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                                              DEDICATED  FOLLOWER  OF  PASSION

                                                Grover  Tenby`s  mother  swore  he  had  been born with  it.  Mother`s  always  look  for  the  best  in  their  offspring . 
“He  feels  things  very  deeply  mum.  Very  sensitive  my  lad,  bless  him.”  Her  mother  continued  to  watch  MTV.  Mrs.  Tenby  the  elder had  always  liked  MTV.

“I  know  love.  He`s  a  good  lad.  Oh  look  it`s  Status  Quo”

Mrs.  Tenby  the  younger  patted  her  mother`s  shoulder  absent  mindedly.  “That`s  nice  for  you  dear.”  She  worried  about  Grover. Grover always had  to  have  a  cause  to  fight  for.  Grover`s  problem  was  that  he  picked  causes  that  no  one  else  thought  were  causes  at  all. They  simply  weren`t  interesting  causes. So  Grover   mostly  protested  about his various  issues  in  solitude.  Grover  had  worked  briefly  in  the  menswear  department  of  Marks  and  Spencers  and  was  a  frustrated  fashion  guru.
His  teachers ,  University  professors,  neighbours  and  gradually  as  the  years  passed,  local  policemen  and much weightier  legal  figures , had  all  tried  to  dissuade  him  from   his  habit  of  confronting  big  business  and  media  figures.  These  big  business  and  media  figures  didn`t  seem  to  care  enough  about  the  impending  resurgence  of half-inch turn-ups  in  trouser  legs  or  that  braces -suspenders  to  our  American  cousins-  would  need  to  change  back  from  clip  on  to  button  loop  meaning  huge  opportunities  in  manufacturing  for  entrepreneurs.  After  all  dedicated  desirers  of  button  loop  braces  and half-inch turn-ups  on  trousers  should  be  able  to  locate  them  under  their  own  steam  if  they  wanted  them  so  much.
              It  was  on  a  rather  nondescript  Tuesday  morning-  not  warm,  not  cold,  neither  altogether  dry  nor  damp or  wet - that Grover met  an  old  man  who  furnished  him  with  a  cause    worthy  of  really  getting  these  people`s  attention.

                                                                       ************************

                                                       The  old  man  was  the  sole  member  of  Grover`s  audience  that  Tuesday  morning.

“Aye  lad.  You`ve  got  something  there.  I  blame  the  government  I  do.”
“In  what  way  sir?”

“Eh?  I  just  do  lad.  They`re  to  blame  for  everything  aren`t  they?  Everybody  knows  that”  
        It  was  like  being  struck  by  lightning.  The  old  man  was  right.  Everything  WAS  the  government`s  fault.  The  majority  of  the  government  had  no  idea  how  to  dress  properly!
                                                                        **************************   
  “Come  in  young  man.  Come  right  away  in.  Sit  down .Park  it.  Take  a  load  off.  I`v e  got  three  children  myself.  Know  all  the  jive  talk.  Ha.  Ha.”  Harry  Tumm  was  Grover`s  local  M.P.  Grover  wished  he  wasn`t.  Harry  was  a  slovenly  dresser.
“I`m  not  happy  Mr.  Tumm  and  I  feel  the  government-  that  is  to  say  the  party  you  represent-  is  partly  to  blame  for  that.”  said  Grover  flatly

“Well  that`s  alright  then.  Most  people  blame  us  for  everything.”  said  Harry  cheerfully.  “Who  else  is  responsible  for  your  unhappiness  Mr.  Ten-  may  I  call  you  Grover?  I  know  your  mother  quite  well-  yes,  ahem.  Who  else?”

“Why.  The  two  other  parties  of  course.  Parliament  in  general  actually.”

“Oh.  I  see.  All  of  us.  Well  that`s  not  so  bad  then  is  it?  If  it`s  all  of  us  together.  Many  hands  you  know.  Better  chance  of  getting  things  sorted  out  you  see.  Or  fucking  them  up  as  you  see  it  lad”
“What  chance  do  the  youth  of  today  have?  They  have  little  enough  to  aspire  to.  Politicians  are  totally  isolated  from  them  and  do  nothing  to  close  the  gap.”
“I  know.  I  know.  And  what  do  you  suggest  we  do  about  that  young  Grover?  I`m  all  ears.  Ha  Ha.”  Actually  Harry  was  all  ears.  He  had  very  large  ears.  And  a  huge  stomach.

