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         To Maggie, Gemma and Claire,

and all the wonderful people in my life.

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER ONE

         

         It’s Friday night and Jackie lies wounded and flat out on the road, outside an obliterated taxi on Glasgow’s Sauchiehall Street. A stunned silence has replaced the drunken banter at the rank, the sing-song with the auld busker, the tapping of feet to Johnny the fiddler.

         Next to her broken body, a mobile is in bits on the ground, the one with a device triggered by a call answered by her minutes before. And there am I, Sean Rooney, standing over her saying, “In the name of the Father,” with tears in my voice.

         An old lady asks, “Is she dying son?”

         “I think so. I was blessing her.”

         “Aw, last rights, get it. Do you know her name?”

         “Aye, DCI Jacqueline Kaminski… she used to be my wife.”

         I turn to see shocked faces, hands over mouths, shaking of heads. A cacophony of questions arrives. “What happened to her?” “Why’s he standing over her, blessing her?” “Where’s the polis when you need them?” I look past them to see Jean Dempsie, MI5, looking on from a doorway. Why was she there? I turn back to Jackie. I want to help her, but I have to get out of there fast, disappear, go somewhere no one would find me; especially her dad, Hubert, the Chief Constable of Strathclyde Police.

         
             

         

         A bomb attack on a DCI while travelling in a private taxi confirms Glasgow has moved on from the chibbing after the clubs spill out, the female spats, the muggings. This is a much more cynical and scary climate of crime in No Mean City. An attack on Jackie, in charge of the investigation into The Father, the infamous and recently deceased leader of The Family, a collective of the most feared crime families in the country, breaks the code of the traditional mob not to involve the police nor the public in their turf wars. This is a real game changer; even more so as she’s Hubert Kaminski’s daughter, a man who doesn’t take prisoners.

         
             

         

          I turn away, pull my hood over my head and scurry along Sauchiehall Street; just another disturbed man in Glasgow that night. In the name of sweet Jesus, what happened back there? I ask myself, as I splash through the puddles on the pedestrian precinct in Buchanan Street.

         
             

         

         Jackie, left close to death on a Glasgow street, and you standing over her like a vulture on carrion.

         
             

         

         Jesus, the unholy voice in my head is back. It has a habit of turning up in times of stress, or when my mania or depression opens the door into my mind to let it out. “Go away,” I tell it, then sit down on one of those black marble seats to think back. “Why was Jean Dempsie there, what did she, they, have to do with it? I wanted to help Jackie; but I couldn’t, I was frozen to the spot.”

         Well, you made the call.

         I rest my head in my hands. “Christ, it was her or me.” I had succumbed to another bloody double bind, I make the call, lose Jackie; don’t, I’m a dead man. Don’t make the call, save Jackie; do, I lose Jackie. I need to make another call.

         
             

         

         Hubert is on the warpath. His daughter is now in a hospital bed in the GRI. He’s a hard man with a harder reputation and he wants answers, he wants arrests. The teams have been active on the streets and a DCI, his DCI, has been attacked. He needs to get those who did this and he seldom fails.

         At his desk, bedecked with pictures of his family, his new wife, one of Jackie as a child on holiday, he pulls out his “crook book”, as he calls it. His first call is to Davy McGing, the boss of the McGing firm, only the most powerful team in Glasgow. Is this a mob hit? If anyone knows, he will.

         “Davy, it’s me.”

         Hubert doesn’t need to introduce himself, Davy is expecting this call. “Aye, how’s it goin’ big man, you on about Jackie?”

         “Don’t suppose you’d know anything about it?”

         “Blown up in a taxi?”

         “Gold star; what do you know?”

         There’s one thing Davy knows; his telephone is tapped, not by Hubert but most likely MI5, given his prominence in the Glasgow underworld and his days gun running to Northern Ireland. 

         “Hitting a DCI in a taxi on a Glasgow street, who the fuck would be daft enough to do that?”

         Hubert draws enough breath to deliver a blast. “Look, son,” he says, even although Davy is only two years younger than his sixty-three, “I don’t give a fuck how many of each of you fuckers kill each other, no member of the public nor police officer gets caught up, injured or harmed, in your fucking wars. You know the score; you got that?”

         Davy puts the phone back to his ear. “Aye, no problem, big man. Hubert?”

         “What?”

         “You know Jackie ran with the bad boys.”

         Hubert isn’t sure whether to applaud his daughter’s courage or condemn her stupidity. His daughter’s relationship – good or bad – with the Glasgow teams is known and understood, as is his: it paid dividends.

         “You taking over, Davy?”

         “Eh?”

         ‘The Father in waiting?”

         ‘Suicide that, Chief.”

         “You keep me posted if you hear anything.”

         “Aye, sure, Hubert. Hear she’s in a bad way.”

         “Aye, but she’ll survive. She’s a fighter.”

         “Just like her dad?”

         “Mind, Davy.”

         Hubert’s ‘mind’ always meant something. Those who knew him knew exactly what he meant by it.

         “I’ll get back tae ye’ if I hear anything; watch yourself.”

         “Always do wee man.”

         Hubert ends the call and Davy waits for the usual ‘click’ before replacing the receiver. He nearly says “Cheerio arsehole, I know you are there.” Davy would never reveal anything by telephone; both he and Hubert understood this. If Davy knew anything, he’d contact Hubert personally, directly.

         “Next, the spooks,” Hubert says, calling Jean Dempsie, section head, MI5, Glasgow Office.

         Jean’s phone buzzes. “It’s the Chief,” Margaret Johnston, her admin, informs.

         “I told you, no calls.” Jean slams her phone down. 

         “Just one minute, sir.”

         Dempsie paces her office floor, not because she is agitated, which she is normally; it’s part of her exercise regime: don’t sit at your desk, keep on your feet, walk up and down your office, burn the calories, kill the stress. Running intelligence services in a place like Glasgow had its obvious demands. “Glasgow is a bloody tinderbox and I’m the bloody smoke alarm,” she’d spell out, word by word, step by step, as she walked the floor.

         Margaret gets fed up with her boss’s keep-them-waiting games. “Ma’am, it’s Hubert, you know what he’s like.”

         Dempsie takes the call standing up. “Hubert, you OK?”

         “As well as could be expected, Jean.”

         “Jackie?”

         “I believe you were there.”

         “Yes, indeed, official business, matters of national security, you know I can’t –”

         “Oh, you can’t say; ‘political immunity in the interests of the state’, but she’s my fuckin’ daughter, Jean, my fuckin’ daughter.”

         “Hubert –”

         “Aw, fuck off.” Hubert loses the rag and crashes the phone down. He’s in no mood to discuss MI5 and Police protocol, but he’ll find out soon enough why she was involved.

         For the meantime, he’ll return to his official duties, soon to be the first Chief Constable of Police Scotland, charged with leading Strathclyde Police into the new national police force.

         
             

         

         “Bloody cheek,” Dempsie says, puffing. “That’s it.” She’s done her thirty breadths of the office. “That’ll do.” She drops onto her office sofa. “Police Chief or not, no bloody way does he get classified information.” Her phone buzzes again. “Fucks sake, Margaret can you no –”

         “It’s Rooney, ma’am.”

         “Jesus, Hubert first, then Rooney. Tell him –”

         “He says he’s about to talk to the papers.”

         “Put him through.” She wipes the sweat from her arms. “Where did he go? Headed off, not part of the plan. No problem, Hubert’ll pick him up.” She presses hands-free and strips off her top to the delight of the office letches leering through the internal office windows. “Well, Rooney?” She dries her armpits and rolls on antiperspirant.

         “Why were you there, Jean?”

         “Just enjoying the show, Rooney.”

         I coory into a doorway next to Buchanan Street Subway. “Jackie, she’s–”

         “No, Rooney, she’s in the GRI, she survived.”

         I thank the gods.

         “But?” she says, then “fuck,” she adds, chastising herself. ‘But’ was the word she was thinking, but not the one she should have used. “Watch what you say,” I hear her say to herself. “She could have been killed.”

         “You said I was –”

         “You were at risk, Rooney.”

         “What do I do now?”

         In asking this, I know there’ll be no answer.

         “I am not in the business of giving advice to mentally ill criminals, Rooney.” She ends the call and dons a fresh shirt taken from her desk. The letches go back to their intelligence inquiries.

         It is time to panic.

         
             

         

         I move onto George Square at a pace. I have to get away, out of sight, to hide, to think. Where could I go, where Hubert wouldn’t find me?

         Where would a bad man go?

         “To hell, that’s where I deserve to be.”

