That’s
when they started tryin’ tae blame me fur it. The polis’ ah mean.
Ah’d never seen the guy afore in ma life.”

“I knew him
alright. He didn’t want me to have anything to do with his
daughter, but he was an O.K. guy. That’s why I went to London. That
and to sort out their gangsters.” Lassiter smiled wryly at the
memory of how stupid he had been back then and briefly, very
briefly, felt like going up to the bar and ordering a drink.


CHAPTER FOUR

 


VOICES OLD AND NEW

 


“What you do, is
exactly what I tell you to do. You leave her sleeping, and you wait
till I get there. I’ve got one phone call to make, and then I’m
leaving. Daniel, just relax. Everything is alright and Sarah’s
going to be just fine too. You know she always listens to what I
have to say. She looks to me for the support most girls would get
from their real father. I’m very good at that, as YOU should know.
I’m really very fond of her as you should also know. Somebody has
to be. You’re no bloody good at it!”

“Thanks dad. I
feel a lot better just having spoken to you.”

Charles “C.J.”
Taylor drained the last of his gin and tonic from the special glass
they kept behind the bar for him, made the phone call, and giving
Andy , the bar manager, his customary over generous tip, hurriedly
left the golf club.

 


* * *

 


“Who the fuck did
ye steal that fae?” Phil Jamieson growled at the pub drunk-or the
first of the many who frequented his pub each day to be exact- and
filled Horner another whisky.”An’ nane o’ yir bein’ sick in here
again. Ah’m fuckin’ pissed aff cleanin’ up eftir ye. It’s that
Buckfast breakfast ye huv before ye come in here that dis it.
Fuckin’ waster.”

“Ah never stole
it. It wis a present fae ma’ sister. She likes to keep in touch wi’
me tae make sure ah’m a’ right wi’ me no’ keepin’ well an’
that.”

“Ye’d keep a loat
better if ye’d gie that mornin’ Buckfast a fuckin’ bye!”

“Nane o’ yir cheek
noo. Ah spend a loat ae money in here mind. If ah wis thirty years
younger…”

“Aye right. Heard
it. Heavy? Ah know ye spend a lot. Normally somebuddy else’s
fuckin’ giro. An’ ah meant whit ah said aboot you bein’ sick
Reggie. Last fuckin’ warnin’!”

With trembling
hands Reggie grasped his pint, but not before making sure the
mobile phone message he had received earlier from his sister had
been deleted first. Better get it done before he got drunk She’d
better still be sober enough to make the phone call. She’d need tae
use the public phone at the shopping centre. “Shouldnae have left
her ony wine” he thought briefly.

“Ah’ll no’ be
lang. Mind an’ no’ let onybuddy near ma pint”

“Who’d want tae
drink it eftir your gub bein’ fuckin’ roon it?”

Jamieson lifted
Reggie’s pint and put it on the shelf beneath the bar, and Reggie
left to give his wife, Jean, her instructions.

“Watch him Phil,
ah’m tellin’ ye. He might be an auld eejit noo right enuff, but he
wis a right evil wee bastard when he wis younger.”

Phil Jamieson
looked up at Horner, surprised and then nodded his head. Horner
never joked about things like that.

 


* * *

 


“But C.J…”

“No buts Sarah.
The doctor told you to stay in bed and that’s exactly what you’re
going to do. You won’t change a damn thing, by not following her
orders. I’ll be here to look after you and to make sure that you do
just that. Daniel will have to go back into the office by tomorrow.
He’s as much use as a chocolate watch round here anyway. I can do
what I like with regard to my time . Companies virtually run
themselves nowadays , anyway. I employ a lot of good people and pay
them plenty of money to make sure of that. He can get into “The
Voice” and start trying to get to the bottom of all this. There,
that’s the lecture over.”

“Phillippa…”

“Phillippa can’t
do everything my dear. She’s got the housework and Daniel to look
after. After a couple of days when you’re better you’ll see that
I’m right and then we’ll start getting to the bottom of all this.
You’ve suffered enough. How’s your mum by the way? In a way it’s a
blessing she’s the way she is. Shock of all this would probably
kill her. O.K. is she?”

“Just the same.
Barely knows people sometimes . . At other times she’s as sharp as
a tack”

“God help you
love. You’ve had some time of it over the years and that fool of a
son of mine’s been very little help. I blame myself totally.
Spoiled him rotten.”