“Go  home.  Take  a  look  in  the  mirror  and  ask  yourself  one  question.  Would    the  young  voters  of  this  country by attracted  by  what  they  see  there? If  they  and  not  you  were  looking  in  that  mirror? The  answer  of  course  must  be  no.”  Grover  smirked.  Not  a  smile.  Not  a  grin.  Quite  definitely  a  smirk.

“Eh?  Oh  yes.  I  see .  I  think.”  Harry  didn`t see  at  all  “Too  old  for  them.  Something
  like  that  is  it?”
“Look  at  these  two  posters”  said  Grover  a  little  more  helpfully.”May  I?”  as  he  unfolded  two  rather  large  posters  on  Harry`s  desk.

“Oh  yes.  I  see.”  He  didn`t.  “That`s  very  striking.  What  do  they  mean  exactly?”

“Exactly  what  they  say.    You`ve  got  to  walk  the  walk  before  you  talk  the  talk.”

“Oh  yes.  I  see.”  He  still  didn`t.  “Very  good.  Very  good  indeed.”

                                                                    ************************

“Would  you  say  I`m  distant  dear?  You  know . Remote.”  said  Harry  to  his  wife  that  evening.

“I  don`t  know  dear.  Wherever  you  left  it  I  suppose.”  said  Mrs.  Tumm  pleasantly  flicking  through  her  knitting  pattern.

Harry  wondered  sometimes  if  she  misunderstood  him  on  purpose.  Didn`t  like  to  think  of  him  having  any  deep  thoughts  about  anything  other  than  paying  the  bills

“Here”  said  Harry`s  teenage  daughter  throwing  the  family`s  television  remote  in  his  general  direction.  “This  is  a  load  of  shit  we`re  watching  anyway.  Your beloved party  leader  talking  through  his  arse  as  usual.”
Harry  sighed  sadly.

“Rectum  Annie  please”  said  Mrs.  Tumm  a  little  less  pleasantly.  “Such  talk  you  young  people  have  nowadays.  No  wonder  no  one  listens.”

  Harry  looked  at  his  wife  thoughtfully.  That`s  what  young  Grover  had  been  on  about.
        Harry  left  the  room  and  made  a  phone  call.  The  Party  press  secretary  might  be  very  interested  in  what  he  had  to  say  this  time.  Harry`s seat was very   far  from  a  safe  seat  at  the  next  bi-election.

                                                           **************************

                                                            “  Of  course  I  didn`t  upset  him  mum.  Not  when  he  told  me  he  knew  you.  How  do  you  two  know  each  other  then?  Schooldays  or  something  like  that?”

“Oh  just  from  the  council  offices  Grover  dear.  You  know  popping  in  and  out.  That  sort  of  thing.”  Grover`s  mother  appeared  uncharacteristically  flushed  as  she  answered.

                                                            *****************************

                                                   “Would  you  care  to  repeat  that?”

“Well  I  don`t  care  to really but  it`s  what  they  think  of  us.”

Who?”

“The  young  people  of  today.  Useless  old  fuckers.  I  asked  my  daughter  and  heaven  knows  it`s certainly  not  the  way  she  was  brought  up  to  speak  but  she  says  that`s  what  today`s  young  people  think  of us politicians.”
“Oh  I  don`t  know  Harry.  Bit  fierce  is  it  not?  I  mean  no  one  has  called  me  that.”  said  the  Parliamentary  Press  secretary  defensively.

“No  not  to  your  face  perhaps  Morton  but  it`s  what  they  think  of  us?”Harry  declined  from  telling  him that the  Home  Secretary  had  called  him  that  the  previous  week

“Really.  All  of  them?”

“Well  I  haven`t  done  a  head  count  if  that`s  what  you  mean  Morton  but  I  would  say  a  very  high  percentage  of  them.”  

