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  Prologue




  ‘You’ll get a lot of business tonight.’ He eyed me up with a mixture of disdain and lust.




  I glanced down at my luminous turquoise trousers, so tight that they clung to my thighs, and pressed my head against the dirty window pane. It was cold. The door closed behind me and I was

  alone.




  I stared down at the traffic below, mesmerized by the bright lights bouncing off the grubby pane of glass, then took a step back and felt the cold air on my skin as it forced its way through the

  badly fitted window frame. The wind was so powerful that I could see the flakes of paint dance off the walls of the dingy room.




  I tried to pull the matching crop top down towards my trousers, but the skimpy material wouldn’t stretch far enough. I reached for the black leather jacket that was hanging on the old

  armchair. It was borrowed from a friend and I’d been warned I’d better not lose it. Then I locked the door and headed out.




  The biting wind lashed at my face as I made my way towards the drag and I was glad I’d managed to put a pair of tights on underneath my trousers. Some of the girls were standing in little

  huddles and a few were by themselves. I felt anxious because of the recent murder. I could see my breath in front of me, steam that turned to ice when it hit the air. As I approached my patch at

  the clock tower a few of the girls slipped into punters’ cars. They had struck lucky.




  I leaned back against the cold brick wall underneath the huge clock. A girl standing close to me was giving me dirty looks. She was shivering with cold and her painfully thin legs dangled from

  her miniskirt.




  I smiled at her but she glared back.




  ‘This is ma bit,’ she shouted across to me. Her two front teeth were missing. Rather than get into a fight I moved away. There was room enough for everybody.




  I watched as the same cars drove slowly past me then around the block and back again, looking for girls. A black hatchback was heading in my direction and slowed down. The insistent, heavy

  baseline of rave music blared out. There were two men inside. Most girls wouldn’t go with two men because it was too risky. I moved quickly away from the pavement – I’d heard of

  girls being snatched – then made my way towards the safety of the wall under the clock tower and the car sped off.




  





  One




  An image of Margaret Thatcher flashed up on the TV, talking about the merits of privatization. I was sitting at home watching the news with my mum and dad. My dad, a man with a

  passionate sense of fairness, began shouting at the TV. ‘Privatization my arse!’ he growled. ‘She’s just a money-grabbing cow making the rich richer and the poor

  poorer.’




  He was cut off mid-rant by the sound of the phone ringing. The three of us glanced at each other. We were all looking forward to watching our favourite soap after the news and nobody wanted to

  get involved in a long phone conversation.




  ‘You’re nearest, you get it,’ my dad said to me.




  ‘I’m not getting it, I don’t want to miss Crossroads. You get it and if it’s for me say I’m out.’




  ‘You get it, Anne,’ my mum said. ‘If it’s your aunty Roseanne tell her I’ll phone her back after Crossroads.’




  I jumped up and answered the phone irritably.




  ‘Hello.’




  ‘Oh hello. Is that Bernadette Ramsay?’ said a clipped voice.




  ‘Well, I’m known as Anne,’ I said. ‘Nobody ever calls me Bernadette, at least nobody since the school nurse when I was five.’




  ‘Right. It’s Inspector Robertson here from Deanspark police station. I’m calling about your home visit. I’m on my way up to you now.’




  ‘OK, that’s fine, no problem,’ I said in a much more enthusiastic tone of voice than the one I’d answered the phone in.




  ‘Oh shit,’ I said to myself.




  I’d recently returned from three years working in Germany, first in the hotel and catering industry then in the airline business, and had applied to join the police. The process took six

  months and involved a medical, an exam and a home visit announced at short notice, if any, so that applicants could be seen as they really were without having time to put on a show.




  I rushed into the living room. Crossroads had just started and my mum and dad were sitting on the settee with their eyes glued to the screen.




  ‘Quick,’ I shouted urgently. ‘That was the police on the phone; the inspector’s on his way up here now for the home visit.’




  My mum looked panic-stricken, all thoughts of watching the telly vanished.




  ‘I don’t know if I’ve got anything in to give him with a cup of tea. And look at the state of this house. George, help me clear these plates away. I’ll get the Hoover

  out.’ She sprang into action at the speed of a Tasmanian Devil.




  My dad was much less anxious about making a good impression and was annoyed at having his viewing interrupted. He didn’t move.




  ‘For God’s sake I’m watching this. They pick their times. Can’t they come another day?’ he said.




  ‘Yeah, right, Dad, I’ll just call them back and see if they’ll do that. Are you daft? We’re lucky to get a phone call. Sometimes they just turn up.’




  ‘I don’t know what you want to do that job for anyway. That’s no job for a woman, it’s far too dangerous,’ he sighed. When he realized that there was going to be no

  chance of watching Crossroads he got up off the settee.




