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Queen’s Park Glasgow, April 2004 

The tops of the beech trees bent and swayed in the biting north-easterly that whipped viciously across the park. It was now the second week of April, but the icy blast still carried the threat of a wintery shower. It had been, certainly by recent years, a particularly cold winter and a week after Easter it remained unseasonably cold. Spring was digging in its heels and stubbornly resisting making an appearance. The pieris and camellia shrubs that populated the border above the boating pond were yet to bloom and the first clutch of tiny mallard ducklings, hatched only last week, rode the choppy waves of the pond like a rollercoaster as they frantically tried to keep sight of mum. Discarded food wrappers, assorted detritus from overflowing bins spiralled skywards in the gusting wind before plummeting back to earth or becoming impaled on the branch ends of trees. Everything, it seemed, was just a little out of kilter.

On the west footpath near to Pollokshaws Road, a small knot of people stood peering into the murky waters of the boating pond. It was still early, just after eight, but the number of onlookers continued to grow as more and more people stopped to see what was going on. Now there were at least twenty people, all with their eyes firmly set on what was in the centre of the pond. The rough water made it difficult to see but that didn’t stop the speculation. Drew Watson had spotted it first and now he was in his element, holding court to anyone who would listen.

Watson was the coordinator of an eclectic band of dog walkers who met each weekday morning at 0730 hours at the park gates on Balvicar Street. Mostly retired, the group of both men and women had been meeting at the same spot for the last three years. Strangely, some of the group still didn’t know the names of their fellow walkers, although everyone knew all the dogs’ names. For some reason it didn’t seem so important to know each other so intimately. The old lady who owned Fudge, a caramel-coloured Maltese terrier with chronic halitosis, had hardly said two words in the eighteen months she had been part of the group. But that didn’t seem to matter, they enjoyed the companionship and security of each other’s company as they meandered their way through the myriad of paths that dissected the park.

Nearing the end of their walk the group were coming down the path that led down from the mansion house when Watson stopped abruptly. He pointed to something floating in the centre of the boating pond. 

‘Feck me, look, there’s a body in the pond!’ 

The other walkers stared open mouthed as they tried to make sense of what they were looking at. 

The owner of the Maltese Terrier was first to speak. ‘Are you sure it’s a body?’ 

Hearing her speak was almost as unusual as finding a body in the Queen’s Park boating pond. Watson gave the woman a withering look. 

‘Course it’s a body. What else could it bloody well be?’

A man holding the lead of an overweight Labrador shrugged his shoulders.

‘Looks more like a mannequin dummy if you ask me. Especially the way its dressed. Tweed sports jacket, dark trousers and the shoes look like brogues. It’s the sort of clothes you see on mannequins in charity shops. If you ask me, it’ll be teenagers having a prank. Got hold of a tailor’s dummy from somewhere and tossed it into the pond for a laugh.’

Watson looked unimpressed.

‘I’m telling you it’s a body. Look at its arms. Mannequin arms are stiff, rigid. They don’t flop and bend and those arms look floppy to me. I’m telling you 100%, it’s a body.’

‘So, where’s it’s head?’ asked the lady with the Maltese Terrier who had now said more in the last two minutes than she had in the previous eighteen months.

‘Under the bloody water I should think. It’s floating face down so it’s difficult to tell, if the water wasn’t so damned choppy, we’d be able to say for sure.’

‘I thought you were sure.’ replied the lady. ‘100% you said, that sounds pretty definitive to me.’

A tall man with an ancient brown mongrel interjected waving his mobile phone in the air before Watson had a chance to reply.

‘Just for everyone’s information, I’ve contacted the police, they’re on their way. They said they’d be here ASAP, so one way or another we’ll find out what it is.’

The consensus amongst the remainder of the crowd seemed to be swinging behind the theory that it was a tailor’s dummy and therefore must be some kind of prank. Other than a Lycra clad couple who had broken off their run and were now being buttonholed by Watson, no one appeared to be convinced that it was a body. This was Strathbungo, bodies turning up in boating ponds might happen on the set of a TV drama, but not in Strathbungo, not in the douce southside.

No more than five minutes had passed before a marked police vehicle pulled up at the gates at Balvicar street. Two uniformed officers, an older male and a much younger female, exited the vehicle and approached the pond. Athletic would not be the word you would reach for to describe the male officer. Heavily overweight, he appeared incapable of running the length of himself. Too many fast-food dinners hung in layers around his middle like a series of rubber rings. His appearance wasn’t helped by the state of his uniform. His trousers hadn’t felt the touch of an iron in months, they were baggy and at least a couple of inches too long. Various food stains gave the black serge a mottled grey appearance; it was as if some culture in a petri dish had escaped from a lab and set up home on his trousers. It was not a pretty sight. To round things off he walked with a hirpling gait, a sure sign he was suffering from back and hip problems most likely brought on by his bulk and the weight of the protective equipment and other apparel that hung from his utility belt. Years of unsociable hours and poor eating habits had taken a heavy toll, policing can be an unforgiving environment for the unfit and aging officer.

By contrast the young female officer looked the epitome of health. Small and slight of build she moved purposefully and swiftly up the path towards the group gathered by the pond. ‘Morning everyone, my name’s Constable Mellish.’

‘Morning.’ murmured the crowd. 

Constable Mellish peered towards the centre of the pond. ‘So, you think you may have found a body?’ The crowd nodded in unison. Shielding her eyes Constable Mellish peered again. 

‘Well, there’s definitely something there, but it’s difficult to say what exactly it is. It might be a body, but it could just as easily be a shop dummy, looks a bit like one to me.’

‘That’s what we thought.’ said the owner of the Maltese Terrier throwing Watson a knowing look.

Constable Mellish took out her notebook. ‘Who was it that found it and can you tell me when that was?’ 