“You’re a lovely
man C.J. He’s not so bad sometimes you know. Never had to grow up,
that’s all. I envy him most of the time.”

“He doesn’t
deserve you, and that’s a fact”

“I really am still
very tired. I think I’ll just close my eyes for a while.”

“That’s exactly
what you’re supposed to be doing. Now remember I’ll be downstairs
at all times.”

C.J. Taylor kissed
his daughter-in-law lightly on the cheek and went downstairs to
confront his son.

 


* * *

 


Meanwhile,
upstairs in her bedroom Sarah lay back, and closed her eyes. C.J.
was such a dear. Always gentle and understanding. But she needed
somebody tougher now. Somebody who’d both lived on, and also knew
the streets well. Lassiter! She groped over for to the far side of
the bed for the telephone. Lassiter! He’d know what to do.

 


* * *

 


Gil took the call
in Taylor’s office indicating to the other assembled staff that it
was personal. They watched through the glass partition, as though
lip reading.

“Of course Sarah.
I know how to get hold of him. He’s never changed. Trusts very few
people still, does our Tommy, but he’ll listen to me. Especially
when he knows it’s for you. He’s never changed about that either.
You take care of yourself and we’ll talk later.”

 


 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER
FIVE

 


“THE
VOICE”

 


“He won’t be any
problem. As far as he knows you’ll simply be working with us on the
Gallagher case. He will know nothing about the fact that his wife
requested it. Unless you want to tell him that is. He certainly
won’t hear it from me, and nobody else knows about it.”

“How did she sound
Gil? She never got over it happening in the first place , and now
this.”

“Not too bad ,
surprisingly. I don’t think she’s as fragile as you seem to think
Lassiter. She’d need to have some kind of strength to put up with
Taylor for all these years after all. Oh dear, am I being
disrespectful to my boss again:? How very disloyal of me.”

Lassiter chuckled
down the phone delighted that Sarah had even thought about
contacting him, after all the years that had passed since they had
been close.

“I’ll meet you in
the usual place after your weekly conference. When is it?
Tomorrow?”

“Sure is. The boy
Daniel phoned me this afternoon with his instructions. He’s on
television tomorrow night about it all, with that gorgeous looking
presenter on the six o’clock spot. Earth shattering stuff that’ll
be. Fucking prat! Still, I can just turn the sound down, and
content myself with looking at her.”

“No you can’t.
You’ll be watching it with me in “The Grapes” and the regulars will
lynch you if you go anywhere near the remote.”

“Shit. Am I never
to get peace”

Lassiter chuckled
drily and put the phone down.

 


* * *

 


“Any chance ah
could huv a wee word wi’ ye Mr. Horner? Ah know somethin’ ye’d
mebbe be interested in. It’s aboot the Gallagher thingmae. Ye know
what ah mean. Ah wis there tae that night. Mind?”

“Fuck’s sake
Reggie. If ye mean the Gallagher murder, say the fuckin’ Gallagher
murder. Ah’ve goat nuthin’ tae hide aboot that. Whit the fuck
happened tae you? You used tae be somethin’ at wan time. Look at
the fuckin’ state o’ ye. Right, through the back then. Awright
Phil? We’re goin’ intae the cellar fur two minutes. Ah mean it
Reggie. Two minutes an’ then ah’m fur the off. Tell “Adjie” tae
phone me the night, Phil. Ah need tae know whit happened tae that
grassin’ bastard he’s at court aboot.”

Phil Jamieson
nodded his assent and continued to pour the pint for the battle
scarred, ex booth fighter who’d just come in, swinging punches at
imaginary opponents, as he always did.

“Fuck’s sake
Sanny. Wan o’ these days ye’ll fuckin’ knock yirsel oot wi’ that
shite. Full o’ heidbangers this pub.” Phil Jamieson muttered to
himself.

Jamieson regularly
spoke to himself in the morning. The sane and relatively sober
punters didn’t come in till later.

 


* * *

 


Gil was in his
usual seat facing the television above, and to the right, of the
bar in the “Grapes”. In his scruffy old sports jacket, and even
scruffier cavalry twill trousers and suede shoes, he looked exactly
what he was trying hard to look like.. A throwback to the late
sixties or early seventies. With his unlit pipe- he had never
smoked nor wanted to - and thick horn rimmed glasses he was, or so
he fondly imagined, the stereotypical newsman of that era. The
image was completed by a battered old trilby to cover his almost
total baldness. The unshockable and cynical newshawk. Yet Lassiter
had always felt comfortable with Gil on the few occasions they’d
met previously.. As though he had known him all his life
somehow.