  ‘Stuff that, I’m off to the pub,’ he said, brightening at the prospect. I was relieved that he’d decided to go out. My dad was a straightforward working-class man who

  always called a spade a spade. If he’d stayed to see Inspector Robertson he would probably have said to him exactly what he’d just said to me. Dad reached for his jacket. Even though he

  was only going down to the local pub he liked to look smart and took pride in his appearance. He was a trim five foot nine, and kept fit by walking everywhere. He’d never lost the good

  physique he’d built up in the army more than thirty years ago. His blond hair was thinning but his twinkling blue eyes and cheeky grin were as lively as they’d always been.




  My dad was a real people’s person and had the gift of the gab. He was very sociable and always full of fun. Well respected by his friends and neighbours, he had become a local hero when he

  rescued a neighbour’s three-year-old son from drowning, receiving a medal from the Lord Provost. He did his apprenticeship as a shipwright for Stevens of Linthouse, a big Glasgow shipbuilding

  company, after he left school. At the age of twenty-one he carried out his national service and joined the Royal Electrical and Mechanical Engineers, where he worked as a mechanic. Most of his time

  in the army was spent abroad in places like Tripoli. At the end of his national service he received a glowing report. The colonel who wrote it called him ‘a bit of a character’.




  He returned to his trade when he left the army and got a job at the shipyard, where for a while he was working alongside Billy Connolly. But he was made redundant so he started working with my

  uncle running outdoor markets up and down the country.




  As a little girl I was a real tomboy, always clambering up trees in my old jeans, and unlike most girls of my age I had friends who were boys as well as girls. We used to race each other and

  play football and I made sure that the boys never beat me.




  From the age of eight my dad took me with him to Yoker Market at weekends, which wasn’t too far from where we lived. My dad’s job was to collect the rental money from the

  stallholders and to make sure that the market ran safely. This was a perfect job for him, because he was very sociable and was on first-name terms with all the stallholders. He had a reputation for

  treating everyone fairly and was renowned for having a laugh. Going to the market with my dad was always a thrill for me: because everyone loved and respected him I was treated like a little

  princess. If I went to the fruit stall I was given a bag of fruit, if I went to the sweets stall I came away with a handful of my favourite black jacks or fruit salads. My dad let me count out the

  money he’d collected, which made me feel very grown up and responsible, and was always delighted when I did the sums correctly. Christmas was a particularly magical time. Dad bought lots of

  presents cheaply from his stallholder pals and I was in heaven as I sat absorbed in the riches he showered on me – colouring books, felt-tipped pens and cuddly toys.




  My mum was much quieter than my dad and held everything together at home. She really lived for her children and worked wonders to make sure my older brother, my two older sisters and I had

  everything we wanted. Although we weren’t well off I never felt poor and we were always nicely turned out. As well as being practical Mum could be very creative, and quite often we had things

  that were a bit different from other kids. She found me a blue silk tie to wear as part of my school uniform instead of the nylon bobbly one that everybody else was wearing.




  She was small and slim, with lovely glowing skin and dark eyes. She had a heart of gold and would give up her last penny for someone else. As a young woman she’d worked for Singers, the

  sewing machine factory in Clydebank. She left work to marry my dad and became a housewife. Kim was born first, four years later James came along, Lynne arrived two years later, and a year and a

  half after that I was born.




  As I rushed to get ready I suddenly remembered something my mum had told me when she’d worked as a part-time cleaner at the Strathclyde Police headquarters. She started work early in the

  morning and often found empty whisky and vodka bottles in the bins, something that shocked her. When she worked nights she sometimes witnessed the parties held in the police station on Friday

  evenings. She told me that some of the bosses got very drunk, tried to chat up young female office staff, then rolled off to drive themselves home. I was shocked by this but assumed that the

  drunken parties at police headquarters were a thing of the past.




  One of the least favourite parts of my mum’s job at police headquarters was cleaning the basement. There was an old museum there with wooden stocks, a heavy moleskin suit which had been

  worn as a punishment, opium pipes in glass cases, and old-fashioned weapons. Mum would have to dust around the waxwork dummy of Madeleine Smith, posed in a black high-necked dress, a bonnet on her

  head. Madeleine poisoned her lover when she was only twenty-two but escaped hanging when the jury gave her a not proven verdict. Much worse was the dummy of Peter Thomas Anthony Manuel, a notorious

  serial killer who was hanged in 1958. A shiver ran down my spine whenever Mum referred to him.




  As my mum raced around tidying up the living room and stowing dirty plates and cups out of sight in the kitchen I looked down at the jogging pants I was wearing and thought, ‘There’s

  no way I can meet him like this . . .’ So I rushed upstairs to get changed, flung various items out of my wardrobe, and eventually settled on a white shirt and black jeans.