         I find a seat in the middle of the Square. There I’ll watch and sit for a while, take stock, try to make sense of it all. People speed through the square, to get home, to get out of the rain, but that’s not the main reason to get out of Glasgow, for them to get home this night. Only a fool, a drunk or a madman would be sitting in a wet but packed George Square this night.

         They’ll find you there.

         “I’ll go… underground.”

         They’ll dig you up.

         I look around. Our chat draws looks from passers-by. However, a man on a bench in Glasgow’s George Square talking to himself doesn’t draw too much attention. “Poor man, he needs a doctor,” combines with a few shaking heads.

         “It is OK, God loves you.” I say, raising my hand in a show of peace. “God is good.” 

         You have to hide, numpty.

         “Yes, somewhere to keep my head down.”

         Gartnavel Royal, you’ll be safe there, you’ll get some treatment.

         “People know me there.”

         I worked there as a forensic psychologist in a time when I was sane and the world was mad. Now, in Glasgow, everything is mad, including me.

         Somewhere you’re not known. Hairmyres Hospital.

         “Will I get in?”

         You, an expert in admissions to psychiatric hospitals, you’ll get in.

         “It’s not that easy.”

         You’ll know what to do.

         “Remind me.”

         First you go to A&E.

         “Yes.”

         Convince them you’re mad, that won’t be hard, then tell them you won’t leave, that MI5, Strathclyde Police, and the Glasgow underworld are all out to kill you.

         “I tell them the truth?”

         You got it.

         I walk all the way to Hairmyres Hospital in East Kilbride, almost twelve miles away, but I am as high as a kite and move like the last train out of Glasgow on a Friday night. I get there and present myself at the reception in A&E. I tell this woman behind the glass, the receptionist, that I need to see a doctor.

         “Name?”

         I push my chest out. “God… The Father.”

         “Address?”

         “The promised land.”

         “Don’t be cheeky, son.” She looks over her glasses. “I’ve had a day full of smart arses, druggies, alkies, paranoids, hypochondriacs, cut fingers, colds, flus, and those out to entertain me. Now, why are you here?”

         “Mea culpa. I just killed a man.”

         “Put a gun right to his head, pulled the trigger now he’s dead,” she sings. “Right, sit down there.” She points to a seat at the front of the waiting room.

         I hear her calling the police as a busy medic arrives to take the next patient. “Yes, officer, he said he has just killed a man; yes, yes, yes.” 

         “Hold on, Denise.” The medic is talking to her, but looking at me, becoming interested at my talking aloud. He comes over. “You’re talking to yourself.”

         “I’m talking to… Jesus.”

         “Who are you?”

         “I’m The Father.”

         “And why are you here?”

         “The police and MI5 want to kill me.”

         He looks at me, no he studies me for a few seconds, maybe because I look like I’ve been in a crime scene, which I have. I say I won’t leave. He moves behind the glass and talks into a phone. A few minutes later, a burly male nurse arrives with a female sidekick. This man kneels down close. “You need to come into hospital,” he says. I tell him I am in hospital. “A different hospital,” he says. I tell him I need safety and I am staying put.

         “You can’t stay here,” the doctor says, coming out of his glass tank.

         The nurse adds, “We want you to come into the mental health unit for assessment,”

         That’s it, I grab him by the neck. “I am God, and I will destroy you all,” I scream into his face.

         Then these two polis arrive, pin me to the seat and handcuff me. Next thing, I’m being “escorted” along these long barren corridors out of the main hospital and into the mental health unit.

         Going to the big hoose, Rooney?

         “Going to the happy hoose, bastard.”

         “How to make friends and endear oneself,” the male nurse says, pointing the way.

         
             

         

         Jackie knows nothing of this. She’s in a limbo, in A&E, between the living and the dead. From the surface of her mind, she hears, “In the name of the Father…,” then, “Ms Kaminski, do you hear me?” For her, it could have been seconds between these two sets of words, yet it was hours. Her oblivion, shattered by the latter voice, is only eclipsed by a sharp sensation of light. “Ms Kaminski, can you hear me?” The light from Dr Sumita Mukherjee’s pen torch pierces her eyes.

         The combination of sensations collide in her head, bringing her around as she coughs up her first words since the incident. “Where the fuck?” 

         “It’s OK, you’re safe,” Mukherjee says. “You’re in hospital.” He is a busy surgeon with a list of patients lining up pre-op, but he’ll talk to this one.

         “Will I live?”

         “You’ll live, Inspector, but it’ll be a while before you’re on your legs, and even then, the left pretty much untreatable. You’ll never be without a support, but you’ll survive.”

         “Thanks a bunch, Doctor,” she says, as she succumbs to the anaesthesia. Then, with the sensitivity of an IED disposal operative, Liz Clark, the attending nurse, lifts her bandaged arms, lacerated by the explosion, and, one at a time, places them close to each of her sides.

         Hubert wants to see her and her colleagues from Strathclyde Police HQ at Pitt Street need to interview her. Dr Mukherjee will protect her as long as he can, to recover the strength she needs to deal with the reality of this.

         
             

         

         PC John McCourt is on traffic duty on Sauchiehall Street, near to the scene of Jackie’s attack on Holland Street. Following the incident, all leave is cancelled and double shifts are mandatory. Main routes in and out of the city are cordoned off, including right there where the attack happened. Traffic control is creating traffic chaos. The only consolation is this is a Saturday. Had it been a weekday, Glasgow would be gridlocked.

         “Turn off… aye you, you,” John bellows at a cabby, gesturing to a diversion sign with a large black arrow on a white background pointing down Elmbank Street. “Aye, that way, you fucker.” Jesus Christ, is this why I became a polis? he asks himself. In a hard place of hard people, he knows why he became a polis. A philosopher mind and a boxer body, he had opportunities daily to exercise both.

         “Aye, so I will. When the fuck will you be done here?” the cabby calls, window down, cig in fingers, hand hanging down deep over the side of his taxi. He takes another massive draw to finish the sentence. “Fuckin’ terrible – fuckin’ ridiculous – fuckin’ war zone.”

         McCourt slaps the top of the black car. “Everyone in this city has an opinion. Shut the fuck up and get the fuck off the street.”

         The cabby snatches at the steering wheel, creating a screech reminiscent of a New York cab as he does a three-point-turn. “Fuckin’ war zone,” he repeats. 

         How many more times would this happen today before he finishes his shift, before he packs the uniform in his locker and hurries out of the station to be a normal punter? Then he’ll do some cursing of his own as he heads home through the diversions and the build ups on the alternative roads, adding another twenty minutes onto a long and weary shift.

         He empathises with the taxi driver, though, and he’ll be back in the morning for more of the same. The forensic team won’t give the scene the all-clear until it’s happy; until they have photographed, measured, dusted, swabbed and analysed. They’re under no pressure from anyone: whether it’s the Council, who gets the complaints, the Roads Department, who want to repair the road, or the public, who are sick of the disruption. They’ll do their job well, as will he. This is a particularly sensitive one, though; it involves Jackie Kaminski, a cop like himself.

         
             

         

         “I had to go somewhere for safety, security.”

         Heaven?

         “I needed –”

         Sectioned?

         People talking to themselves is acceptable in Hairmyres Hospital mental health unit. George Smith, staff nurse, pays scant attention as he mingles with the patients. I am talking into my tea. “I got myself detained, by my own hand. They said I was mentally ill. They said I was ‘at risk to others and noncompliant with treatment…’.”

         You were delusional, my friend, and hearing voices.

         “Just you.”

         God?

         “I was…”

         Off it?

         “I was – I am – in control.”

         Leave, then.

         “I will, when I am ready –”

         When?

         “When the time is right –”

         When they let you out, you mean.

         “I’ll go back and Glasgow will look after its faither as it does its weans.”

         George sidles up, taking up position behind me. I hear his  breath and feel his eyes boring into the back of my head. “You want some more tea, Sean? It’ll be lunch before you get more.”

         “No, I’m fine, George, this is good.”

         “Looks cold to me, but suit yourself.”

         “Where was I?”

         George gets close. “You hearing something, Rooney?”

         I look heavenly. “God will rain down burning sulphur on the unrighteous ones.”

         George takes out his notepad, talking as he writes. “Delusional material of a religious nature and oral hallucinations still prevalent.”

         “Jackie, my Jackie. Did I –”

         Make that call?

         George leans over me. “What, Rooney? What did you do?”

         “I wasn’t –”

         “What, Rooney?”

         Responsible?

         “I will atone for my sins. In here, I will make amends. Please exact the punishment I deserve, warder.” I strip off my shirt and await his whip. “Please do it now, I am ready.”

         George turns to me as he dishes out the oral medication. “I’m afraid you’re away again, son. All the religious stuff.” I stand up and face him. “You need a tablet?” He hands me a pill.