Watson’s hand shot into the air. ‘That would be me. Drew Watson’s the name, (69) retired civil servant, Flat 2/1, 128 Pollokshaws Rd.’ The smugness in his voice dripped from every syllable. ‘And it was 0802 hrs exactly when I saw the body. I immediately checked my watch because I knew you’d ask me that. And I’m sure it’s a body and not a dummy because if you look at the arms, they’re floppy, now if it…’

‘Ok, ok let’s not get ahead of ourselves.’ said Constable Mellish holding up her hands. ‘We’ll establish that in due course.’ She scribbled a few details in her book and returned it to its pouch. Picking up a large stick that was lying under a nearby tree she made her way to the edge of the pond. Carefully she plunged the stick into the muddy depths.

‘Any idea how deep the pond is? It’s about two feet here but it would be useful to know if it gets deeper towards the middle.’

The man holding the Labrador shook his head. 

‘I’m pretty sure it’s about the same depth all over. They sail boats on the pond at the weekends. I’ve seen folk wade out to retrieve boats when they break down or get stuck. They wear thigh waders, like the ones fishermen wear, so it’s not very deep, I’m pretty sure it’s about two feet all over. I don’t know how solid the bottom is, but I suppose it can’t be too bad if they wade out to get their boats. If they were sinking into mud, they wouldn’t be able to do that so it must be fairly solid.’

‘That’s good to know.’ replied Constable Mellish pulling out the stick.

Her colleague who hadn’t said a word up till now suddenly piped up.

‘You’re not thinking about wading in are you?’

Constable Mellish threw him a look of disdain.

‘And don’t look at me like that, because I’m definitely not going in, that’s a health and safety nightmare. We should call out the Support Unit, we’ve got specialist officers to deal with this kind of thing.’

Constable Mellish looked unimpressed. She knew only too well that her colleague just wanted rid of this call. If he didn’t make it to the Ewington Hotel on Queen’s Drive by 0845 hrs he could forget getting breakfast. Sausage and bacon rolls passed out of the back door of the kitchen by John the chef. But it had to be before the dayshift manager started at nine. Miss the time slot and greedy old cops would go hungry. 

‘No, I wasn’t suggesting that you volunteer to go in, why change the habits of a lifetime. I can’t remember the last time you volunteered to do anything work related.’ 

Her overweight colleague harrumphed and looked at his watch.

‘Look, it would take ages for the Support Unit to get here if we called them out. I’ve got an idea that will save me getting wet feet and might just get you your breakfast. You know the fishing tackle shop on Pollokshaws Road, just up from the BP garage. Nip up in the panda and see if they can lend us a pair of waders. I’ve been at the shop for an alarm call before and I know he opens early. The guy who owns the shop is a decent guy, I can’t remember his name, but I know he’s got new and second-hand gear in there, some of the boys from the station get their fishing tackle there, I’m sure he’ll lend us some waders if you explain what it’s for.’

Her colleague didn’t need to be asked twice. By the time she had finished explaining her plan ‘Mr Blooby’ was halfway down the path to the panda car. Amazing what the thought of a freebie breakfast can do to kick start someone into action. 

Within ten minutes he was back. The crowd by the pond watched as he scuttled up the footpath carrying a pair of grey waders with yellow elasticated straps. Crimson faced and blowing hard as he struggled to catch his breath, he handed his colleague the waders.

‘The guy in the shop said these should do the job they’re chest waders.’ He spluttered as he fought to catch his breath. ‘The straps are adjustable apparently, so you can shorten them if they’re too long and they’ve got cleats on the soles of the boots to prevent slipping.’ 

Having delivered the necessary information, he slumped onto a nearby bench, a sweating and exhausted spent force. Nearing 28 year’s service, and still only in his late forties he was seriously in danger of not seeing his 50th birthday if he didn’t change his ways and lose some weight. He sat perspiring, pondering his mortality as his athletic colleague took off her boots and stepped into the waders. They were far too big for her 5’3 frame, but by shortening the straps as far as they would go, they would just about do. The top of the nylon waders came up to her oxters and her small feet slid about inside the capacious size 10 boots. 

‘I wish I had my camera with me hen,’ said Drew Watson trying to suppress a laugh. ‘You don’t see many Poli women dressed like that. You should go out guising at Halloween with that gear on, you’d be guaranteed to earn a few bob.’

Constable Mellish smiled. ‘It’s functional rather than fashionable.’ 

Taking small steps, she slowly moved towards the edge of the pond clutching the large stick. 

Without hesitation she stepped down into the water. Disconcertingly, her feet sank a couple of inches in the soft mud. She prodded the bottom with her stick. The ground beneath the surface layer seemed solid enough and she was able to lift her feet from the mud without difficulty. So far so good. Using the stick to check the depth she moved gradually towards the centre of the pond. The water reached halfway up her thighs, it appeared that the man with the Labrador had been right, the pond couldn’t be more than two feet deep. The crowd on the footpath held their breath as she approached the thing floating in the water.

Whatever it was it had remained almost motionless. Even though the gusting wind was making the water choppy it had hardly moved position. She was now no more than three feet away, but it was still impossible to tell what it was. Well, no time like the present, she thought, girding herself. If nothing else, she was going to have a cracking story to tell the girls at the hen night she was going to on Friday. But right now, she needed to remain professional, a surge of adrenalin coursed through her body heightening her senses, a combination of nerves and raw excitement at what was about to unfold. This was why she had joined the police, the out of the ordinary experiences that you won’t find in civvy street. All eyes were on her, she had the stage, and her audience were transfixed.

Bracing herself with the stick in her left hand, she leant forward and with her strong hand grabbed the back of the jacket. She felt the leaden weight as she tried to lift it out of the water. She had only been able to lift it a foot or so, but it was enough. She swallowed hard as her eyes focused like laser beams on the water in front of her.