  ‘It’s vaguely like a police uniform,’ I said to myself. ‘So at least he’ll be able to get an idea of what I’ll look like in the job.’




  All sorts of thoughts were running through my head as I pulled my clothes on. I was feeling apprehensive and wondered if the interview would be like the police interrogations I’d seen on

  TV. Would Inspector Robertson be coming by himself, or would there be a row of officers lining up on my mum’s sofa to grill me?




  I wondered too what the inspector would make of our house. It was a modern, end-of-terrace, three-bedroomed council house on the Summerston Estate and we’d lived there since I was three.

  It was brand-new when we moved into it, built on what used to be open fields before the council decided to put houses there. To me it felt enormous because it had a front and back garden. The flat

  we’d moved from had an outside toilet, while this house had a bathroom and toilet upstairs and another toilet downstairs. It seemed like a palace. We lived in the northwest of Glasgow, a

  middling kind of area which was neither good nor bad. There was some crime but there were plenty of worse places to live. Everybody knew everybody else on Summerston and there was an open, friendly

  atmosphere. We steered clear of the few rough families and saw very little trouble. All the children on the estate grew up together and went to the same school. Kim, Lynne and I slept in the same

  room, while James had a room of his own. Lynne and I shared a double bed and there were plenty of fights at bedtime over territory. We drew an imaginary line down the middle of the bed and

  we’d squash right up against each other, bum against bum, to make sure that the other one didn’t stray into ‘enemy territory’. We must have looked ridiculous, because most

  of the bed was left completely empty.




  I took my hair out of its ponytail and brushed it well. I decided against putting make-up on. I wanted to look professional but not like a dumb blonde, although I discovered later that the

  dumb-blonde image might have worked better.




  As I checked myself in my bedroom mirror there was a loud, decisive knock on the door. It was a sound that I’d come to recognize as a police knock. In the past my brother, a bit spoilt as

  the only boy in the family, had fallen in with a bad crowd. He started taking drugs, much to the hurt and dismay of my parents, and because of this he had got on the wrong side of the law. So the

  police had been at the door quite often when I was growing up. I took a deep breath and ran downstairs.




  Mum had worked wonders and the living room looked perfectly clean and tidy. ‘Don’t let him come in the kitchen, I’ve shoved all the rubbish in there,’ she whispered.




  ‘Don’t worry, I’ll keep him in the living room,’ I whispered back.




  She’d been far too worried about getting the house straight to change her outfit, so now she patted her dark hair, smoothed down her jumper and skirt and hitched up her American tan tights

  where they’d wrinkled a bit at the ankles.




  I opened the door to see a fat balding man standing there. I guessed he was in his mid-forties. His face had that mottled, ruddy look that comes from heavy drinking. The buttons of his police

  tunic were straining against his paunch. He was wearing his police hat and I decided that he looked like a cross between a walrus and a pitbull. My second thought was that he looked as if he had no

  sense of humour at all.




  I smiled at him but he didn’t smile back, instead thrusting his hand out for me to shake. I wasn’t used to such formality. ‘Come in, come in,’ I said, leading him into

  the living room.




  My mum appeared from the kitchen, carefully closing the door behind her. ‘Hello, I’m Anne’s mum,’ she said, smiling broadly. She’d put on her best posh accent and I

  shot her a bemused look, saying silently, ‘Why aren’t you talking normally?’




  My mum always wanted people’s approval, but I was much more like my dad and thought that people should take me as they found me.




  Once again he extended his hand without cracking a smile.




  ‘Would you like a wee cup of tea or coffee?’ she asked him.




  ‘Ay, I’ll have a coffee, thanks. Milk and two sugars.’




  ‘No problem, I’ll just leave youz to it,’ she said, and disappeared into the kitchen.




  ‘Is it just yourself and your mum that’s in?’ he asked.




  ‘Yes, my dad’s just popped out.’ I didn’t mention that he’d escaped to the pub. ‘Have a seat.’




  He sat himself down. ‘Is it just yourself and your parents who live here?’




  ‘Yes. My older sister Kim’s married, my sister Lynne’s away at film school in London and my brother James lives with his partner.’




  My mum emerged from the kitchen carrying a tray with two of her best cups and saucers. Miraculously she’d found some cakes and biscuits and had arranged them nicely on a plate. She smiled

  nervously.




  Inspector Robertson explained that the purpose of the home visit was to get to know me better. He would compile a report that he would send to personnel, and on the basis of that report a

  decision would be made about whether or not to accept me at police training school. All my hopes were pinned on how this man might perceive me.




  ‘Why do you want to become a police officer?’ he asked, meeting my eyes intently. A roll of fat from his double chin rested importantly on the collar of his jacket when he looked

  down at the clipboard he was carrying.