“Dear  me.  What  a  dreadful  state  of  affairs.  We  can`t  let  that  sort  of  thing  go  on.  Must  do  something  about  it.  Yours  is  not  exactly  a  safe  seat.  I  knew  they  weren`t  terribly  pleased  with  us  recently  but  I  really  never  imagined  it  had  got  as  bad  as  that.  Any  suggestions?”
“Well  it`s  basically  all  about  walking  the  walk  and  talking  the  talk  Morton.  Savvy?”  Harry  slipped  the  last  word  in  daringly.

“Eh?”

“Savvy.  Means,  do  you  undertand  me?”

“Oh  yes.  Quite.  With  you  now.”  Morton  didn`t  and  wasn`t  “Let  me  sleep  on  it  Harry.”

“Ciao  then  Morton.”  said  Harry  cheerfully.

“Eh?”  said Morton

                                                                      *********************

  “You`re  taking  him  to  meet  who  Harry?”  said  Grover`s  mother  doubtfully.

“Oh  just  one  or  two  press  people  I  know  Irene”  said  Harry  confidently.  “Got  some  great  ideas your young  Grover.  We`ll  talk  them  over  with  these  people.  You  want  me  to  get  re-elected  don`t  you  Irene?  Keep  you  in  the  manner  you  deserve  pet.”  Harry  fixed  his  ineffective  combover  carefully  in  the  mirror  buttoning  up  his  fly  with  other  hand.  “Nice  dinners  and  things.”

“Of  course  I  do  sweetie.  And  I`m  pleased  you`re  trying  to  help  Grover  by  introducing  him  to  the  right  people.  Of  course  I  am.  But  Grover`s  not  like  you  sweetie.  He`s  very  sensitive  you  know.  Feels  things  very  deeply.  Might  just  backfire  on  you  all  this.  Grover`s  not  cut  out  for  politics.”
“Did  I  mention  politics for  Grover  pet ?”

                                                       *********************

                                             “Of  course  I  can  Morton.  Young  Grover  here  gave  me  the  idea.”

“But  crossing  the  House  Harry.  Bit  drastic  is  it  not?  I  mean  you`ve  been  with  the  party  since  your  teenage  years.”

“I`m  simply  calling  in  one  favour  from  the  many  I`ve  done  you  over  the  years.  And  I  have  no  intention  of  crossing  the  house  Morton.  I`m  standing  as  an  Independent.”

“Oh  really  Harry.  No  one  listens  to  Independents.  Don`t  throw  your  carreer  away  at  this  stage.”

“It`s  precisely  because  I  find  myself  at  this  stage  that  I`m  doing  it  now.  Young  Grover`s  going  to  prepare  my  manifesto.  And  you`ll  make   sure  the  press  covers  it  won`t  you  Morton.
“After  what  you  told  me  about  the  Home  Secretary`s  comments  about  me  last  week,  most  definitely  Harry.  Most  definitely.

                                                 *****************************

                               “Ladies  and  gentlemen  please  put  your  hand  together  for  the  man  who  has - virtually  overnight-    made  the  voters  of  this  country  stop  and  think  about  their  vote.  Has  this  country  finally  got  a  solution  to  the  nation`s  inherent  distrust  of  politicians  and  politicians  ?  Please  welcome  Harry  Tumm  ladies  and  gentlemen.  Harry  Tumm.”

Harry  descended  the  improvised   but  highly  elegant staircase    courtesy  of  the  props  department  on  the  Hilary  Reynolds  chat  show.  Hilary`s sharp political  insight  and biting, acid  comments  had  made  her  show  one  the  most  viewed  on  television.  Harry nodded  modestly  in  the  general  direction  of  the  studio  audience.
“Good  evening  Harry  and  welcome.  The  basis  of  your  argument  is  that  the  unrest  amongst    young  people  and  consequent  distrust and  fear of  pensioners  towards  them  is  what?  Unjustified  and  deliberately  manufactured  by  politicians”

“Precisely  Hilary.  Pensioners  are  not  half  as  afraid  of  the  young  as  they  are  of  the  middle  aged.  And  the  young  certainly  don`t  see  pensioners  as  dangerous.  They  have  common  ground  therefore.”