This was no dummy, this was a human body, and it was missing its head!
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Between the railway bridge at Cathcart and the traffic lights at Sainsbury’s at Muirend there are 17 premises where you can get your hair, nails or other beauty treatments done. Their proximity and the choice they provided was a principal reason why Maureen Goodall enjoyed living in the southside. Most things she cared about were just a short walk from her flat in Tankerland Road. Newly turned sixty and now fully retired, Maureen was intent on enjoying the good things in life. She had never married, but that had been a deliberate lifestyle choice on her part. She’d had offers, plenty of them, but Maureen preferred to keep her options open, play the field, and live a little.

For someone entering her seventh decade she was remarkably fit. Tall and slim, she swam at the Eastwood baths at least twice a week and played tennis throughout the spring and summer months. Every Tuesday she did pilates, and on a Thursday evening she was part of a ladies tap dance class that she had faithfully attended for the last ten years. All in all, you get a picture of a lady who, in terms of fitness, could cut it with most men or women, half her age.

Her looks were very important to her, and she spent a large part of her disposable income on her beauty regime and updating her wardrobe with clothes that many might say were inappropriate for a woman her age. Skirts above the knee and tight-fitting tops were not your typical attire for a woman of 60. Not that that bothered Maureen, although she hated people thinking she was mutton dressed as lamb, she dressed, as she always pointed out, to please herself. If her appearance caught the eye of an admiring male, then all well and good, she wasn’t going to complain.

One thing Maureen Goodall couldn’t be accused of was being a cougar. She hardly ever dated younger men, and on the rare occasions she did, she employed a strict five-year policy. If they were more than five years younger than her then they were deemed to be off limits. That, for a large part, was done for financial reasons. Experience had taught her that older suitors were much more likely to splash the cash and as her own income was strictly limited, she preferred to keep the company of deep pocketed retired men. Particularly men of a certain social class who had the time and financial wherewithal to lavish her with attention and gifts. It was a formula that had served her well. 

Honing her skills over many years she had learned other tricks to help snare her prey. Loitering in the food aisle of Marks and Spencer’s in Newton Mearns had proved a fruitful hunting ground. Retired bachelors or more particularly widowed or divorced men in their 60s and 70s were in plentiful supply. Unsurprisingly they were not natural cooks, consequently they spent considerable time shopping for ready meals that they would later wash down with a decent bottle of wine.

Bridge was the other ace up her sleeve. She’d once read a book about a woman who had spent her retirement years cruising the world picking up wealthy men. She swore blind that on several occasions the thing that gave her the initial in was her ability to play a hand of bridge. Maureen had taken the woman’s advice to heart and years before she retired, she’d attended evening classes at Langside College to learn how to play. It hadn’t always worked, but her ability to make up a four, while on holiday or at the tennis or golf club, had paid handsome dividends on more than one occasion. 

With a high maintenance lifestyle and a limited budget, you had to find other means of financing your interests. It wasn’t for everyone, but what she was doing wasn’t illegal and for Maureen Goodall it provided the perfect solution. She had fun and got to enjoy some of the finer things in life.

It was only just after nine when she opened the door of ‘Pamper and Shine,’ on Clarkston Road. A girl in her late twenties, hair pulled tightly back from her forehead and wearing a crisp white tunic greeted her with a ready smile.

‘Maureen, great to see you, come in, come in. And the best news, I’ve got you all to myself for the next two hours. Unless someone walks in off the street, I don’t have another appointment till eleven, so oodles of time for you to tell me all about your trip, when is it again, and let me take your jacket.

Maureen removed her jacket and handed it to the girl.

‘Leave tomorrow afternoon. We fly to Naples where we pick up the cruise ship. Then two weeks cruising the Amalfi coast, Corsica, Nice and Cannes. For the last few days, we head to Barcelona then down to Valencia finally ending up in Lisbon. That’s where we fly home from.’

The girl put her hands across her chest.

‘Sounds absolutely divine, and all paid for by that sugar daddy of yours, you really are the luckiest lady.’

Maureen frowned.

‘He’s not my sugar daddy. Actually, I first met him about ten years ago, but I’ve only recently started seeing him again so we’re really just friends, it’s purely platonic, I’m just going as a companion.’

The girl started to giggle.

‘Of course you are, no romance, just companionship, aye right Miss Goodall, that will be the frosty Friday, I know you too well.’

Maureen laughed shaking her head.

‘No honestly, I’m being serious. He’s booked us separate cabins, he’s a widower, I think he’s just lonely.’

‘Bet you’ve got adjoining cabins though. And look at you. You’re gorgeous, no hot-blooded male is going to leave you all alone in your cabin, I’ll bet you all the tea in China.’

Maureen smiled. ‘We’ll see, but I think he’s too much of a gentleman. Anyway, regardless of any of that I’ve still got to be looking my best, it’s cocktail dresses for dinner at night, and if I’m really lucky we might get to dine at the captain’s table. I’ve always wanted to do that, so here’s hoping.’

‘Ok cool, fingers crossed for that then. Right, let’s get down to business. Hair first I thought, then pedicure and shellac and we’ll do your eyebrows last. Unless of course you want me to tidy up that bikini line, as I said, you just never know, you might get lucky.’ 
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In the CID general office at Aikenhead Road police office, Conway Niblett was searching for a pair of clean mugs while he listened to his new DCI extolling the virtues of coffee drinking, in all its varied manifestations. DCI Elaine ‘Mini’ Cooper was clearly an authority on the subject and now she was in full flow there was no stopping her.

‘I got addicted to coffee when I was at school, one of the girls in my dorm’s father was a coffee merchant. He imported coffee from all over the world and she always had small bags of exotic coffee in her wardrobe. We thought we were the height of sophistication, 13 years old and drinking Arabica coffee from a cafetiere. You know I wasn’t so keen on it to begin with, took me a little time to get into it, but within a term I was an absolute pro. And it’s stayed with me ever since. First at Uni and now in this job I’ve never looked back. I wouldn’t thank you for a cup of tea but coffee, it’s the drink of the Gods, Conway, and this one is a particular favourite.’ 