  Applying for a job in the police was something I’d thought about a lot. I answered truthfully.




  ‘I think I’d make a good police officer,’ I told him. ‘I’m good with people. I went to Germany for three years after I left school and worked with lots of different

  people from different countries there. I’m twenty-one and think I’m quite mature for my age. I feel I’ve had a bit of life experience. And I’m quite streetwise. Growing up

  in this area means that I haven’t led a sheltered life, although I’ve never been in any bother myself.’




  ‘How’s your general fitness?’




  ‘I go running every morning. I’ve always been fit. My mum used to say she never saw me because I was playing a different sport after school every day of the week. My PE teacher told

  me I was talented and a good team player, and I won lots of competitions in hockey and badminton.’




  He nodded approvingly. I glanced at his paunch and wondered when he’d last run round a playing field.




  ‘I see here that you didn’t stay on to do your highers. What did you do when you left school?’




  ‘When I left school all I was being offered was YTS [Youth Training Scheme] jobs for £24 a week. My dad had always told me those jobs were slave labour set up by Margaret Thatcher to

  get young people to work for buttons, and I agreed with him. The first job they offered me was in a cheap supermarket. When I turned that down the offers started getting better. Next they offered

  me one in a bank. I felt I could do better than that and started writing off for jobs off my own bat. Intercontinental were opening a hotel in Glasgow and made me an offer of two different jobs

  based on my letter. My first job in the restaurant gave me a wage of £120 a week – not bad for someone of my age. I’d always wanted to travel and I managed to get a transfer to

  one of their hotels in Germany.’




  ‘Tell me more about your work in Germany,’ he said.




  I explained that I’d been a housekeeping supervisor for an Intercontinental hotel in Frankfurt. It was a huge place with a thousand bedrooms.




  ‘I was in charge of the staff who cleaned the bedrooms and had to check that they’d done their jobs properly. It was a humbling experience. Many of them were refugees from places

  like Turkey and Afghanistan, older than me and very highly qualified, working in their home countries as doctors or engineers. I often ended up cleaning the rooms with them instead of just

  inspecting them afterwards.’




  He nodded approvingly so I carried on explaining. ‘I moved out of the housekeeping department and became a night auditor, a kind of accountant. I worked constant nightshifts for about a

  year.’




  ‘So you’ll not mind the shifts then,’ he said.




  ‘No, every job I’ve had since I left school has been shift work,’ I replied. ‘After a year of working nights I applied for a job for North West Airlines, an American

  company. I got the job and started working at Frankfurt Airport. Unfortunately I couldn’t fly with them because I didn’t have a green card.’




  I was trying to work out what he would make of that. He smiled and nodded and I hoped he’d be more impressed with the kind of work experience I’d had than if I’d spent a couple

  of years on the checkout at the local supermarket. He seemed to be thawing a bit.




  ‘Do you go to church?’ he asked abruptly. The question took me by surprise, because I couldn’t see what church attendance had to do with becoming a police officer and I

  wasn’t sure what sort of answer was required.




  ‘Well, my dad’s a Catholic and he goes sometimes, but the rest of us don’t. My mum’s a Protestant. I believe in God but I’m not actually anything.’




  At that point my mum came back into the room. I don’t know if she’d been listening through the door and had decided that now would be a good time to intervene, but I was glad to see

  her.




  ‘Do you want another drink, son?’ she asked.




  ‘Oh ay, I’ll have another wee cuppa. How do you feel about Anne joining the police, Mrs Ramsay?’




  My mum replied in her best posh accent again. ‘I think it’s a good job, son, lots of security, and I think Anne would make a great police officer. It’s something she’s

  always wanted to do.’ She looked at him expectantly, hoping for a nod of approval that she’d said the right thing.




  When she left the room again Inspector Robertson asked, ‘And how does your brother feel about you joining the police?’




  I knew that he would have checked out all the members of my family to see if any of them had a criminal record, as I’d been asked to put their names and dates of birth on my application

  form.




  My lips felt suddenly dry and I decided that the best policy was to be honest and upfront. ‘I don’t really know how he feels about it but I imagine he’s got his own opinion. My

  brother got into a bit of bother with the police because of his drug problems, but hopefully he can get himself sorted out. He’s not a bad person,’ I said.




  Inspector Robertson nodded and made some notes, while I wondered if I’d said the right thing. I had a quick glance at the clock on the wall. He’d arrived just after 7 pm and it was

  now almost 8.30. I was surprised he had been here for such a long time and wondered how many more questions he had lined up for me. The next one threw me completely.




  ‘What would you do if a married police officer came on to you?’