“And  could  you  specify  that common  ground.?”
“Delighted  to  Hilary,  Why  politicians  of  course.  Governments. Governments  who  have both  lost  the  enthusiasm  of their youth  and  do  not yet have  the  wisdom  of  advanced  years abundant  in  the  elderly  population  of  this  country It`s  not  young  people  or  pensioners  who  start  wars. It`s  the  middle  aged.  Middle  aged  chancers  my  young  friends  would  call  them. I  therefore  suggest  that  instead of manipulating  the  young  and  the  old  the  nation  reverses  everything.  A  coalition  of  the  young  and  the  elderly  against  the  middle  aged. I`m  afraid  governments   see  both  of  these  sections  of  our  community as  votes  whose  opinion  is  at  best    tolerated  and  at  worst  simply  ignored.  Unite  the  young  and  the  old  I  say.  Then  we`ll  get  this  country  moving  Hilary.”

Hilary  had  no  acid  reply.  This  man  was  talking  sense  and  her  audience  knew  it.  Applause  and  loud  cheers   were  evidence  of  that.
“May  I  also  say  that  my  views  are  shared  by  both  young  and  old.  I  have  spoken  at  great  length  to  both,”  said  Harry  almost  modestly.

                                                                ********************

                                                The  following  week  the  Prime  Minister  and  the  Leader  of  the  Opposition  were  invited on to  Hilary`s  show  to  respond  to  Harry  Tumm`s  comments. 
“I  am  in  full  agreement  with  both  the  young  and  the  older  voters  of  the  country.  This  government-his  government”- here  the  leader  of  the  opposition  jerked  a  thumb  in  the  general  direction  of  the  Prime  Minister-  “has  done  absolutely  nothing  for  them.”

“I  have  Hilary.  You  know  that.”  Hilary  didn`t.  Hilary  didn`t  care  a  great  deal  about  politics at  all.  They  bored  her.  But  they  also  paid  her  a  great  deal  of  money.
“What?  What  have  you  done?”  demanded  the  leader  of  the  Opposition.

“More  than  your  party  did  when  they  were  in  power  I can  tell  you  that.”  Retorted  the  Prime  Minister.  He  was  on  familiar  ground  now.  He  always  knew  what  the  Opposition  hadn`t  done.    
“Oh  shut  the  fuck  up.  Both  of  you.”  Shouted  Grover  tenby  from  the  second  front  row  of  the  studio  audience
                                   Very,  very  quickly  young  Grover  Tenby  was re- located  from  his  seat  in  the second front  row  of  the  studio  audience  and  his  jaw  almost  DISLOCATED  by  an  over  enthusiastic  stage  hand  from  the  theatre  the  show  was  being  broadcast  from.
                                                                ***********************

                                                  NEW  YORK  TIMES  JANUARY  1  2015

                                                  “ IT`S  A  NEW  YEAR  AS  BRITAIN`S  NEW  ALLIANCE  BETWEEN  THE  YOUNG  AND  OLD  VOWS  TO  MAKE  FURTHER  SWEEPING  CHANGES  AND  CONTINUE  ON  THE  PATH  OF  BRITAIN`S  NEW  FOUND  AGE  OF  PROSPERITY.”  

           Prime  minister  Harry  Tumm  stated  yesterday  there  would  be  no  change  in  policy  on  the  on  the  eve  of  a  New  Year  for  Britain.  He  laughed  off  suggestions  that  there  may  be  some  sort  of  split  in  the  government  ranks  after  Home  Secretary Ethel  Grinton –eighty  four  on  her  last  birthday- reportedly told  wealthy  property magnate  and  Peer  of  the  Realm Sir  Toby  Palmerston-  Huntley  to  “shut  the  fuck  up  you  little  shit”  and junior Health  Secretary  Gary  “Junior Ska  Rap”  Wells  told  the  Queen  she  was  “well  fit”  for  her  age.  He  pointed  to  the  Government`s  full  youth  employment  figures  and  “astonishing new longevity  figures for  old  people”   as  evidence  of  this.
Hugging  his  new  wife Irene and  adopted  son  Grover  Mr.  Tumm  proudly  accepted  the  acclamation  and  rapturous  applause  from  his  new  party`s  conference  in  Blackpool.