         “No, none for me, Angel Gabriel. I get mine, Haldol, by injection every two weeks. That is a sign of getting better.”

         “You sure?”

         “I’m fine.”

         In safe hands.

         “That’s good, my man. I don’t want to zonk you out. You were doing so well.”

         “My son, in forty days I will leave this place and I will lead my children through the gates of righteousness.” I make sure my voice carries through the ward.

         “Sure, Rooney.” George takes a mental note to inform Doctor Melville. “The gates of righteousness,” he says and writes.

         
             

         

         Sixteen hours from his 4 a.m. departure, John McCourt arrives home. It’s ten past nine and he’ll be up at three the next morning to do it all again.

         “Hi, hon,” Mary says, as he enters and drops his jacket over  the back of the dining room chair. His dinner is ready. Monday is pasta night and she makes the perfect bolognaise sauce to go with fresh spaghetti. She puts a glass of red in his hand. This is a dinner he’ll enjoy. She’s seen this exhausted and strained face many times. This time, however, it’s a tired, lined face. Though fit as a flea, he looks older than his forty-five years and, although he won’t admit it, retirement at fifty seems a long way away. They were divorcees before they met and married, and Jamie came along in their late thirties. At six, he’s a real handful. It is late though and he’s tucked up in bed. John is relieved; although he would have liked to spend time with him, an hour of après dinner reading, two glasses of wine, his nightly meditation, and a crash into bed, are as much as he can deal with this night. He sits on the edge of his bed and digs his head into his Descartes’ meditations. “I think, therefore, I am,” he murmurs to himself. “But, what am I?”

         Mary picks this up. “You are a good cop, darlin’, and a fine husband and father, that’s what you are,” she says, from the other side of the bed.

         “Thanks, sweetie.”

         “Tell me, hon, the chief inspector?”

         “She’s a DCI.”

         “So she is. How is she?”

         “She’ll get there.”

         “Who did it?”

         She knows better than that, but she wants to draw it out, to get him talking, to debrief in the way she and other polis wives well understand.

         “Who knows, the mob? But it’s unusual.”

         “Do you know her?”

         “Aye, everybody knows Jackie.”

         It’s ten o’clock and he’s about ready for bed, but he can’t resist the news. Although national, it’s about Glasgow.

         “It’s always about here,” Mary confirms.

         They both move closer to the screen, not wanting to turn the sound up for fear of disturbing Jamie.

         “Highlighted by an attack on a Strathclyde Police detective,” the presenter reports, “Glasgow is hit by a succession of shootings, the like not seen since the Glasgow turf wars. Then, mob violence claimed the lives of over sixty people.”

         “Now the Father’s gone there’s a vacuum. A war, the like of not known before, is happening on the streets of Glasgow. The crime lords are out to claim the throne, and the turf.”

         “More late nights for you, hon.”

         “Par for the course, darlin’, since Arthur Johnston’s demise.”

         “Any ideas who killed him?”

         “The Father had his enemies, but none has come forward to claim his throne. Anyway, the overtime money’ll come in handy.” He pulls her across the bed. “I have to keep you in a custom you have become accustomed to.”

         “No-one keeps me, polisman.” She pushes him off. “But, I’m worried about you. I don’t like you being out there. People are getting hurt.”

         “Don’t worry about me. I’m too streetwise to be caught out by those jumped-up street neds. We take precautions. You know that.”

         “Aye, sure, but watch yourself.”

         “I will darlin’, don’t you worry about that.”

         She tucks him in as a mother would. There will be no sex this night, nor much sleep for either of them. She’s preoccupied, worrying about her man, and he’ll re-run the scenes of Glasgow that day, knowing more bloodletting is inevitable.

         The Father’s death preceded Jackie’s attack and now the Family has fallen apart, creating a void that individual gang leaders will try to fill. Murders will occur, and some of them will be police officers. Notwithstanding the double shifts, late nights and early mornings, which will be the norm for her husband for some time to come, Mary has a good reason to be worried.

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER TWO

         

         “This is heaven compared to the Bar-L, Rooney,” Ben says, entering the mental health unit. He hands me a pair of WRVS slippers. “I thought you may need these.”

         “I knew you’d turn up, Bensallah.” I drop the slippers back into the plastic bag. “Go away, social controller, go and find some child abusers.”

         Ben looks around. Some patients have heard some familiar words. “Ward 19, Hairmyres Hospital,” he says. “Keep your voice down, you wanting an increase in your meds?”

         “Here’s not for sinners, here’s for saints.” First, I look upwards for some divine intervention that doesn’t come, then I scan the ward, observing the locked entrance and the nurses overseeing everything, the other patients; some detained, some for years.

         Ben is my friend and long-term colleague, but today he is my named person under the Mental Health Act. He feels it necessary to confirm my status. “Criminally insane, Rooney, at the time of the act, diminished responsibility, mental disorder, lacking ability to make decisions, at risk, delusional?”

         “I am the Father.” I remind him of my proper status.

         A bad man.

         “Shush, bastard.”

         “I know that doesn’t refer to me, Rooney. You still hearing voices?”

         “A voice.”

         You tell him.

         Ben puts his social worker voice on. “You’re on a twenty-eightday short-term detention, then it’ll be a six-month order?”

         “I’ll be here for forty days, just like Jesus. Then, I’ll get a smart lawyer and appeal it. I’ll go to the mental health tribunal. I’ll be lucid and appropriate. I’ll say I have never felt better in my life. I’ll thank everyone for their kindness, sterling professionalism and fantastic care, and good food.” 

         Careful.

         “Aye, and they’ll believe you.”

         “I’ll tell them I’ll take their treatment and I’ll be a good boy. I’ll stay on my meds and keep out of trouble.”

         “And you’ll tell them you’re God?”

         “I’ll tell them I do God’s work, as many people do.”

         “And you’ll be out?”

         “Not quite.”

         “Sorry?”

         “They’ll need something to confirm I am well. They’ll ask if I have any voices. I’ll say not anymore.”

         That’s me fucked.

         “They’ll ask if I think MI5, the police, and the mob are after me. I’ll say not anymore.”

         “You’ll lie.”

         “I’ll forgive myself.”

         “Aye, ten Hail Marys and you’ll be out?”

         “I’ll be out.”

         “Into the big bad city?”

         “To pursue earthly pursuits.”

         “Where will you go? You can’t go back to your flat.”

         “I’ll go to Davy.”

         “Oh, a made man there.”

         “Doing bad?”

         “Bad, doing good.”

         Bad, mad man, Rooney?

         “Where will you live?”

         “Where else, a church.”

         George makes a casual pass, casts a look at me, listens in; some more monitoring before the next review. Ben shakes his head and leaves, taking the slippers with him.

         
             

         

         Hubert’s cough wakens Jackie. “Oh, hello, Dad,” she moans from below her sheets. “You on your own?”

         “Aye, your mother –”

         “She’s no’ my mother.”

         “She’s your stepmother, Jackie, and she’s worried about you.”

         The mention of Hubert’s new wife, Deirdre Hamilton-Brown, is hardly commensurate with Jackie’s recovery. She tries to pull herself  up. Hubert reaches in to try to help her. “No thanks, I’ll manage.” She wrestles with the sides of the bed. ‘The woman wouldn’t even take your name and she’s younger than me.”

         “Just by a year, Jackie.”

         “Aye, by a year. What do you want Dad?”

         “I wanted to see you.”

         “No flowers?”

         “I don’t do flowers.”

         She groans. “Get on with it Dad, I know why you’re here.”

         “I’ve been here three times, Jackie, but you weren’t… your doctor didn’t –”

         “I know, I hadn’t to see anyone.”

         “You know how important it is to –”

         “Aye, I know, get the info, an investigation after all. Not sure why you’re doing it though.”

         “Millar has been allocated the investigation.”

         Martin Millar, smarmy, brownnose Millar, is doing the investigation into her attack.

         “Fuck him. I hate the man.”

         “He’ll stay away. I just wanted to –”

         “Hear it from the horse’s mouth?”

         “Talk to you.”

         “Where do you want me to start: lying on the road, the shattered bone of my thigh sticking through my skin, my nether regions turned into mincemeat, me bleeding to bloody death?”

         “They tried to kill you, Jackie.”

         “I would bloody well say so.”

         “Just as well you wore the bulletproof vest.”

         “That you bloody-well ordered.”

         “Well, Johnston, the mob. You were at risk. We expected an attack.”

         “Saved my miserable life, what’s fucking left of it, for a cripple.”

         “I’m going to put some uniforms around you, day and night.”