  I looked him in the eye, wondering whether he was coming on to me himself or if he was asking a theoretical question. I decided it was the latter.




  ‘I’d treat it the same way I would if anyone else came on to me and would deal with it as it happened,’ I said.




  He nodded and didn’t pursue it.




  ‘Righto then. That’s it for now. I’ll pass my report on to personnel and we’ll be in touch soon.’




  My mum emerged from the kitchen again. ‘Thanks for your hospitality, Mrs Ramsay,’ he said to her.




  The first thing Mum said after she’d waved him off down the path and shut the front door was, ‘Was I OK, was the house OK?’




  She wasn’t being self-centred but was very worried about the impression she had made. ‘How did it go? I was trying to listen at the door,’ she said.




  ‘Alright,’ I replied. ‘He asked if we went to church!’




  ‘What did you say?’ my mum asked, looking slightly panicked in case I’d said the wrong thing.




  ‘I just said Dad sometimes goes but that we didn’t.’




  ‘Should we be going to church?’ she asked. ‘Would that help you get in?’




  ‘No, don’t be daft,’ I laughed, then added jokingly, ‘I think he was coming on to me.’




  ‘What d’you mean?’ she asked horrified. ‘Maybe you should think again about joining the police.’




  ‘He asked me what I’d do if a married man came on to me!’




  The doorbell rang again.




  ‘Oh no, maybe he’s forgotten something,’ said my mum.




  I opened the front door but it wasn’t Inspector Robertson standing there, it was Eddie, one of the local drug-users, who had come to see if we wanted to buy any of the stuff he’d

  shoplifted that day.




  ‘Any of you ladies looking for top-quality tights or some deodorant?’ he said, adopting a tongue-in-cheek sales patter as he showed off the goods he’d just stolen from the

  local supermarket.




  I laughed and said, ‘Not today thanks.’




  





  Two




  ‘Ouch,’ I cried.




  The tiny woman with the badly dyed auburn hair showed no mercy as she thrust the pin into my inner thigh. She was making the final alterations to the inside legs of my oversized police

  trousers.




  ‘Stand still,’ she barked. I decided that the best thing to do was to mind my manners. Eyeing her extra-large pin box, I kept my mouth shut and did as she said.




  It had been a month since my home visit and I was happy and excited when I found out that I had been accepted. Now I was standing in what can only be described as a glorified cupboard on the

  third floor of Strathclyde Police headquarters getting fitted for my uniform. I felt like I was in an episode of the cartoon Mr Benn, stepping into a fantasy world and becoming a new

  character for the day. The room-cum-cupboard was packed with police uniforms in all shapes and sizes, but none of them seemed as manly as the one I was wearing.




  ‘Right, get changed, that’s you done,’ said the flame-haired measurer. ‘Just come out when you’re ready and I’ll go and get the rest of your uniform

  together.’




  As I stood at the counter she reappeared armed with a tick list. ‘Four shirts, two long-sleeved, two short, two trousers, two skirts, two tunics, three hats . . .’




  Suddenly the phone rang, interrupting her in mid-flow. She answered quickly and I watched her screw her face up in disgust. I tried not to laugh as she snapped, ‘I don’t care if

  he’s lost his gloves, he’s not due another pair till next year.’ The caller must have tried to persuade her. Not a chance. ‘Too bad,’ she smirked, slamming down the

  receiver and turning to me as if nothing had happened. Even though she was four inches shorter than me I found her scary.




  ‘Two pairs of gloves, a handbag, four cravats, epaulettes, six pairs of tights, a raincoat, a fluorescent jacket.’ She checked off each item before shoving them into a black

  polythene bin bag. I was surprised to see that we were given a handbag – I didn’t realize policewomen carried one. It was medium-sized and made of cheap black vinyl with a silver zip

  and a thin shoulder strap. We were expected to carry our notebooks, pens, parking tickets and gloves in it.




  ‘That’s you till next year,’ she said as she handed me the bag.




  My first week in the police was at the local force training centre and was designed to break in the new recruits and prepare us for the following eight weeks at the Scottish police college,

  known as Tulliallan. The training centre was a huge pink building in the middle of Glasgow city centre and was referred to as the Pink Elephant.




  I made friends easily with the other new recruits – fifteen men and four more women – and got close to a girl called Julie. We were both twenty-one and had lots in common. She was

  taller than me, with long, dark hair and a huge smile, and was cheery and full of fun. We often spent our lunchtimes together heading over the Clyde Bridge to scan the rails of the local fashion

  shops.




  Most of our instruction was done in classrooms.




  ‘No hair below the collar for male officers, no loose strands of hair for females, all hair tucked under hats or locked in a hairnet, minimum make-up, stand up whenever anyone enters the

  room until you’re told to sit down.’