Elaine Cooper, universally known as Mini was a highflyer. With just over 11 years service she had arrived at Aikenhead Road on promotion only three weeks ago. She had spent the last 18 months working in Policy Support in Headquarters and before that she had been a uniformed Inspector in Paisley. Her last CID experience had been as a Detective Sergeant four years ago. Her appointment to DCI in a busy Division raised more than a few eyebrows, it was not what they were accustomed to. Also, while the flitting from department to department, uniform to CID, might not be the norm, it was far from unique for an officer on the Accelerated Promotion Scheme and someone who had been identified for high office. 

Elaine Cooper came from a wealthy background. Brought up in rural Aberdeenshire where her family farmed 3,000 acres of rich arable land near Kintore, she had been sent to secondary school at St Leonards in St Andrews where she had boarded from the age of 12. Boarding school had given her an independence and strength of character that had served her well both at university and now in her police career. She was intelligent, single minded and sporty. At school she had excelled at both hockey and lacrosse, gaining representative honours in both. In fact, it was only in the last year that she had stopped playing hockey competitively; a troublesome knee injury which had first reared its head while she was at university finally got the better of her and now her sporting activities were restricted to swimming and the occasional pilates class.

A graduate in psychology from Glasgow University, her choice of a career in the police service had come as a surprise to her family and friends, but thus far it had proved a pretty shrewd decision. Still only thirty-three and with three ranks under her belt, she was on course to make it to the ACPO ranks. That at least was the goal but there were potentially any number of pitfalls on the way that could prevent that from happening. A DCI’s job in a busy city division was not for the faint hearted, but Elaine Cooper was a resolute and resilient character, you don’t grow up on a farm in the middle of nowhere and spend six years at boarding school without being able to problem solve and stand on your own two feet; she was determined that she would make a success of it. It helped that she was currently single, her last relationship with a former university colleague had fizzled out six months ago, so now she was able to direct all her energies into her job. She wasn’t going to fail for not putting the hours in. 

Since the retiral of DCI Bob Fairbairn fifteen months ago the DCI’s position at Aikenhead Road had been filled by an acting rank, who while stabilising the patient after the debacle that had surrounded Fairbairn’s departure, had hardly set the heather on fire, he’d kept things ticking over but it would be fair to say that he’d kept a low profile. His efforts, however, had been recognised and rewarded with a move to a specialist role at Headquarters, so the timing of Elaine’s promotion was, from her point of view, perfect. She had the substantive rank and, most importantly, the opportunity to make her mark in a busy high-profile job.

Her nickname, Mini, was not something that she was called growing up. She became Mini when she joined 3 Group at Cranstonhill Police Office on her very first day of operational duties. Her Tutor Constable back then was a car enthusiast who drove a souped-up orange Mini Cooper. It tickled him no end that his new probationer was called Cooper. In a job where nicknames are ten a penny, it just seemed natural to call Elaine, Mini. And like many nicknames it stuck. From that day onwards everyone in the job knew her as Mini Cooper.

She was about to press the plunger on the cafetiere when the door opened and in walked DI Campbell Morrison. In his mid-forties, a stone overweight and with a healthy dose of cynicism, the career detective from Lewis in the Western Isles could not have been more different to his exuberant young boss. 

‘Better find another mug Con, the DI’s arrived and I would imagine he’ll appreciate a cup of this nectar, it’s Fazenda Santa Ines from the Mantiqueira mountains in Brazil. My parents gave me some as a birthday present. I particularly like it in the mornings, it’s robust with just a suggestion of sweetness, just right to kick start the day with.’

Campbell gave Con a bemused look and shrugged his shoulders. Con mouthed something inaudible in return and busied himself looking for the extra mug. 

‘Are you sure you haven’t got me mixed up with someone else, I like a cup of coffee but I’m certainly no expert. I’m a bit of a Gold Blend man when it comes to it. Now whisky on the other hand, I could tell you a few things about the water of life.’

Mini laughed and handed Campbell a mug of the steaming liquid.

‘Best drunk without adding anything to it I’d say, much like whisky in that regard, not that I’m in any way an expert, but I like the odd malt, a good Speyside preferably, and served just as it comes.’ 

‘Well, you’ll get no argument from me on that, although I prefer the peaty Islay malts, or something like a Talisker. I like my whisky to pack a punch.’ He took off his jacket and took a large mouthful of coffee. ‘A bit like this coffee then, which I have to say is pretty damn good.’

Mini grinned and raised her mug as she sifted through a pile of crime reports.

Over the next five minutes half a dozen detectives drifted in and found seats in the spacious office. A couple had brought their own beverage, but there was something that everyone was in possession of, a pen and a notebook. Three weeks ago, at the DCI’s first morning meeting, two DC’s arrived without the means of writing anything down. The gutting they very publicly received for arriving ill-prepared was not likely to be forgotten in a hurry. The DCI was irked and said so in no uncertain terms. In part, it may also have been a show of strength and intent on her part. Setting her stall out early. Whatever the motivation it clearly had the desired effect, no one was going to make that mistake again. Gone were the days when you could relax at the morning meeting and sit back in your chair with your feet on a table, this was a different regime altogether. Last week’s reprimand had immediately been followed by a grand inquisition. A series of questions spat out randomly in the manner of a teacher testing ten-year-olds their times tables. What was the registration number of the white Volvo seen dealing drugs in Prospecthill Square? What was the suspect’s description for the indecent exposure in Cathkin Park? Those unable to answer were embarrassed in front of their colleagues, they would not be so lackadaisical again. 