         Hubert is reminded of Jackie’s independent streak. “You’ll do nothing of the sort, I look after myself.”

         “Why did you decide to take a taxi after leaving work, Jackie? What was happening that day and the day before? What you were working on? Were there any indications of anything about to happen? Did you –” 

         “Wow, give us a bloody break.”

         Dr Mukherjee comes into the room and picks up the medical notes at the end of her bed. “You OK, Jackie? I don’t want you stressed.”

         “I’m OK, Doctor.”

         Hubert gets up to leave. “I’ll be back, darlin’.”

         “Just let’s get this said, Dad.” Jackie pulls herself up. Hubert reaches to help. “No, don’t, I can do it. And no, I fucking don’t know who did it, no indications, nothing, totally unexpected.”

         “Can you remember what happened?”

         “Oh, sweet Jesus, do we really have to go through this?”

         “I need to, Jackie.”

         She thinks for a minute or two. “OK, I got a taxi because I had a drink, there I said it, and –”

         “The mobile. How…”

         She starts crying. He moves to comfort her. “I don’t know,” she says. “It was stolen. I got it back. I opened it, in the taxi. I heard this voice.”

         “Whose voice?”

         “I can’t tell you.”

         “You won’t tell me, you mean.” She doesn’t answer, which confirms this. “But I’ll find out, you know I will.” Again, she doesn’t answer. “Rooney, why was he there, Jackie?”

         “So was Jean, Dad, MI5. Why was she there, Dad?”

         ‘That, I will establish, darlin’; and we will find Rooney.”

         “Just leave him, Dad. I want you to leave him alone, do you hear me?” She slides under the sheets. “Just leave him Dad, for me.”

         “You are my daughter.”

         She looks up from under the sheets. “Dad, you bring Rooney in and you’ll never see me again.”

         He studies her. Never before has she put such an ultimatum to him. “OK, enough, Jackie. You need to rest.”

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER THREE

         

         For forty days and forty nights, I plan my crusade. Then, securing my discharge, I arrive at Gracelands, Davy McGing’s mansion on Aytoun Road, a road of large mansions in Glasgow’s Southside, so called after his love of Elvis Presley,

         The twenty-eight-day short-term detention is over and the application for a six-month hospital detention is denied by the Mental Health Tribunal, but it is converted to a community based compulsory treatment order, a CCTO. That’s fine, it gets me out. I argue that my psychosis was to do with DTs, having come off years of alcohol abuse, and now, as a recovered alcoholic, I was symptom free. Ben, as my named person, says that the order is necessary to ensure I don’t relapse. My friend!

         
             

         

         “It’s Rooney, Davy.” My voice is shaking as much as my thumb on the gate intercom.

         I’m just out of Hairmyres Psychiatric Unit. I need supported accommodation.

         “Fuck off, bastard.”

         “See your language hasn’t improved, Rooney,” Davy growls through the intercom. “And what the fuck can I do for you – bastard?”

         “Sorry, Davy, Tourette’s. I’m here for… to help you.”

         “Well then, suppose you’d better come in,” he says, like he’s answering the minister on his annual visit.

         The gates part like the Red Sea and I walk through into the courtyard, where I am frisked from head to toe by two of Davy’s heavies before being taken in to see him.

         “You need help or you offering help, Rooney?” Davy’s head is in a pile of papers at his desk. “What is it?”

         “I need help, but I can help you too,”

         “I helped you before, we’re quits.”

         “You said I was a made man with you.”

         “I did.” 

         “Let me work for you.”

         “Work for me?”

         “I’ll do all of that.” I point to the paperwork.

         He lifts his head. “Jesus, Rooney, you look… weird.”

         “I am recovered, reformed.” I look down on my black pinstripe demob suit, obtained from Oxfam on Byres Road on the way. I wanted to create the right impression.

         “Sinner or murderer, Rooney?”

         “There’s a war on, Davy.”

         “Oh, there is that son, for sure. And one we’ll win. No firm is big enough to fuck us in Glasgow, you know that.” I have no intention or strength to argue this.

         “Where you been hiding, Rooney?”

         “In a safe place, Davy, three meals a day and drugs on tap.”

         “Barlinnie?”

         ‘Something like that.”

         “And now you’re here.”

         “I can’t go back.”

         “It’s been a bloodbath after the Family disintegrated, a turf war’s erupted.”

         “I can do it.”

         “You can do what?”

         “If you could give me –”

         ‘Sanctuary, support, Rooney; food and board, money?”

         “Anything, you said, after Thomas.”

         “I did and I keep my word, but you’ll no’ stay here. It wouldn’t work; I couldn’t cope with your suit.”

         “I’ll find somewhere.”

         “Good.” He pulls out a wad of notes from his desk drawer. “Here, take this.” I take his money and stuff it into my inside pocket. “You gave me the correct story of how my son died, how the SAS murdered him, and how –”

         “Jean, Davy?”

         “Aye, but mind, trust no one.”

         ‘Sure, Davy. We know all about that, don’t we?”

         “Where will you stay?”

         “Somewhere secure.”

         “Safe as a church, Rooney?”

         “In a church, Davy.”

         He phones me a taxi. I say cheerio and tell him that I’ll be back the next day to start work. “Good, you’ll start on this stuff.” Relieved, he pushes the pile of papers on the desk aside then sits back.

         The taxi arrives. “To Saint Andrew’s Cathedral,” I inform the cabby. “Down on Clyde Street, along from the Clutha Vaults.”

         “It’s OK, pal, I’m a Tim,” he says, referencing the infamous Tim Malloys of the 1920s. “I know the Cathedral.” I had half hoped Davy would take me in, but he was right; I wouldn’t have fitted in there, in his home, suit or no suit.

         We arrive and I peel off one of Davy’s twenties. I say “God bless you,” and tell him to keep the change.

         The driver looks at me strangely through the mirror. “Aye, God bless you too, Father,” he says. How did he know?

         Something to do with the suit and the dog collar.

         I arrive, by then late Monday afternoon. The front door is open and I go in. The place is empty, apart from a couple of women fussing around the altar. It is the day after Easter Sunday and they are tidying up and preparing for mass at 5 p.m. I pass the eight-foot-high painting of Saint John Ogilvie, Jesuit priest and martyr, by Peter Howson. I go up to the ladies and ask to see the priest. “Monsignor McElroy,” they inform me, then tell me he’s out, but that he’s taking confession at four forty-five; he’ll be back then.

         “Perfect.”

         I wait until confession and, seeing an older, distinguished looking man enter the priest’s side, I go into the confessional. “In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit,” I say into my hands. “My last confession was…”

         He peers through the grid. “It is OK, my son, no need.”

         “Thank you, Father.”

         “You may begin.”

         “I killed a man and severely injured a police officer, my ex-wife, and I –”

         “Sorry, what did you say?”

         “I said I killed a man, and –”

         “I have to stop you there my son and advise you of my… obligations to the public. Have you really… killed someone?”

         “Yes, Father, for I have sinned.”

         “Indeed, son, but…”

         “I need forgiveness, and I need –”

         “You need…”

         ‘Sanctuary.”

         “You need sanctuary.”

         “And I am just out of Hairmyres psychiatric unit and I have nowhere to stay.”

         “Oh, just out of… nowhere to stay.”

         “I am sorry for these and all the sins of my past life.”

         “Go outside and say the rosary, my son, wait for me there.”

         I do what he says. I remember the rosary from a child. I had been an altar boy and knew it by heart. Around ten minutes or so later, he approached me and asked me to accompany him through to the Cathedral House, passing the magnificent Italian Cloister Garden on the way. We arrive in the house and into his office study. He invites me to sit and asks me about being in hospital, how well I think I am, and where I will sleep that night.

         I tell him I was in hospital to repent, that I had returned to lead my flock through the gates of righteousness, and I would sleep in George Square.

         “You’ll stay here, my son. What’s your name?”

         “Sean Rooney, Father.”

         He takes me to a room upstairs, one used by visiting clergy. “You’ll stay here, at least until I can find something better for you.” I thank him and tell him I had been an altar boy and I know the mass; I would be happy to assist him. “Not to worry, just make yourself comfortable,” he says.

         I impress him with my knowledge of the old hospital that used to stand there before the cathedral was built in the early 19th century, the “hospital over the brig” where people were detained by the water sergeant. He says he hopes that will not happen to me. I bless him and tell him I would not inconvenience him unduly, but would he mind if I lock the door.

         
             

         

         My driver drops me at Tennent’s Bar, on Byres Road. It’s Friday night and six weeks since my discharge. Monsignor Christopher McElroy, or Chris as I’ve come to know him, had provided me with accommodation while I worked by day for Davy McGing. In the business of crime by day, repenting my sins in St Andrew’s Cathedral by night.