  We weren’t given a choice about signing up to the Police Federation, St George’s Welfare Fund and the Benevolent Fund. Money for our subscriptions was automatically taken out of our

  wages each month.




  We were expected to salute when our uniforms were inspected, and the rank structure in the police was explained to us, along with the correct way to record information in our notebooks. We were

  given shoulder numbers that related to different divisions within Strathclyde Police. Mine was R274. I was told that R was Ayrshire. I stuck up my hand. ‘Sergeant, Ayrshire’s a bit far

  for me to travel. Could I not change to somewhere a bit closer?’




  ‘You’ll work where we tell you,’ he retorted. ‘When you signed up to become a police officer you automatically agreed to work anywhere that we decided in the Strathclyde

  area. You don’t have a choice.’




  I felt trapped and wondered what on earth I’d signed up for. It had never even entered my head that I might have to move far away from home, and I was dismayed that I had no choice in the

  matter.




  I was sitting next to the only Asian recruit, a man called Ahmed Singh who was the only other officer going to R division out of our group. When the sergeant left the room Ahmed turned to me and

  said, ‘I’m glad you asked that, I wanted to ask the same thing. I’m not happy about being sent to R division either, because there’s no Asian community there. I think

  I’d be more useful in Glasgow where there are plenty of people from the same background as me.’ I was in no doubt that however good any of our reasoning was, the decision had been made

  and that was that.




  The day before we finished the week-long course they took us over to the Sheriff Court which stands across the road from the force training centre. They demonstrated how to fingerprint. Julie

  and I fingerprinted each other.




  ‘God, I feel like a criminal,’ she said when I fingerprinted her.




  ‘You better watch it or you’ll end up in one of the cells,’ I joked. She laughed nervously.




  Before we left the Sheriff Court the sergeant took all of our fingerprints and explained that they’d be kept on file. Alarm bells started to ring for me. Why on earth did they need our

  fingerprints when they’d already screened us to rule out criminal offences?




  I asked the same sergeant I’d questioned about being sent to Ayrshire. ‘Why do you need our fingerprints? Didn’t you check us out already?’




  He bridled at that. ‘Everybody who joins the police has their fingerprints taken,’ he said irritably. ‘We only use them for crime scene comparisons, don’t worry. We

  won’t be giving them to anyone else.’




  I wasn’t convinced and didn’t feel that he’d given me a straight answer, but I shut up because I could see I was getting on his nerves.




  On the final day of our week of basic training Julie and I headed towards the force training centre shop to pick up the remaining items that we needed to go to Tulliallan.




  As we went into the small shop I could see that the Strathclyde Police emblem was staring at me from every corner of the crammed room, painted or engraved on to mugs, badges, trophies and

  T-shirts.




  ‘Who buys this crap?’ I whispered to Julie.




  We compared our lists and headed over to a pile of brown shoe boxes. I picked up one with ‘size 5’ written on the front and took out a pair of shiny black marching shoes to try

  on.




  As I bent down to lace them up, Julie, who had already put her shoes on, started to tap-dance under my nose. I quickly got up to join in and we both fell about laughing.




  ‘I cannae believe we’re no supplied with these, ah grudge buying them,’ I said.




  ‘I’m no surprised they make you buy them, they couldnae give them away if they tried. They’re ugly,’ laughed Julie.




  Still wearing the shoes, we slid across the carpet towards the swimsuits. We each picked one up in unison and held them against our bodies.




  ‘Ah wouldnae be seen dead in this,’ Julie said.




  ‘Ma granny wouldnae be seen dead in it,’ I laughed.




  The ugly black costumes looked as though they had been designed for nuns, stretching from the neck down to the knees. There was no getting out of wearing them because they were on our lists. I

  knew I’d never wear the swimsuit again after training.




  ‘How do you think the first week went?’ I asked Julie.




  ‘It wisnae as bad as I thought, though I’m no very happy about getting posted to Oban, it’s miles away,’ she said. Oban is a fishing village ninety miles north-west of

  Glasgow.




  ‘Ah know, I’m absolutely raging. I came home from Germany to be closer to my family but they’re sending me to bloody south Ayrshire, forty miles away.’




  Something else had been playing on my mind and I decided to confide in Julie. ‘I’ve noticed that they weren’t too happy about me asking so many questions,’ I said.




  ‘How do you know?’




  ‘Well, I got pulled in by Chief Inspector Smith. He warned me that I wouldnae go very far if I asked so many questions. He said I was just to shut up and learn the job.’




  ‘You’re joking!’ said Julie. ‘Is that not what you’re meant to do in this job?’




  ‘I only asked him why female officers had to wear skirts rather than trousers, and he just said, “That’s the way we do things here.”’