Fortunately, Campbell had been spared any humiliation as the DCI hadn’t asked him a question. Had he been asked he’d like to think he would have been able to answer but, being honest, he wasn’t 100% sure. Fortunately, his prodigy, Asif, had been paying attention. He was the only detective asked a direct question who had got the answer completely right. That wasn’t altogether surprising, Asif was always well prepared and never without a notepad and pen. What was more of a surprise was he was currently nowhere to be seen. Campbell had spoken with him in the bottom corridor when he’d arrived half an hour ago, so he was somewhere in the building. But where the hell was he? If the DCI hadn’t noticed, although he suspected that she had, she would go off on one if he walked in late. Poor timekeeping was another of her pet hates.

The DCI looked at her watch.

‘We appear to be one short, where is Detective Constable Butt? This meeting is already late, anyone got any idea where he is? I don’t see why the rest of us who managed to be here on time should be inconvenienced by his tardiness. DI Morrison, any ideas where he is?’

Campbell was about to say he didn’t have a clue when he caught sight of Con gesticulating towards the door.

‘He appears to be standing outside the door, ma’am.’ replied Con desperately trying to make eye contact with Asif to suggest that he should come in immediately.

‘For God’s sake someone open the door and tell him to get in here before I lose the will to live, we are already 5 minutes late and I’ve a meeting with the Divisional Commander in half an hour so can we get this bloody meeting underway?’

A detective sitting close to the door leant forward and opened it gesturing for Asif to come in. 

Asif stepped into the room head slightly bowed so he didn’t make direct eye contact with the DCI. 

‘Apologies for being late, but I’m not sure if you’re already aware ma’am.’ Asif held up a printout in his right hand.

‘Aware of what?’ asked Mini eyeing Asif suspiciously.

‘Aware that the uniforms have recovered a body floating in the Queen’s Park boating pond. Inspector Brough and Sergeant Pearson are on their way down to the locus, they’re asking for CID to attend, that’s why I was late ma’am, I was speaking to them in the corridor.’

Mini sat back in her chair putting her hands behind her head.

‘No, I wasn’t aware, but of all the excuses I’ve been given for people being late, that is one of the better ones I’ve heard.’ she held out her hand.

‘Show me the incident?’ 

Asif handed her the printout which she started to read. ‘And do we have any idea who the deceased is? Gender, name?’

Asif shook his head. 

‘There’s no indication on the incident, it just says it’s the body of a male and was fully clothed. Oh, and identification might prove a little tricky as apparently it’s missing its head!’

Campbell spluttered a mouthful of coffee over his desk. That was not what he was expecting his colleague to say. And yet the casual way Asif dropped it in was, in many ways, so typical. It was only a small detail, but a crucial one nevertheless and to Campbell it spoke volumes. Asif had added that the body was missing its head as if it was some incidental minor detail or even an afterthought. Campbell or most experienced detectives would have answered the DCI’s question by saying they had found the body of a headless male, or words to that effect. The important detail that the body was missing its head would not have been an, oh and by the way, I should have said, it’s missing its head. 

Asif was a bright boy, much smarter and harder working than most other detectives in the office, but whether it was his experience growing up in Lahore or other cultural differences, there was a streak of naivety and innocence that ran through him. Sometimes he came away with the most bizarre things. That was largely borne from inexperience; he just wasn’t what you would call ‘streetwise.’ That wasn’t his fault, it just meant that on occasions he could be exposed or even taken advantage of. As a detective it was a trait you could well do without. Detective Constable Asif Butt still had a great deal to learn. 

Slowly shaking her head, the DCI finished reading the incident and looked at Asif. 

‘So, it’s missing its head, apparently.’ Asif nodded and swallowed hard, even he was able to detect the tone of sarcasm in the DCI’s voice. 

‘Yes, ma’am, that’s correct, it was found without his head. Just a body, no head.’

Con and Campbell winced willing their colleague to shut up immediately. He was in danger of digging a hole for himself that he might not be capable of getting out of. 

Campbell had heard enough; it was time to step in and try and save Asif from further embarrassment.

‘Well ma’am three weeks in and it appears you’ve got your first murder. Not sure we can find any other explanation for a fully clothed headless body being in the Queen’s Park boating pond.’

DCI cooper stared at Campbell contemptuously. 

‘Indeed not Detective Inspector. But before you give me any more glimpses of the blindingly obvious get your jacket on and get yourself down to the locus. And take Detective Constable Butt with you, I’m sure being part of a murder investigation will do him the world of good.’

The barbed retort stung Campbell like a wasp. It was all he could do not to bite back. Everyone in the room had heard it, but that, as Campbell well knew was the point of it. It was someone very publicly and deliberately asserting their authority. It appeared that the only person who hadn’t picked up on it was Asif, he was just delighted to be getting first-hand experience of a murder enquiry. 

The DCI stood and gathered up her folder. 

‘Con, take the crime and incident reports from my desk and cover the meeting for me, you know the script. I’m going to grab a quick word with the Divisional Commander and after that I’ll come down to the locus. And let’s make sure that the incident is properly and accurately updated, everything by the book. I don’t want to be getting asked questions that I can’t answer.’ 

Campbell gave a perfunctory nod but didn’t reply. If nothing else the last ten minutes had shone a light on the true character of his new line manager. The inconsequential and friendly small talk while drinking a cafetiere of fancy coffee had disappeared quicker than snow off a dyke. He should have seen it coming. He was annoyed with himself for letting his guard down. That wasn’t like him, he’d been bitten too many times before by egotistical line managers. Quietly fuming, he grabbed a set of car keys and ushered Asif towards the door. If this morning was anything to go by, his working relationship with his new line manager was going to be a testing one.
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Asif found a parking space on Pollokshaws Rd across the road from the entrance to the park. An overweight cop wearing a fluorescent jacket that looked fit to burst stood looking thoroughly fed up by some blue police barrier tape that had been loosely strung across the gates suggesting that no one should be entering the park. The group of dog walkers and other hangers on who had been watching events unfold had now been moved out of the park. Most had drifted away to get on with their day, but Drew Watson and several others had positioned themselves on the pavement by the railings, where they continued to watch proceedings. Watson had managed to find a milk crate which he was now standing on affording him an unrestricted view over the top of the railings. His dog, thoroughly disinterested, lay curled up and asleep by the crate. 