         I’ll go in, but not for alcohol, not this time. I’ve to meet Ben, and here is as good a place as anywhere, the site of many debriefing occasions when we were in the major incident counselling team together. I reach the bar and scan the place like a beam from a lighthouse for any known faces. I’m known in this pub, but not to talk to. I come here to think. Though, like in any pub in Glasgow, there’ll be those who’ll sidle up and say, “How you doin’? What you been up to? How’s business?” I avoid any eye contact that’ll invoke discussion. I pull up the collar on my overcoat, order a glass of ginger ale, and place it square in sight. The bar light passes through it like a prism, giving it a golden glow in my hand. I study it for a few seconds.

         I’m aware of a large guy to the right of me, standing square on, looking ahead expressionless. He’s there for a pint, not for chat, just like me. He’s gay, I guess. The haircut and the crown henna tattoo on his face ID him. To the left, there’s an old man holding on to the brass rail surrounding the bar, his Zimmer frame around his hips, with a plastic Iceland bag hanging over it. His tea, I think, or maybe a pizza from Little Italy. He keeps it in the Iceland bag to protect his street cred.

         Just then, however, “Well, hello stranger,” comes from across the corner of the bar. I don’t lift my head; I know this is Ben. “You receiving guests?” He squeezes in beside me before I have the chance to tell him to fuck off, but my face says it for me. “Cheer up Rooney. I’m your friend, mind.”

         “My conscience, more like.”

         “I’m also your named person. You appointed me, mind, when you were detained.”

         “I was resting, recovering.”

         “Aye, Rooney, and now you’re on a community order.”

         I stare into his eyes. “Just a precaution, they said, in case I… kill someone.”

         He looks up to see if anyone had heard this. Relieved, he says, “I see you’ve gone up in the world, Rooney,” he feels my coat, “since Davy took you under his wing.”

         “I survive.”

         “You sure do. Now the high profile adviser –”

         “Facilitator.”

         “Sorry, facilitator.”

         “Just say it, Ben.”

         “What, that everyone’s saying that you’re Davy’s man?”

         “I am God’s man.”

         “Aye, in God’s house.”

         “No longer, Ben. Got a rented flat in Ruthven Street, off the Byres Road. I am, though, looking for something more… substantial.”

         “Evicted?”

         “Chris said he couldn’t allow… unnatural practices in the Cathedral house.”

         “You still masturbating to holy pictures?”

         How did he know that, unless he was fishing, or someone was watching me?

         “The room was full of them, I couldn’t help myself. I am getting better, though, that way.”

         “That’s good, Rooney.”

         “I am –”

         “Doing good?”

         “I’m trying.”

         “Daniel in the lion’s den, pal?” I don’t respond. “Why didn’t you call me? You know, when you got out. You know I have to –”

         “Monitor me? I was busy.”

         “Are you better?”

         “I’m good.”

         For Ben “good” is fine. It’ll allow him to report back to Dr Melville and offer a few minutes of shoulder-to-shoulder, not saying anything, contact. We gaze on to the gantry, sharing the same space, the same place we had shared when we were counsellors together.

         “We did good back then, Rooney.”

         I stare into the golden glow in the palm of my hand. “In nomine…”

         He hears the remark, but ignores it, rightly. “What are you going to do?”

         “When?”

         “Now.”

         “Stop a war.”

         “You’ll be busy then. Lots to do there.” I turn to leave. “You’ve changed, Rooney.”

         “We all change, Ben, or we die as men.” 

         He studies me. “You were a good man.”

         I smile. “A good man who does bad, Ben?” I sweep my coat over my shoulders. “Or a bad man who does good?”

         “Rooney?”

         “What?”

         “You always said if I saw you losing insight, acting bizarre, to keep an eye on you.”

         He’s hearing voices. He thinks he’s God.

         I am in control, I have to convince him. “Well, that was then and this is now. As you can see, I’m doing very well, thank you. Now stay well out of my way. Go and save some children from the paedophiles. Gomorrah is full of them.” That’ll do it.

         “I’ve seen you go the other way pal, going down, down.”

         My final stare precedes a sign of the cross as I bless him. I finish the ginger ale in one slow gulp and place it carefully on the bar, all the while holding the stare. The barman collects the glass, relieved to see the bouncers stand aside almost in deference as I pass between them. They had been street players, these security men, recruited by the publicans to protect them from the very mob organisations that provide them. I know them and they know my influence in Glasgow’s underworld. A nod from me could mean promotion to lieutenants or a shake of the head could mean they would be back selling crack to junkies. “Thank you, my children,” I say, as I pass between them.

         
             

         

         Little do Ben or I know that Hubert and Martin Millar are in the Belle Bar this night, on Great Western Road, only five minutes’ walk from us. I might not have been so relaxed had I known this. Millar, poached from the Metropolitan Police, had risen to become Assistant Chief Constable, Local Policing West, at Police Scotland. At fifty-three, he should have been looking forward to retirement, happy to cruise to it through meetings rather than direct operational work, but he had greater ambitions than that.

         The Belle is Hubert’s favourite watering hole, just across from the Glasgow flat he uses when working late and just as often to escape the society parties of his wife in their Hamilton home.

         Millar, being his usual ingratiating self, gets the pints of Sagres in, then sits to open his jacket to let his rotund belly almost flop out on the table. Hubert finds them a seat by the open fire, slightly  incongruous for June, but this is Glasgow. He passes Hubert a pint. “I believe they say ‘Get that doon your thrapple’ up here, boss.”

         Hubert warms his hands. “Crap Sco’ish, Martin.”

         “Sorry, twenty years up here and I still can’t get it. The gangs in Glasgow, boss?”

         “Businessmen.”

         “Indeed, businessmen.”

         “Hoods in suits.”

         “Tit for tat killings, on the streets.”

         “It is managed.”

         “Sure, managed, boss. I’m too old to fight the bastards.”

         “How’s the investigation going, into Jackie’s attack?”

         “Still conducting enquiries, Chief, interviews with everyone who was there.”

         “Jean?”

         Hearing his wife’s name disconcerts Millar, especially in the context of an investigation, but he knows Hubert “doesn’t give a fuck for the spooks”.

         “I talked to her.”

         Millar had been married to Jean Dempsie, MI5 Glasgow, for twenty years. She had been in Thames House, London MI5 headquarters, before being transferred to Glasgow. He’d met her while he was a Commander at the Met.

         “A wee bit uncomfortable that one, Martin? Did she give you a kicking when she got you home?”

         “Interesting night that, boss.”

         “And Rooney?”

         “You said to leave him just now.”

         “Aye, leave Rooney to me.”

         Millar hears the raw ruthlessness in Hubert’s voice. He knows not to mix it with him over Rooney. He heads off like a poodle to collect a toy, to the bar to replace the empty glasses. Hubert allows him; he never buys.

         Millar returns with the pints. “Boss?”

         Hubert moves back from him. He sees no point in telling Millar of his serious body odour; he’d explain that by his actions. “What?” Hubert slides along the seat.

         “Jackie. Do you think she’ll ever be the same?”

         “Stupid thing to say, son.”

         “I know, but –” Hubert was now sixty-three and way past his retirement age. Should Millar have any chance of Hubert’s recommendation for promotion, he had to be more diplomatic than that, especially when discussing his daughter.

         “You just wondered.”

         “Sorry, boss.”

         “She got the job, Martin, not you.”

         “I know, ACC, organised crime and counter terrorism and safe communities. Great job that, boss.”

         “You got the operational lead, Martin. ACC, Local Policing West, more than you deserve.”

         “I’m happy about that, boss. I hear she’s coming out.”

         “She’ll be back in two weeks.”

         “Two Weeks, no way.”

         “Like I say, she’s determined.”

         “She’s to get the Queen’s Police Medal.”

         “She deserves it.”

         “Her attack and injuries, no doubt.”

         “Her work on the Father case, Martin!”

         “Aye, of course, boss.” Millar knows not to cross the line. “Back off now” flashes in his mind. “How’s the new wife, boss?” This is also not the right thing to say. That’s it, Hubert is up; coat snatched from the seat and he’s out of the door. He’ll pick up a curry from Little India a few doors away on the way home.

      

   


   
      
         

            CHAPTER FOUR

         

         I hesitate before I enter the Hotel Central in Glasgow. “Today, God willing, I’ll make them stop.”

         And how will you do that?

         “I’ll… talk to them, persuade them.”

         Manipulate, exploit and control others to do your will?