“Hope  to  see  you  all  at  the  Pleasure  Beach  party  later”  he  tried  to  mouth  over  the  celebrations  at  the  “YouthAge.U.K.”  celebrations

                                       The  thunderous  reply  “  Go  Boss!  Go!””  resounded  round  the  Tower  Ballroom  according  to  our  reporter   Mary  Ann  Busey.  “I  have  never  in  my  life  witnessed  young  and  old  so  united  in  their  support  of something.”  she  reported.
                                                                  THE  END

                                                                    BOXED  IN

                                          Jack  Parson`s  firm  “Parson`s  Packaging  and  Delivery    Service” –  P.P.D.S --   was  well  known  in  the  area  as  a  friendly,  accommodating  family  business.  The  first  two adjectives  certainly  applied  but  Jack  had  no  family.  He`d  been  raised  in  an  orphanage.  He`d  invented  a  family  as  the  neighbourhood  liked  friendly,  accommodating  family  businesses.  It  was  almost  essential  for  local  success.  All  the  other  successful  local  businesses  were  rooted  in  long  standing local families. It  was  a possible drawback  at  first  until  he  decided  just  to  lie  about  it.  The  drawback  was  the  tangled  web woven because  of  the  lie.  Starting  with  the  phone  call  to  his  secretary  Janet.

                                                              ***************** 
                                          “Who`s  called  Janet?”

“Your  sister  Marjorie  Mr.  Parson`s.  She  asked  you  to  call  this  number  as  she  and  your  brother  are  going  to  be  in  Glasgow  next  week-end  and  thought  they  could  visit  you  if  it`s  suitable.”

Jack  covered  his  shock  at  the  news  by  opening  a  filing  cabinet  to  look  for  precisely  nothing,

“Oh  yes.  Fine  Janet.  Old  Marjorie  eh?”

“She  had  a  young  voice  Mr.  Parson`s.  Very  friendly.”

“Oh  that`s  Marge  alright.  Smooth  as  butter,  or  margarine  eh  Janet.  We  used  to  tease  her  with  that.  Me  and  my  brother.  Marge.  Get  it?”
“The  one  who`s  coming  with  Marjorie?  Kevin.  Or  Tom  in  America?  Marjorie  told  me  about  both  of  them.  Two real characters  according  to  Marjorie.”  smiled the  middle  aged  Janet  who  shared  the claustrophobically  close  nature  of  the villagers  of  Bengowrie`s  love  of  family  life  and  news.

“Yes.”  answered  Jack.  He  felt  dizzy. “I`ll  phone  her  later.”

                                              Janet  looked  both  confused  and  disappointed.  What  did  he  mean  yes?  That  didn`t  tell  her  whether  it  was  Kevin  or  Tom that did  it.   Not  enough  info  for  street  gossip.
                                                            ***********************

                                                 Parson`s  sat  behind  his  desk  trying both to  collect  his  thoughts  and  steady  his  nerves.  The  whisky  bottle  nearhand  had  already  received  his  undivided  attention for  the  last ten  minutes.  Who  were  these  people?  He  was  a  self  made  man  entirely.  No  family.  So  who  the  fuck  were  they  and  what  did  they  want?  

He`d  simply  downloaded  photographs  from  the  Internet  for   his  imaginary  family  purposes  .  Neighbours  and  friends  and  the  odd  customer  or  two  had  seen  them lovingly  framed  and  strategically  placed  around  the  living  room  of  his  luxury  renovated  farmhouse  in  the  village  of  Bengowrie.  A  sister  and  two  brothers.  The  only  other  surviving  members  of  his  family  after  the  fatal  motorway  collision  that  killed  their  mother  and  father.  A  plan  of  sorts  began  to  formulate.  He  had  no  idea    what  they  wanted  but  he  would  play  them  at  their  own  game.  Eventually  they  would  trip  themselves  up.  Parsons  had  a  near  photographic  memory.  He  could  remember  clearly  every  single  lie  he  had  told  his  friends  and  neighbours  about  his  fictitious  family.  He  lifted  the  internal  phone.
“Janet.  Do  me  a  favour .  Ring  my  sister  on  that  number  will  you?  I`ve  got  to  go  out  I`m  afraid.  Ring  Marge  and  ask  her  and  my  brother  to  meet  me  here.  I`m  taking  them  to  dinner  later  tell  them.  Thanks  love.  Apologise  for  me  as  well  will  you  and  tell  them  I`ll  see  them  later?”
                                                              ************************