The cop at the Balvicar Street entrance looked a picture of misery. It was now well after nine and any chance of free scran from the Ewington Hotel had passed for that morning. The disappointment of missing his breakfast was etched large on his face.

‘Morning Dave.’ said Asif breezily as he and Campbell made their way through the gates and up the path towards the boating pond. The cop frowned thrusting his hands into his pockets.

‘A friend of yours?’ asked Campbell sarcastically. 

‘No not really. We used to work on the same shift for a short time. Dave Cunningham’s his name, or Slypig as everyone calls him, although I never understood why. I knew he was here as I saw his name on the incident. I know his neighbour Natalie Mellish better, I worked with Natalie a few times in the past, she’s a cracking cop, I really enjoyed working with her. She was the cop who waded into the pond and discovered the body. Must have given her a right old shock when she saw its head was missing.’

Campbell stopped walking and put an arm across Asif’s chest.

‘Slypig, it’s a nickname, right. Cunning Ham, get it?’ he lifted up his hands and waited for a response.

Asif smiled and shook his head. ‘Nope, no idea what you’re on about. Anyway, it’s not important. Look, that’s Natalie standing on the other side of the pond with Inspector Brough.’

The two detectives followed the path around the pond to where their colleagues were standing. Campbell stopped for a moment to look at the body that was still floating motionless in the centre of the pond not more than 25 feet away. The strong wind of earlier had eased slightly making the water less choppy and visibility better. The light brown jacket the body was wearing had the appearance of tweed with a thin red check running through it. The trousers appeared to be dark green, possibly corduroy, and the shoes tan coloured leather brogues. He would wait for confirmation, more than 20 years as a detective had taught him not to jump to conclusions, nevertheless, his initial impression was these looked like the clothes of an older gentleman, and a well-dressed one at that. 

Inspector Brough smiled as his colleagues approached. ‘Morning Campbell, morning Asif.’ 

‘Yeah Morning’, replied Campbell pulling up the collar of his jacket. ‘Damned cold for April isn’t it, and I never learn, should have put the old Barbour on, well at least it isn’t bloody raining, that makes a change. Now what can you tell us?’ 

Inspector Brough shrugged his shoulders.

‘Not much I’m afraid. Still very early days. After Natalie discovered it was a body all we’ve been able to do is secure the locus, well, the area close to the pond. I’ve got a cop up at the mansion house and you would have passed Slypig down at Balvicar Street. Other than that, we’ve called out SOCO, a photographer, and the Underwater Unit are on their way. And that’s about it. We’ve got the details of the group who reported finding the body but obviously no statements yet. We had to move them out of the park as they were starting to get in the way if you get my drift.’

Inspector Brough threw a sideways look towards the group of rubberneckers standing by the fence.

‘Is that one of them standing on the crate peering over the fence?’ asked Asif scribbling notes in his pad.

Inspector Brough nodded.

‘Yep, that’s the guy who first saw the body, lives further up Pollokshaws Road, goes by the name of Drew Watson, bit of a ‘Sweety Wife’ and know-it-all, likes the sound of his own voice.’

Campbell grinned.

‘Yeah, I know the type, funny how one always seems to turn up at a murder locus.’

‘Absolutely.’ said Inspector Brough. ‘And they’ve always got something to say about how we should be doing our job, they can be a right pain in the arse.’

‘You’ve got Watson down to a tee.’ giggled Natalie. 

‘Ok, before we get sidetracked completely, any sign of the missing head?’ asked Campbell.

Inspector Brough shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Nope. But to be fair we’ve not had much of a chance to look yet. Sergeant Pearson and a cop are checking the borders around the pond, just a cursory look, but it will need to be properly searched when the Unit get here. They’re the experts, they’ll undertake to do that.’

Asif looked up from his notepad. ‘Could the head still be in the pond or is that unlikely?’ 

Campbell rubbed his chin.

‘Could be, difficult to say, and of course the pond will have to be searched, but equally it could be anywhere, I wouldn’t be surprised if it’s not in the pond.’

Inspector Brough looked confused.

‘Funny place for a body to turn up, a boating pond in a busy city park, most bodies are found hidden away, dumped somewhere out of sight. But not this one, it was always going to be found quite quickly, but perhaps that’s what whoever did it wanted of course. I’m just thinking out loud, but it’s a strange one don’t you think?’

Campbell rubbed his hands together.

‘It’s unusual I’ll grant you that, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves, it’s very early days. Right, Asif, I want you to get onto the control room and get them to contact Blochairn and get them to pull all the CCTV tapes for cameras that cover this park. There must be several of them at least.’

‘Roger that.’ replied Asif excitedly. This investigation promised to be his first proper exposure to a murder enquiry, and he was relishing the prospect.

‘Any particular timeframe you want covered?’

Campbell pondered for a moment.

‘Let’s start from dusk last night, say 2000 hours. If the body had been dumped during daylight, I’m pretty sure someone would have noticed it, it’s a busy park after all. And do me a favour and make sure the incident gets fully updated to that effect. We don’t want to give our new leader any opportunity for criticism. We’ll make sure we cover all the bases, one logical step at a time.’ 

*

By 11 o’clock the area around the pond was a frenzy of activity. Mini Cooper had arrived an hour ago and was busy issuing instructions to seemingly anyone and everyone. This was her show, and she was making it abundantly clear who was in charge. 

The deceased, a white male of average build, whose clothing and liver spotted hands, suggested he was aged between 60 and 70. He had been photographed in situ, as he lay in the water, and more detailed photos of his clothing had been obtained when the body had been removed to the grass on the far side of the pond as far away as possible from Watson and the other onlookers whose numbers had swelled to more than twenty.