         I take off my coat, straighten my jacket and head in. I hand the doorman a ten-pound note as he opens the door for me – he’ll remember me the next time. I understand money is power: money buys people and power both makes and destroys people, and both float the boats of these gang leaders. This is the way of the moneylenders in the temple. This will help me do God’s work here.

         I’ll explain to them how futile their war is. I practise it in my mind, No one can prevail and everyone will lose if it continues. Turf war costs money and time, and time for a gang leader is limited. They could fight and hold their own against one, two, or even three teams at any given time, but a dozen gangs at any given time was impossible, a set of circumstances they know they cannot sustain. They’ll not know, though, how to withdraw from this fight with pride, how to keep their heads held high, their status preserved. This is where I come in, and I know it.

         I move into the foyer, this grand space, presumably held up by girders forged in Glasgow Iron mills. Completely apt, I think: hard and strong, like the men there that day. I need to be strong. God give me strength. I had arranged the meeting and got them together with payments of a grand. Davy offered these so he could host the meeting, if only to establish his right to control the event with the pursuit of ascribed power. He also agreed to fund my gifts to the bosses. I reach the corridor leading to the Grandroom. “This time I will deliver them from evil,” I say, contrary to the last time when I arrived to deliver the Family terms. “No cap in hand this time, pals.”

         Watch what you say. They’ll think you’re off it. 

         “Off it? I’m on it.” I prompt a waiter to spin on his tracks.

         I had advised the events manager that we are a group of businessmen having an EGM, which in a sense we are. He is waiting as I arrive. I nod and he escorts me into the Champagne Lounge, where many of the teams’ leaders have assembled. They are standing there looking around at each other like an estranged family getting together for a funeral. They are Charlie Campbell of the Campbells, Ian Simpson of the Sighthill Mafia, Geordie Montgomery of the Monty, and the McStay twins; all suspicious of every boss arriving there.

         Alan Taylor arrives with Davy McGing. The Taylors and the McGings go back a long way. Alan’s father, George Taylor, is now serving life in Shotts Prison after he hit the Grosvenor Hotel in a bomb attack, and he and Davy were in the Cumbie Gang together in the late sixties.

         The events manager invites us all through to the Grandroom. Loud chattering accompanies us taking up prearranged placings around the table, indicated by place cards. I had chosen the seating arrangement carefully. The wrong mix would be like gunpowder, explosive. Arch-enemies sitting next to each other may lead to violence, even death. Magically, they all sit down and say nothing, most sitting back on their chairs in a relaxed concentration. They had agreed on one lieutenant each, sitting behind each of them in hardback chairs.

         I give them a few minutes more than they’re used to. They’re less relaxed now, fidgeting in their chairs, reading the menu. Perfect; I don’t like complacency. Their lieutenants are even less relaxed, however, which is less than perfect, panning the room, anticipating the possibility of anyone taking a pop at their respective boss’s. All were frisked, though, with guns removed at the door, only agreed because this is universally applied. Not to say that the players would not have a weapon secreted somewhere: a pistol in a leg holster, a blade in a lapel, a pile of marbles in a sock, or a deadly look.

         Davy is the last to arrive in to the room, as is his demand. This is a show of power and he deserves it. He’s the biggest player there and he sanctioned the meeting. He not only agreed it, he is paying for it too. Apart from the grand a head, for around fifteen players, it includes the cost of the event and some sweeteners he had sent to their homes, a Gucci G-Chrono Collection men’s watch for them  and an iPhone for their oldest child, for their… support. All told, around 30K. I had convinced him it would be worth it. He takes his seat, nearest the door; again, as is his demand.

         Everyone knows it is for me to open the meeting. I had arranged it after all, and I’m the weakest one there, the least threatening one in the room, the most vulnerable in the middle of this group of hard men. I’m not hard, but I’m emboldened, God has put me there to convert these sinners and to save their souls. I stand up and a nervous hush descends the room. I deliberately scan the table, looking each of these men in the eye.

         I look at them one by one. I had researched them and I know their “portfolios” intimately. Davy, to the left of me at the centre of the table, as head of the McGings, is the heaviest leader there. To his right, Bill Bingham of the Binghams, possibly only second to Davy by way of authority. They bookend me which gives me a slight but uneasy sense of security. The fact that no one would get by them if they tried to attack me gives me some comfort. To the left of Davy is Jim McGraw of the McGraw clan, then Alex Frame, of the Frames, or the Torturers, known for pulling the teeth of those not paying extortion debts, Charlie Campbell of the Campbell Clan, Patrick Devlin of the Devlins, and Paul Moffat, of the Moffats, nicknamed “the Bunnet” due to his insistence in wearing a tartan bunnet hat on any occasion.

         Then next, my eyes stop on Ian Simpson, only a sadistic killer, heading the Simpsons; then Andy Hamilton of the Hammie, and John Fullerton of the Fullerton; then Geordie Montgomery, of the Monty and the McStay twins, Robert and Peter. To Bingham’s immediate right, Alan Taylor of the Taylors, only the same Taylors, previously headed by his father George Taylor now serving life. A circle of chairs behind each of them holds their lieutenants, and behind them their bodyguards. This is a formidable display of power. Only Mick McGing stands behind his father, displaying contempt for the integrity of the group.

         I clear my throat as I pull out my notes, not that they would help me here; this calls for calm but spontaneous engagement rather than a speech. I pour water from a jug on the table into a glass and take a drink. “Thank you all for coming,” I start, like a condemned man greeting a firing squad, “to what I believe will be a… momentous meeting.” 

         I can see their thoughts in their faces: “This had better be good. We don’t meet with these people unless either our lives or our families’ lives depend on it, or there’s money to be made.” The grand in cash helps, alongside the sweeteners I sent to their homes, to secure their cooperation.

         No one answers. Most are looking through their hands passively at the no man’s land of the table that separates them. It provides some safety from attack. The lieutenants do their looking for them. I notice that some of them are wearing my gift, which is encouraging.

         “I…” I look at Davy for support, which he doesn’t give. I carry on. “We have a proposal to make.” Again no response. “It is this.” I pour some more water. “You will be a collective…” I take a drink. No-one reacts. Is this a good sign? “Whatever you want to call it, a syndicate, an organisation…”

         “A Family?” says Bill Bingham. “We tried that before, Rooney; Arthur Johnston and the Family shit, it didn’t work.” I always knew that the syndicate would disintegrate, the individual interests of the constituent firms would be too strong and create an implosion, creating the turf war now raging.

         “It got too big, Mr Bingham. This time you will be in control.”

         That’s it, give them a sense of ownership.

         “You have more to gain together.”

         Rein them in, corral them, brand them.

         “Consolidate your businesses. Multiply your strength. You have more to gain together than apart.”

         Togetherness, however, is yet to be found here. “That bastard there chibbed my son,” Charlie Campbell stabs orally towards Alan Taylor, who ignores him.

         Squirming like a bunch of mackerel on your hooks.

         “That cunt there torched my house.” Campbell turns to Ian Simpson, three places from him to his left. “And he fucked my daughter,” he shouts at Bill Bingham, sitting adjacent to him.

         Here we go!

         “And you’re a lying, grassing bastard, up the arse of the bizzis,” comes from the latter of the trio.

         This isn’t going to be easy. I had established that all of the top team bosses had older sons, all of whom could be in line to take over leadership in years to come.

         Information is power. 

         I’m armed with information that empowers. “Unless you stop killing each other, within five years each and every one of you and all of your oldest sons will have been killed, along with other members of your immediate family.”

         While most of them think this will be inevitable, that they will go, the thought that their sons would not be there to continue their family is inconceivable to them. Through my enquiries on each of them, I know that they have had enough anyway. Weeks of fighting multiple enemies has left them battle weary: this is back up, if needed.

         “We will protect our sons, and our families, Rooney,” Bingham snaps. “Don’t you worry about that.”

         Moans of agreement resound around the table like the House of Lords at a late sitting.

         “You can’t protect them. You know that,” I say. “They’ll all go the same way as you will.” I turn toward Davy. “It’s the life, Davy, you told me that. That’s what you buy into when you come in.”

         Davy looks at me through fingers, resting his head. “Our sons will be safe, Rooney,” he says, in a slow growl.

         “I will prove to you they are not.” I whack my knuckles off the table for effect.

         There’s more movement now, much fidgeting in seats.

         “You touch a hair –”

         “Steady, McGraw,” says Davy. “Your sons will be fine.” He turns to cast a look at Mick, his son and lieutenant, standing behind him, before pointing at me. “Rooney, just stop fucking about.”

         It’s time to make an impact. “I have placed a device on all of them,” I say. Amid the inevitable silence, I bring up my own mobile. I know I’m flying by the seat of my pants with no ejector seat or parachute. “I just need to send a call to all of them and they will be blown to bits.”