                                              Marjorie  and  Kevin  passed  the  couple  of  hours  after  Janet`s  phone  call  with  a  bit  of  local  sightseeing  finishing  up  in  the  local  teashop  owned  and  managed  by  Janet`s  sister Pauline,  the  local  eavesdropper,  gossip  and  information  bureau  all  rolled  into  one.  She  was  a  very  hard  working  single  parent  however  and  the  locals  admired  her  spirit  greatly.
“I`m  so  nervous  Kevin.  Do  you  think  he`ll  know  us  after  all  these  years?  My  little  brother , Jack. Dear  Jack.  I`ve  always  felt  incomplete  in  a  way .  As  if  we`d  let  him  down  somehow.  Did  you  feel  that  way  too?”

“Well.  I`ve  always  wondered  what  happened to  him I  suppose.  Good  to  know  at  last.  Thank  God  for  the  Internet  eh ?
“
                          Pauline  was  ostensibly  checking  receipts  behind  the  counter  but  in  reality  jotting  their  conversation  down  in  shorthand.  It  was  lovely  to  hear  of  families  re-united.
                                                            ************************

                                             “Mr.  Parson`s?”  The  nondescript  little  man  in  the worn  and  scuffed raincoat  was  another  example  of  how  people  in  villages  the  country  over  assumed  you  had  nothing  else  to  do  but  chat  to  them.  “I  won`t  keep  you  any  longer  than  necessary  with  this.”

“Correction.  You  won`t  keep  me  at  all.  I`m  very  busy.”
“It  won`t  take  long  Mr.Parsons.  Let`s  just  say  I`m  a  family  man  myself  shall  we?  I  take  an  interest  in  family  life.  Everyone`s.

                                                               ************************

                                              “I`ve  done  nothing  wrong  Inspector.  I`m  a  businessman.  This  village-  with  all  it`s  surrounding  factory  outlets - was  crying  out  for  a  packaging  business.  I`m  an  entrepreneur.  I  realised  that  family  was  important  round  here.  Family  businesses  abound.  I  don`t  have  a  family  so  I  simply  invented  one.  I`m  not  defrauding  anyone  or  anything  like  that.  AND  I  provide  a  lot  of  work  for  local  families  myself  with  my  factory.

“Of  course  you  do  Mr.  Parsons.  My  problem  is  you  see  that  you seem  to  have invented  an  imaginary  family  that  came  alive.  That`s  the  problem.”

                                       Very  alert  for  a  local  Scottish  policeman  thought  Parsons.  But  Parsons  also  knew  from  local  gossip  about  Graham`s  tendency  to  look  for  ulterior  motive  in  perfectly  normal  everyday  events
“Very  obviously  confidence  tricksters  of  some  sort  Inspector. Or  worse What  do  you  think  their  game  is?”  said  Parson`s  with  a  seemingly confused  low  whistle.

                                                       Inspector  Graham  said  nothing.  His  piercing  gaze  however  said  a  lot.

                                                           **********************************

                                     “You  don`t  think  he`s  got  any  idea  Kevin  do  you?  I  mean  if  he  suspects  anything,  anything  at  all,  the  game`s  up  for  us.  The  whole  thing`s  been  a  waste  of  time.”

“  Now  stop  it  Marge.  How  could  he?  Now  shut  up  for  fuck`s  sake.  Nothing`s  going  to  screw  this  up  now.  There`s  too  much  at  stake.  A  bloody  fortune.”
“Have  you  heard  from  Greg  yet?  .”