  Before I joined the police I’d been a real free spirit, loving nothing better than to set off for a new place on the spur of the moment with hardly a bean in my pocket. I lived life to the

  full and didn’t have any worries. I never panicked about how I’d get by but always made the best of whatever situation I found myself in and readily made friends. In my teenage years I

  had collected pen friends from all over the world and was an avid letter-writer. My first week at the police training centre had left me feeling stamped on. I’d always been used to expressing

  my opinions freely, but that didn’t seem to be welcome here. Still, I told myself that one week of training wasn’t the real job. I wasn’t the kind of person who gave up on things

  easily and I wanted to give my new career a proper chance.




  The following week my dad drove me up to Tulliallan. It was about an hour’s drive from Glasgow.




  ‘Bloody traffic. It’s murder at this time of day,’ he grumbled.




  ‘Sorry Dad, I really appreciate you driving me up.’




  ‘It’s OK hen, it’s fine, we’ll be there soon.’




  We drove through a few picturesque villages and kept having to slow down to 30 miles an hour when the road narrowed, then we’d pick up speed again when it widened. The villages themselves

  only had a few hundred houses in them.




  We drove in silence for a while. My dad seemed tense, as if he wanted to say something.




  ‘Are you sure you want to do this job?’ he asked finally




  ‘I want to give it a go. I really want to help people.’




  ‘I understand that. You’ve always been that way. I remember the time when you stood up for Donna Brown when she was getting bullied at primary school. Her mother came up and thanked

  me at the parents’ night. That made me so proud of you. Not everyone will speak up when they see that something’s wrong.’




  ‘I don’t even remember that,’ I said.




  ‘I just hope this job isn’t going to change you,’ he said. ‘I’m worried it’s a bit dangerous, I don’t want anything to happen to you.’




  ‘Don’t worry, Dad, I’ll be fine. My other jobs haven’t changed me and I’m sure this one won’t either.’




  When we crossed the Kincardine Bridge I knew we were getting close to the police college that was in the village of the same name. The college is the biggest thing in Kincardine and generates a

  lot of employment there.




  We drove up the sweeping driveway of the picturesque castle of Tulliallan. It was set in lush green forest and looked impressive.




  ‘It looks nice,’ my dad said. ‘But I’m still not happy about you doing this.’




  ‘It looks great. Stop worrying, Dad, I’ll be fine.’




  This is where I would be spending my next eight weeks training with new recruits from all over Scotland. Alongside the original castle were newer buildings, including some cottages where

  scenarios that police recruits were likely to encounter were acted out.




  I wheeled my suitcase across an area of open ground known as the parade square. In the distance I could see a large, imposing figure in full police uniform. A bright red sash covered his tunic

  and he was holding a stick. I couldn’t see his features clearly but the red sash alone was enough to unnerve me. He was standing to attention staring straight ahead, his arms glued to his

  side. This place made me feel very small. It seemed to take for ever to cross the square towards the figure.




  As I got closer I could see no trace of a smile on his hardened features. He appeared even bigger close up and the light reflected off his shaved head. Maybe Dad was right. For a moment I

  considered running back to the safety of his car.




  I walked nervously past him through the double doors and joined the army of eighty or so new recruits lined up in the foyer waiting for their names to be called.




  The air was stiff with tension and you could hear a pin drop. There were more uniformed supervisors ahead of us, looking every bit as scary as the one outside.




  Whitney Houston’s powerful voice suddenly punctured the silence with the lyrics of ‘I Will Always Love You’. I wondered where it was coming from and along with the others I

  started to giggle nervously, but stopped when I realized that the uniformed supervisors were not amused.




  One of them approached the crowd. ‘You, boy! Do you find that funny?’ roared the inspector as he pointed his baton at one of the new recruits in front of me.




  Whitney’s voice continued to bellow out from the red-faced recruit’s suitcase as he was led back out of the double doors.




  His radio alarm clock had gone off by mistake and he was roundly told off. His card was marked.




  I was directed to the female dormitory, which reminded me of a hospital ward. Army-style camp beds, a couple of dozen of them, lined both sides of the walls. I was allocated a bed at the far end

  of the room opposite a girl from Lothian and Borders police force who ignored my efforts to strike up a conversation. There was rivalry between the two biggest forces in Scotland – we

  Glaswegians versus the recruits from Edinburgh. We were seen as a bunch of ruffians while they considered themselves to be more refined.




  The room quickly filled with female chat as we got to know each other. I found it interesting talking to some of the other girls and finding out if they knew things about the course that I

  didn’t. But the chance to chat quickly came to an end as a female sergeant handed out our timetables. Work started almost at once.




  Sergeant Farmer was one of the female sergeants acting as a supervisor. A few years older than us, she was an attractive woman but was quite bitchy towards the female recruits and seemed envious

  of the younger, prettier ones. She liked to be the centre of attention and often flirted with the young men on the course.