In truth there really wasn’t much to see now that the body was sealed in a body bag. A private black ambulance, referred to as the Shell in police circles, was now in attendance. Much to the annoyance of Watson it was parked on the path immediately in front of the body bag. Now he couldn’t see a thing. The deceased’s remains would be removed to the city mortuary where Asif and another DC were going to be in attendance to check the body in, seize its clothing and any valuables or other items that might be of evidential value. 

It hadn’t taken long for the Underwater Unit to complete their initial search. As they had said themselves it had largely been a waste of time. The water was so muddy it was like looking into a bowl of Mulligatawny soup. They couldn’t see their hands in front of their face. The Unit’s Inspector had already moved to plan ‘B’. Eight Support Unit officers all kitted out in waterproof suits and armed with garden rakes were standing in the pond about six feet apart. Very slowly and moving in complete unison, they started to make their way down the pond dredging the bottom with their rakes as they went. Slow sweeping movements, first to the left and then to the right. It was like watching some weird sort of aqua aerobics. Their sergeant carried a large wipe board onto which he had drawn the outline of the pond. Taking line of sight markings from landmarks like trees, benches, or wastepaper bins, he drew an accurate grid which allowed him to divide the pond into four separate sectors. This gave him confidence that the officers wouldn’t go over areas they had already searched. It was a methodical and painstaking process, but it made sure that every inch of the pond was searched. 

The first trawl of the pond took about 20 minutes. A rusty pushchair, a fire extinguisher and a kiddie’s bicycle lay on the grass at the south end of the pond. The second trawl completed walking in the other direction added more items to the haul. Another bike, a fold up chair and several pieces of corrugated sheeting together with an assortment of smaller items including several lengths of copper piping, which had probably been dumped after being ripped out of one of the nearby flats when they were renovated several years ago. The trawl had revealed an impressive collection of items, but there was still no sign of any head. 

With the body safely aboard the Shell, Campbell was deep in conversation with Asif making sure he understood what he needed do when he checked the body into the mortuary. Getting the deceased identified was the most pressing need. A quick search of the body had not found any wallet, bank cards or other paperwork that might help identify who the dead man was. In the absence of anything with a name on it, and while the head remained missing, formal identification was going to prove problematic. 

DC Bob Thomson had now arrived to accompany Asif to the mortuary. He was parked in an unmarked Astra immediately behind the black ambulance. Asif listened carefully and made numerous notes as Campbell issued him with a long list of instructions. A visit to the mortuary was not a new experience, Asif had been there many times before. But on those occasions, it had been for routine sudden deaths, he had never had to accompany a murder victim before, so naturally he was apprehensive. His nerves calmed somewhat when his mentor assured him that DC Thomson had undertaken the task several times before.

The ambulance switched on its engine and sidelights; it was time to go. 

‘Message me from the mortuary if you get an ID.’ shouted Campbell as Asif opened the passenger door of the Astra. ‘I’ll want to know before a certain DCI gets to hear about it.’

Asif wound down his window.

‘No worries, I’ll make sure you’ll be the first to know. Well, that’s a lie, actually you’ll be the third person to know because Bob and I will know before you!’ He started to giggle. 

Campbell shook his head and smiled to himself, that was a typical Asif response. For all his idiosyncrasies, there was something immensely likeable about him. He had a ready sense of humour and didn’t take himself too seriously. Also, he didn’t see the need to act like most of the other detectives, he was his own man, comfortable in his own skin. Perhaps most importantly of all, his moral compass was almost always on point. That, above everything else, was what Campbell most admired about Asif. 

Campbell watched as the vehicles disappeared down the path and out of the park gates. He was aware of voices talking behind him. It was Mini Cooper and Inspector Brough.

‘Do you think it was wise to let Asif go to the mortuary without you? Responsible job that and even more so given we don’t know the identity of the deceased.’ 

He fixed his new boss with a dead pan expression.

‘He’ll be absolutely fine, he’s with Bob and he’s an old hand. And as I’m sure you’ll be the first to appreciate, we all have to learn.’

It was a cheeky remark, but Campbell couldn’t help himself, it was payback for the put down she’d given him earlier. 

Mini threw Campbell a look that could have cut glass, she didn’t reply, but the meaning behind what Campbell had said was not lost on her. Inspector Brough was completely mute, he didn’t want to get involved in any internal spat, so he tapped his fingers together nervously while looking at his feet.

Mini cleared her throat. 

‘I’ve made a decision. I’ve decided that we need to shut the park. The whole park is a potential crime scene. We need to find the missing head as a matter of urgency and the best way to do that is to clear the park of all members of the public, secure each entrance and create a sterile area. We can use the expertise of the Support Unit to systematically search the entire park.’

Campbell raised his eyebrows and stared at Mini. A deep, penetrating stare that said, you can’t be serious! Seconds of painful silence passed.

Eventually, Mini spoke.

‘Judging by that look and your lack of response you’re clearly not convinced by that suggestion. So, go on, enlighten me Detective Inspector Morrison, what would you suggest?’

Campbell thought for a moment.

‘Well, now that you’ve asked, I certainly wouldn’t rush to close the park. There’s nothing to suggest that the head will be in the park, well nothing other than proximity to where the body was found, but if that is our benchmark, then why don’t we search all those flats across the road or the houses and gardens in the street behind the flats, they are all closer to where the body was found than most parts of this park. I’m not saying we shouldn’t search the park; I think that’s a given, I’d just be wary of closing everything down, doing that brings huge logistical considerations into play.’

Mini looked annoyed.

‘What logistical considerations? This is a murder enquiry for God’s sake, it must take priority.’ replied Mini tersely.