“What’ll you have
me old son? Ginger beer and lime or have you changed your
poison?”

“That’ll do. He’s
definitely on , is he?”

“More’s the
fucking pity, but yes, he’s definitely on. The question is will
anybody get a bloody word of sense out of him. His stupidity
constantly astounds me and can only ever be equalled by his vanity.
Prat!”

Lassiter chuckled
and made his way to the gents before the six o’ clock news bulletin
started.”

“One man who has
sworn to leave no stone unturned until he gets to the bottom of
this thirty year old case is Mr. Daniel Taylor , the proprietor of
Glasow’s weekly newspaper “The Glasgow Voice.” Mr. Taylor, with
your family’s close involvement in this case down the years, what
will be your next step be now that Strathclyde Police have
officially stated that enquiries have been re-opened into it?”

“Let me say first
and foremost, that my dear wife’s peace of mind will be uppermost
in my mind as I do my utmost to pursue the ends of justice here.
Anyone who knows us both well enough , also knows how happy we are
together, and how I share, and have shared for many years, her
grief at the untimely and brutal slaying of her dear father.
However justice must be done, and more importantly, seen to be
done.”

“I fully
understand Mr. Taylor. And what will your next step be,
however?”

Looking slightly
put off by the very pretty young interviewer’s dogged
professionalism, Taylor adjusted his already perfectly knotted silk
tie and smiled condescendingly.

“That, Sally, if I
may make so bold my dear, must remain confidential for now. But let
me say this. Mr. Gallagher’s family WILL know exactly what happened
both before and after his arrival in that hospital. They have been
silent for thirty years. The Glasow Voice intends to change all
that. We will give them a voice.”

“Bloody prat” said
Gil draining his whisky. Lassiter stared thoughtfully at the
television set as the interview reached it’s conclusion.

 


* * *

 


Horner parked the
Jag outside his garishly decorated, ex-council house, home and sat
thoughtfully behind the wheel for quite some time, turning over in
his mind everything Reggie had told him in the cellar of the
Jamiesons’ pub. So he had a sister who worked for that bastard who
was in charge of The Voice, did he? And Reggie believed that his
sister knew something that could do damage to the bastard, if made
public. Horner was very much looking forward to helping her, as
much as he could , to achieve that.

Less messy than
just having him sorted!

Gil didn’t go home
when he and Lassiter left the pub. He went back to his office to
check if any messages of importance had been left for him. Jill,
the most promising of the trainee journalists employed by The
Voice, had left a scribbled note to tell him there was a message
for him on voice mail. After playing it over a couple of times Gil
sat alone in his office and realised he wasn’t the only one out to
do Daniel Taylor some damage. He smiled to himself in the dimly lit
office.

“The more the
merrier,” he whispered to himself in the darkness. “The more the
fucking merrier.”

Gil lifted his car
keys and left his office whistling. It amused him greatly that
Lassiter still didn’t know who he was. He would find out before all
this was over. So much for his investigative reporting. Gil hoped
he wouldn’t have to tell him himself. See if he could figure it out
on his own. Or as much as Gil wanted him to figure out, to be
precise.

 


 


END CHAPTER


CHAPTER SIX

 


STREET TALK

 


“I was only a raw
recruit back then ,but even I could see that Hagan and his outfit
had nothing to do with it. Nor, I believe, did Morton and his pals.
They were too busy trying to get out the back door of the pub. They
must have been shitting themselves. If the powers that be had taken
the time to listen to the young barman on duty that night he would
have told them exactly what happened. Apparently Gallagher
virtually ignored Hagan and his crew, finished his pint and left
the pub the same way he always did. Out the back door and down the
lane. Somebody was waiting for him. Someone with a motive and a
sharp knife. Hagan had neither. He did have an axe, admittedly, but
was still inside using it to smash the pub to smithereens.”

Lassiter had
always liked Hegarty. On the few previous occasions that they had
collaborated on cases, he had been impressed both by the C.I.D.
man’s common sense approach to them, and also his world weary
acceptance of things. That crime, and therefore criminals, existed
and would always exist. It was his job to stop them. But that did
not involve taking the convenient route. Either taking money for
favours done for some of the major crime figures, or worse still,
sending someone down for something he didn’t do.

“So it’s not a
problem for you if Gil and I do a
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