  The days were full on, taken up with polishing shoes, pressing uniforms and trying to learn the law. There was no time to think and each night I fell into bed exhausted. We were constantly under

  pressure.




  The sergeants who were our class instructors seemed to be on ego trips. They constantly drummed into us that we were now part of the biggest gang in the world.




  As they took the classes, which covered everything from giving evidence and powers of arrest to questioning suspects and conducting searches of people or premises, they seemed intent on filling

  our heads with all the exciting crimes they’d been involved with. We stared wide-eyed with admiration and they lapped it up.




  We had a lot of marching to do in our shiny black tap shoes. Strutting up and down made me feel really stupid and I wondered what it had to do with policing.




  As well as us naive new recruits, the police college was also home to second-year trainees who seemed to be much more streetwise than us, traffic officers and seasoned officers on detective

  courses. The phrase ‘the job’s fucked’ was a common line they used. I had no idea why.




  One of the best things about the training was that I began to lose a lot of weight as a result of the rigorous routine and the excessive exercise. Quite a few of the recruits were overweight and

  struggled with the forest runs, especially carrying tree trunks and running up hills. It was a nightmare running with a tree trunk with four handles on it, particularly if you were at the back.

  Some of the time I was running with three guys and felt as if I was getting dragged along. We did a lot of runs through the forest, and one of the things I hated most was repeatedly sprinting up

  Rice Crispie Hill (I never got to find out why it was called that) and jogging back down. Years later that particular exercise was abandoned because a new recruit sued the police after falling and

  breaking her ankle. We were expected to run a mile and a half in twelve minutes. We had to do as many pull-ups, sit-ups and press-ups as we could in two minutes. One of the police trainers tested

  us on this and gave us a grade according to how fit we were.




  The main aim of the swimming classes was to learn life-saving skills. Male and female recruits were taught together. The men had to wear tight-fitting Speedos and we women all looked very unsexy

  in our droopy black swimsuits.




  In one of the swimming classes we were asked to walk to the end of the diving board and then drop off it, keeping our bodies straight. Like a few of the other recruits I was scared to do this

  because I wasn’t a good swimmer and the diving board was very high. Sergeant Miller, the PE instructor, tried everything to get me to do it but I refused point-blank. I was getting more and

  more scared. Each time I looked up at the diving board it seemed to have got higher. He appeared to have given up on me and started to walk away, but then he turned back and said, ‘I think

  you’re just a chicken.’




  He had pressed the right button. I wasn’t going to let anyone call me a chicken and get away with it. I marched straight past him, walked up the stairs and dropped myself off the diving

  board. The jump wasn’t anywhere near as bad as I’d thought it would be and Sergeant Miller was delighted with me.




  ‘Well done, Constable Ramsay. I knew you could do it.’




  I smiled and grabbed my towel, pleased that I hadn’t let my fears get the better of me.




  One day after swimming we were told we were getting our photos taken immediately after we’d climbed out of the pool and dried ourselves.




  I pulled my hair back and joined the other girls – we were all rushing around like a bunch of clucking hens trying to put on a bit of make-up. These were the photos that our mums would be

  proudly displaying on the mantelpiece and we all felt annoyed that they’d chosen this moment to take them.




  ‘God, I look like shit, I wish they’d given us more time,’ said one of the girls.




  ‘Has anyone got any lip gloss?’ asked another. We all looked like a bunch of drowned rats.




  We were given stodgy food at mealtimes in the huge canteen. I’d noticed that a couple of the girls stuffed their faces with fatty food and then made a beeline for the toilets. When I went

  to the toilet I could hear them retching. They seemed to be unusually thin, but at the time I didn’t realize that they were bulimic, not having encountered this illness before.




  The guys who appeared ugly in week one all seemed godlike by week eight. It was because we were all going through such intense training that close relationships formed, both friendships and

  sexual liaisons. One of the married sergeants who was training us got together with one of the young female recruits during our time at Tulliallan and ended up leaving his wife for her. She later

  became pregnant by him.




  One day we concentrated on role-playing exercises, with the class divided up into pairs to mirror the way we would be working on the street. There were five sergeants who played the roles of

  different criminals, such as a housebreaker, a man who’d urinated in the street and someone who’d caused a disturbance. We took it in turns to practise while the rest of the class

  watched and critiqued the performance. The scenario I was given was to stop a criminal and see if there were any warrants out for him. He was acting suspiciously and gave me a false name. The

  sergeant ended up telling me much more than he had planned to, testament to my skills at eliciting information. I got a pat on the back for that, but I was just being myself – I loved talking

  to people and asking them questions came naturally.
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