         I gird myself for the inevitable response. Some reach for their mobiles to check on their sons. Some get to their feet while staring intently at me in the eye. Most are ready to spring across the table, knock me to the floor, rip me with a blade, pound me into mincemeat with their fists.

         “Rooney,” Davy roars, “get a fucking grip.”

         I look around. Although they hear Davy’s words, their eyes are on me. What will happen next? They could shoot me dead or they  could wait to see what happens. I need to ensure they choose the latter.

         “Cool it,” I say. “I’ll not do anything, but they’re there just the same. On every one of them is the same device.”

         This did little to quell the raging mob.

         Mick moves intently towards me. “You are a fucking nutjob man, and I’ll be the first to fucking do you.”

         “Mick, mind the new iPhone I gave you recently.” This stops him in his tracks. “The same one I sent to all the bosses’ oldest. A gift from me, remember? You got it on you?”

         Mick reaches into his pocket. “Aye man, it’s a great wee phone.” He brings it out and shows it around. “And a great camera for selfies – look man.” He takes a picture of himself.

         I ring his number, pre-set in my phone.

         “Fuck sake man, the phone’s getting warm.” Mick drops it clattering to the table. I reach for it, open the back, and pull out the battery unit.

         “It’s warm because there’s a filament in there, and if I hadn’t pulled out the battery it would have ignited this.” I crack open the phone to reveal a device. “That’s a small smart bomb, big enough to kill anyone in close contact with it.”

         I look to Davy. I see his eyes. He knows this is the –

         Same as Jackie’s?

         There’s two reactions: first, they are on their phones and second, I am on my way to being a dead man.

         “Don’t worry, your sons are safe.” I hope this will stave off the inevitable. “Just tell them to dispose of the phone in the way you would normally deal with any explosive device.”

         “Down the fucking toilet,” Taylor says.

         “Whatever,” I say.

         “You bastard,” Mick says, making an inevitable lunge at me. Davy stands and blocks his way. “You! Back off, now. Now!” he says to Mick. “You, you are seriously fucking close to being shot,” he says to me.

         “And I’ll send the second shot into his fucking head,” says Bill Bingham.

         “And I’ll do the third,” says Geordie Montgomery.

         “Cool it,” I say. “It’s just to show you how easy it is to kill your boys. If I can do it, anyone can do it.” 

         They lean back on their chairs instructing their lieutenants. “Get to our sons, make sure they are OK, and ditch the phones.”

         I really need to do my stuff; my apprenticeship has to become time-served. “You have to work together, to trust each other.”

         “Aye, like a cat would a fucking fox,” says Alan Taylor.

         “Well, carry on killing each other then.”

         “Fucking right.”

         “And then the public and the authorities will destroy you.”

         “And we’ll fuck them proper.”

         “And you won’t win.”

         A helpful and healthy pause happens, some thinking going on. Time to move things along; see if I’ve made the point. “There are new threats.”

         “The new crews.” Peter and Robert McStay talk in unison, they always do. “The Albanians, the Romanians, the Russians? We need to hit them, but they’re too fucking heavy.”

         I respond, pleased with the opportunity. “Aye, how will you fight them as they move in to your turf, while you’re kicking the shit out of each other?”

         “We kick with both boots,” Alan Taylor says.

         “That’s what we fucking do,” growls Mick.

         “What all of you do is spend all your time and resources fighting each other and you don’t see anything outside your own domains.” Another thinking pause. “You have no collective strategy to deal with the threats to your turf, your businesses.” I reach into my pocket. A few of the players reel back as their lieutenants move forward. “Don’t worry, you know I don’t carry a weapon.” I pull out a handful of pound coins I had been gathering for this occasion, and with a clatter I smash the coins on the glass-topped table, the glass increasing the sound and the effect, the coins scattering down the table. “This is what it is about: money, money, money. The war is costing you money. You are losing a fortune, each of you. Get together, invest in your businesses, bring them together under a collective. Police… sorry, wrong word… manage them across your teams and multiply your income. And more importantly get together to deal with developing corporate risks.”

         Cast out the money-changers.

         “He sounds like a corporate fucking banker,” John Fullerton says. “Talk fucking English, man?” 

         Do not make my father’s house a house of trade?

         “He’s my adviser,” says Davy, somewhat incongruously. “You all got that?”

         The silence returns, to be shattered by Charlie Campbell. “Fucking rubbish. I’m not giving up the payday loans, the tanning parlours, the laundries.”

         Davy is determined to control the discussion. “Aye, the Campbells were always good at laundering… money from drugs, prostitution, racketeering.”

         There’s a muffled collective snigger, but not in his direction.

         “Well, you bastards grabbed the casinos,” Campbell says. “Upmarket cunts.” Davy holds him in a steady stare. This man’s card is marked.

         “We’re keeping the taxis,” Alan Taylor says, “and the multiple occupancies.”

         “And what about the gun running? You cunts’ll take money from any cunt.” Campbell talks for many of the teams there.

         “And any cunts that intrude into our security business are dead cunts,” the McStays add.

         Time to intervene. “Well, each of you take the lead on a particular business line.”

         They look around at each other.

         “Aye, I’ll build my property portfolio to include seven-star hotels in the East End,” John Fullerton laughs.

         “And I’ll do renewables,” Campbell adds. “An onshore windfarm in Garthamlock run by the wind fae your arse.”

         All laugh; peace is regained.

         I sense accord.

         “I’ll leave it with you.”

         Davy gets to his feet. “What he says is right. For years we’ve fought each other. This time we do it right and proper. We’ll control the Glesca turf and every deal done here will have oor stamp on it, and we’ll stop the Russians, the Romanians, the Poles, and any other fucker that tries to muscle in. I’ll take the helm and if I fail you’ll boot me out and put someone else in. I know that and you know that. You know I’m the only wan here that has a relationship with all of you. You know I speak my word and I’ll be fair… and sound.”

         The silence descends on the room, until one hand slaps the table. Another follows, until there is a cacophony of hands slapping  the mahogany table. Davy is now the Father and they will have a Family, a syndicate, a collective.

         Davy sidles over and takes my hand like a politician, one hand over the other, these hands that had ripped, throttled and pounded people to death. “The war is over and you did it Rooney.” I smile and nod. “But don’t cross the line, son.”

         I know what he means: don’t push too much or it will rebound and crush me. But there’s more to these words. He knows it and I know it. Although I respect this man, there is a sinister side to him, a total mindless ruthlessness. I know what he is capable of. He leaves the room, followed by all the bosses who acknowledge me as they leave the room. Davy is the new Father, but now I have power in the biggest crime syndicate in Glasgow. Your grandiosity knows no bounds. “God reigns,” I whisper, putting my notes into my attaché case.

         In nomine patris!

         
             

         

         “We would have preferred you to stay with us a bit longer, Jackie.” Dr Mukherjee reviews Jackie’s charts on the clipboard. “Although your wounds are on the mend, there’s the pain programme, the physio, the OT assessment of your house, the aids and adaptations you’ll need before you go home.”

         “All fine, Doctor, they can be done at home. I’ve been here for over three months. I need to get out of here. It’s doing my head in. I have things to do.”

         Mukherjee knows she’ll not be persuaded, but he has to advise her of his main concern. “Jackie,” he says, writing.

         “Doctor?”

         “Your loss will re-emerge in different ways, emotionally I mean.”

         “Sorry?”

         “Don’t be surprised; the flashbacks, the depression, the sense that your life is irreparably changed, the damage to –”

         “Damage?”

         “Your ability to lead a normal life, have babies, have sex, run marathons, has regrettably changed for you, Jackie. Stay in touch.”

         
             

         

         My new Jaguar XJ draws up to the gates of Gracelands. The driver drops the window with a powered smoothness. He reaches out to a button on a control panel that says Press. 

         “Hello,” comes from inside, via a small speaker. Then the voice demands an ID, to be presented to the small camera above the speaker.

         “I’ve got Rooney, Mick,” my driver says. “Do we need to go through this every time?”

         “Just fuckin” do it, right!” A growl comes from the speaker.

         “Just do it,” I echo. I’ve been going through these gates every day for weeks, sometimes two or three times a day and Mick makes me do this every time. A show of authority I know, but it is done and the gates part in the middle, sliding behind eight-feet walls and revealing a courtyard that already holds two black Range Rovers. The car moves through like a barge would a canal lock, just as Mick arrives backed by two men in long black coats. The coats are misshapen, holding heavy armaments inside. Mick holds out an open palm to stop the car.

         “Sorry, I didn’t recognise the car, Rooney.” Mick’s lying, he’d seen it before.