‘And it will. But it can’t be to the exclusion of everything else. I reckon there must be about a dozen ways into this park, each one would require a police presence to prevent entry and for how long? A day, 3 days, a week? And if you’re asking my opinion, I don’t think using exclusively Support Unit officers would work either. We’ve got half their contingent here today, their Inspector was telling me the other half are up in Oban doing a series of search and seals ahead of a Royal visit. So, this is your lot in terms of personnel from the Support Unit. Those are the sort of logistical challenges I was meaning.’ added Campbell.

Mini still didn’t look convinced. 

‘I could request mutual aid. Bus officers in from other Divisions if you’re worried about the number of resources that would be taken away from our own Division.’

Inspector Brough had been listening intently, overcoming his earlier reticence it was time to add his tuppence worth.

‘Ma’am, what you’re suggesting isn’t unreasonable, I don’t think anybody is saying it is, but there’s another consideration here that’s not been mentioned. The financial costs. The overtime costs for bringing in that many officers for an extended period of time would be astronomical. I know the Divisional budget is already overspent, that would potentially decimate it.’

‘I’m well aware of the Division’s budget situation Inspector, I attend the management meetings, I hear about it every week.’

Inspector Brough didn’t reply, he reckoned he’d probably said enough, he wasn’t looking to pick a fight with the new DCI.

Campbell tried to clarify his position.

‘Chief Inspector, neither of us is trying to undermine your authority, but I think you’d have to admit that the missing head could quite literally be anywhere. The only place we’re confident that it isn’t is in the pond. For what it’s worth, I think we should search the park today. With our own resources, a couple of dog handlers and utilising the Support Unit officers that are already here we could conduct a pretty comprehensive line of sight search by end of play today. You won’t be able to do that if you use up 12 resources standing by entrances. And on the plus side, we’re fortunate that spring is so late, most of the trees and shrubs are not even in full leaf yet, searching the wooded areas should be relatively straightforward.’

Mini gave a weary sigh.

‘But what about contamination of a crime scene by members of the public. That goes against all the principles I remember being taught on my detective training courses.’

Campbell nodded. What the DCI said was correct, but occasionally there are times when you have to use your experience and go against the perceived wisdom. For Campbell, one of those times was right now.

‘Honestly, I wouldn’t be too concerned by that. I’d look upon it as having many extra pairs of eyes helping us. If a dog walker finds a head behind a tree, they’re going to come running for us pretty damn sharpish, they’re not going to interfere with it, I don’t think you’ve got much to be concerned about on that score.’ 

Through a half smile Mini gave another sigh.

‘Their bloody dog might!’

Campbell smiled at the use of humour. He sensed the DCI might just be starting to mellow. She appeared to be taking on board what he and Inspector Brough had said.

‘Ok, having listened to the pair of you we’ll go with your plan, Campbell. It’ll certainly save us a lot of time and it won’t burst any budget. And on reflection I think you’re probably right, it is likely to end up achieving the same result.’

Campbell was reassured to hear that. For all her confidence and bullish leadership style, she had, in that moment, shown herself ready to listen and to change her mind. That was more than some senior officers he could mention. It was still early days, but it was the first sign he had seen that might suggest they could enjoy a positive working relationship. He had never doubted her ability, she was clearly smart and quick on the uptake, she just needed some of her rough edges smoothed out, and he reckoned he might just be able to help her in that regard.

‘Inspector Brough.’

‘Yes ma’am.’

‘I want a briefing here in ten minutes. You, Campbell and the Sergeant and Inspector from the Unit. And have Natalie Mellish attend, it’ll be good experience for her. She looks well capable of taking on some leadership responsibilities.’

‘On it, ma’am.’ replied Inspector Brough. ‘Briefing here in ten.’
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Yesterday’s search of the park had not revealed anything untoward. There was certainly no trace of the missing head. DCI Cooper had stood the search team down at 1930 hours. By then the light was starting to fade, and it had been a long and tiring day for everyone. 

Mini had made another decision that had impressed Campbell. She had decided to restrict the search to the open areas of the park, and to the woods and herbaceous borders. She had organised for nightshift officers to guard the mansion house, the bowling club that bordered the park on Queen’s drive, and the compound that housed the park keepers’ offices and vehicles. These premises could all be searched the following day with additional resources. The nature of the buildings with their numerous rooms and storage areas meant the search would be quite involved and take time. The decision to delay it till the following day was a wise and sensible one as far as Campbell was concerned.

*

It had just gone 0700 hrs and as usual Asif and Con were the first ones in. For Asif that was just his habit, but for Con it was a necessity. Each morning, he had to collate all the crime reports from the previous 24 hours, any long-term missing person enquiries and any other issues that were crime related. All this had to be pulled together ahead of the CID morning meeting. Today he was even busier than usual. With help from a colleague, he had spent yesterday afternoon setting up the Major Incident Room which would be used to coordinate the murder investigation. This had involved setting up computers and phones as well as whiteboards, flipcharts and the obligatory kettle and coffee mugs.

This morning with the help of Asif he was filling the stationery boxes with production bags and schedules, statement forms, and any number of clipboards, pens and fluorescent markers.

‘Ok, time for the first cup of tea of the day, I reckon we’ve earned it. Just after seven and I think that’s everything done. Mini said she’d be in for 0730 hrs so just time for a brew.’ said Con switching on the kettle.

Asif pulled up a chair.

‘Sounds good, and while it’s just the two of us, run that past me again will you, I just want to be sure I picked you up right.’

Con chuckled as he looked for the teabags. 

‘As I told you, Sly is another word for cunning. It means the same thing. And ham comes from a pig, so Cunning Ham, becomes Slypig. Get it?’

Asif scratched his head.

‘Yep, I think I’ve got it, you’ve explained it better than Campbell did. It was the word sly that was confusing me, it’s not a word I’m familiar with or have ever used. At school in Lahore, they were very particular about vocabulary in our English lessons, I don’t think sly ever got a mention. But I get it, Cunning ham, Slypig. Quite clever now I think about it.’
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