         “Let him through, Michael.” Davy wanders into the car park holding an umbrella. He is the Father, and what he says goes.

         I understand this game that occurs every time I or anyone arrives: a demonstration of Family power; ensure everyone knows who is in charge, and a reminder that no one is to relax security. It doesn’t matter who they are, me included, they will go through the same process, no easing up in keeping anyone out, anyone with an interest in doing harm.

         I observe Davy through the car window. Framed by his palatial mansion, this could have been a staged photo-shoot for a glossy advert in Time magazine, a portrait of a lord framed by his stately house somewhere in the home counties; but this is Glasgow and, albeit a mansion ala Alexander “Greek” Thomson, this house is a fortress first, business premises second, and a home last.

         Davy is no lord, though. He is a lord in his own terms, but not in the way of aristocracy, nor is he a gentleman.

         My driver arrives at my side to open the door. Not that I need this, I can do this for myself, but it adds to the stature I am trying to present. Davy, however, with an outstretched hand, steps forward to open the door and welcome me. “Typical summer weather, son.” The rain pelts off the umbrella.

         No one needs reminding that this man has complete power in Glasgow, where power reigns and losers perish, where dog eat dog  isn’t only left to the public parks, where man rules man and man kills man. That is not to say no one would threaten the Father; the man who leads the collective of firms, mobs, teams. Davy is not invincible and he knows that. He knows he’ll go the same way as those he had killed to get there.

         “Good to see you, Davy.”

         He takes my hand in his, and puts the other on my shoulder, as he guides me into the house. The touch feels gentle, genuine – like a velvet glove around a throat. Mick follows us in.

         We arrive in a large sitting room. It’s dim, the windows covered by thick curtains, the room lit by standard lamps. This is an extravagant room, bedecked by the trappings of wealth. Heavy art works by Mutter and Howson adorn the walls.

         “Here, sit by the fire.” Davy guides me towards a chesterfield adjacent to the spitting fire. “Logs; I like the smell. Take off your coat. Mick?”

         I pass my coat, scarf and gloves to Mick. “Some summer, bloody miserable,” I say. No answer, only ‘I’m no’ the fuckin’ butler pal,’ in his eyes. I shift to the end of the sofa to avoid the fire. This is not a place to doze off.

         Mick takes a seat at the window looking outward through the side of the curtains, like a settler awaiting an attack.

         Davy fills a cup of freshly brewed coffee, an Americana from a coffee machine. “I enjoy our meetings, Rooney.” He hands me a cup. Since becoming teetotal, I love my freshly ground coffee. “They’re… interesting.”

         “Hope so.” The coffee mixes with the words in my mouth.

         “I hope we can relax, son.” He casts a fleeting glance towards Mick, who turns away like a petulant teenager, feigning disinterest.

         “Thanks, you really have been like a –”

         “Father, Rooney?” Davy says. “I’m the Father, but I’m not your father.” He looks towards Mick, ensuring he hears that.

         “No, not my father, but I am grateful.”

         “Mind that day you arrived here, terrified Hubert and the whole of Strathclyde Police Department were after your guts?”

         “I had… done things.”

         “Aye,” he says, with a worrying hesitation. “We all did… things.” I can see by his eyes he knows my meaning. “But nothing that concerns me. You are a made man with us.” 

         This emboldens me. “A made man,” is one no one would dare touch, or the McGings would whack them good. I recall the discussion that led to this badge of honour, the one I had with him the day I explained how Thomas, his son died. Thomas didn’t need to die, I informed him. He had a bomb, Davy pointed out. The SAS had him in a clinch, no way could he have detonated it, I explained. “They executed him,” I said at the time, revealing something he needed to know. “Those were difficult days, Davy.”

         “Aye son, dangerous times.” Although his words are for me, his eyes are on Mick. “You impressed me then. I didn’t think you had it in you to deal with Johnston.”

         “I had… changed.”

         “Aye, you changed.” He moves to a table filled with a connoisseur’s range of malts. “Drink?” He holds up a crystal decanter.

         “No. Thanks.”

         “No’ something you use these days, son?”

         “No.”

         Mick smirks.

         “You impress me even more now. The way you took on the bosses.”

         “You’ve been a good teacher.”

         “Johnston was an even better one, son. You learned from him and you remind me of him.”

         “Thanks.” I hesitate, uncomfortable with being compared to Johnston.

         “He impressed me. He always said information equals power, and the right information on the right people is real power. He knew how to –”

         “Use it?”

         “Aye, but there’s one thing son, and I wouldn’t be much of a mentor to you if I didn’t say this.”

         I place my case on the sofa. “Go on.”

         “When you chose the life of a gangster, there is nowhere else to go. You live and you die within the Family.”

         “I understand that.”

         “I don’t know if you do, Rooney. You will go the way we all go: me, everyone involved in this business. You will die too, son.”

         Mick turns away, disgusted in his father’s reference to me as son.

         “I understand that.” I nearly add ‘Father’. 

         “They will kill you, eventually. You need to know power never lasts forever.”

         “Septuagint, a man has not strength and power forever.” I draw on my newly found understanding of the good book. There wasn’t much else to read in the Cathedral House.

         “Aye right, son,” he says, hesitating. “Now, to business.”

         I open my case and take out a leather folder. It holds ten sections: one for each file, for each matter to be discussed. “OK.” I am pleased to retreat to a more comfortable place. “We have a meet, next Wednesday evening, venue to be confirmed.”

         A meeting venue was only revealed one hour before, to prevent a hit being planned.

         “I know, anything interesting?”

         “We are moving into nursing homes, nurseries, and tanning parlours.”

         “Boring; any more on the Albanian crew?”

         “Moving into sex trafficking, immigrant smuggling, heroin –”

         “Not good.”

         “We can’t let them get a foothold,” Mick says, from behind the curtain. “We can’t let them take too much.”

         “Don’t worry son, if they get above themselves, we’ll do them, like the last time.”

         The last time the Albanians pushed it, the McGings put a bullet into the heads of all their lieutenants in Glasgow, leaving them leaderless. “Then Police Scotland locked up ten players, Davy.”

         “Aye, got off lightly. You inviting Hubert this time?”

         “He’ll be there. It’s part of the… agreement.”

         “Aye, the deal, keep the public out of it. To hit each other is OK. Keep Glasgow’s citizens out of the hospital and the morgue.”

         “It ensures we can do our business, without… interference.”

         “You still worried son?” I remain quiet. “I doubt if Hubert atribu… holds the bomb attack on Jackie… to you.”

         “Well, there were more likely –”

         “Jackie fell out of favour with some heavy players and –”

         “I made the call to you, Davy.”

         “You did son, but that doesn’t mean you were… attrib… utable.”

         I enjoy hearing him seeking multisyllabic words. He allows me the privilege of pointing out new ones. His rows of classic books had grown under my tutelage. 

         “I made the call to you, Davy.”

         He gets up and towers over me. “Now, know where the line is, son, and how not to cross it.” I stay shtum. “Anyway, you’re in safe hands.”

         “Thanks.”

         Davy scans my new Kiton K50 suit. From a Crombie to the finest cashmere, from an off-the-peg to a Saville Row, from a psychiatric patient to consigliore, I had come a long way.

         “Aye, with success comes reward, son.”

         Beats being a mad shrink.

         “Beats being a mad shrink,” I repeat out loud.

         He gives me a telling look. “Aye, son.”

         I recall my “previous circumstances”: a forty-nine-year-old, divorced, used-to-be professional man, living in a shitty Partick pied-à-terre, talking to himself.

         “Things have changed, Davy.”

         “Nothing stays the same.”

         He moves forward with a tray of coffee and scones. “Now you look after us and we look after you.” He offers me a plate.

         “You gave me this chance… this job and all.” I accept a scone.

         “You do a good job son, you got respect.”

         True respect is gained.

         Praise indeed. Davy disrespects any man who falls short of his own standards. Disrespect means disenfranchisement, disenfranchisement means isolation, isolation in Family terms generally means death.

         “I try, Davy. But I know the only thing that keeps me safe is what I know –”

         “Aye, information, son, dangerous thing.” He laughs. “You were always one step ahead. That’s why we appointed you. You give us an edge. You know what’s goin’ on.”

         “We need to confirm our relations… with Police Scotland, from a collective point of view.”

         Davy nods Mick’s way. “Usual crates. Haig Club for Hubert and Jackie’s favourite champers; you’ll know it Rooney.”

         “I mean –”

         “I know what you mean. We don’t shoot the public or the polis.”

         “More than that, Davy. We manage organised crime and they leave us alone.” 

         “Anything else?”
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