“No. He`ll  set  the  time  on  that.  Stickler  for  timing  our  Greg. But  we  needed to  get  in  touch  with Jack.  Meet  him,  if  we`re  going  to  get  what  `s  owed  to  him.  He  deserves it after  all.  We  owe it  to him  .
                                                             ***********************************

      Janet   recognised  them  immediately  they  arrived  to  see  Mr.  Parsons.  But  strangely  enough  not  from  the  photographs  dotted  around  Mr.  Parson`s  home.  Those  photographs  were  of  children.  Obviously  Marjorie  and  Kevin  when  they  were  very  much  younger.  So  where  did  she  recognise  them  both  from?  She  had  no  idea  but  she  had  definitely  seen  them  both  before  somewhere.  But  there  were  differences  too.  Janet  hated  to  be  confused  but  confused  she  was.
                                                               *********************************
                                “Oh  Jack.  How  are  you?  It`s  been  so  long.  Far  too  long  since  we  saw  our  favourite  brother.  Isn`t it Kevin?  Just  look  at  him.  Doesn`t  he  look  great?  And  as  handsome  as  ever. “  said  Janet  when  they  all  met  at  five  thirty  in  Parson`s  office  as  he  had  asked Janet  to  arrange.
“Who  are  you  fucking  people?”  demanded  Parsons.  “I`ve  never  laid  eyes  on  you  in  my  life  before.  Why  are  you  doing  this  to  me?  If  you`re  looking  for  money  or  this  is  some  kind  of  scam  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  Inspector  Graham  here.”

“Good  evening”  said  Graham  lamely  because  it  was  all  he  could  think  of  to  say  given  the  baffling  situation.

”Good  evening  Inspector.”  said  Kevin  warmly,  speaking  for  the  first  time  “Let  me  update  you on our  presence  here.  We  have  spent  many  years  and  covered  many,  many hundreds  of miles  in  the  search  for  our  brother  Jack  since  he ran  off.  We  lost  the  scent  about  eight  years  ago  but  then  we  had  a  stroke  of  of  luck.  Our  dedication  paid  off  with  Jack`s  website.  Well  his  business  website  that  is. Parsons  Packaging. With  his  picture  and  that  of  his  “family”.  –the  heavily  accented  word  family  indicated  that  Kevin  knew  somehow  that they  were  an  invention.  We  knew  we  were  Jack`s  only real family.  And  we  had  to  find  out  why  he  had  decided  to  invent  this  other  one.  Obviously  he  was  in  serious  trouble  of  some  description.  Maybe even his  life  was  in  danger.”
“Oh  for  fucks  sake  Inspector.  Are  you  going  to  even  listen  to  this  crap?”exploded  Parsons.
“Now  calm  down  Mr.  Parsons.  There`s  obviously  some  simple  explanation  here.  Mistaken   identity  of  some  sort.  Just  a  mix  up.  That`s  all.  Family`s  family  after  all.  Blood`s  thicker  than..
“They`re  not  my  family  you  fucking  half  wit.  I…”

“Yes  we  are  Jack.  You  just  don`t  know  it  yet”  said  Marjorie  sweetly.

                                                            ************************

                                          “I`m  married  now  Jack.  Marjorie  Martin.  Quite  a  ring  to  it  don`t  you  think?  Kevin`s  an  actor.  Goes  by  the  name  Tony  Bentley.  We  don`t  see  Greg  much  any  more.  He`s  such  a  big  wheel  now.  Too  much  money  if  you  ask  me.  Big  shot  director  in  a  U.S  software  firm . “Speed  Freak”  or  something.   Games  for  kids  for computers. Big  kid  himself  if  you  ask  me You  know  the  sort  of  thing.  Pretend  driving,  car  chases.  Lots  of  bullets  and  explosives.  That  sort  of  thing.   But  I`m  sure  he`d  love  to  catch  up  too  once  he  knows  where  you  are.”
“Inspector  my  patience  is  exhausted.”  said  Parsons

“That`s  better  Mr.  Parsons.  I`m  prepared  to  overlook  your  earlier  outburst  about  me  being  a  half-wit  for  the  moment. Now  your  sister…”

“For  the  last  time  she`s  not  my  sister.”

“Indulge  me for  the  moment Parsons.  It  was  you  who  told  her  that  she  says.    Well  it  was all  a  long  time  ago  I  suppose.  When  you  were  living  in  London?”    
“I  run  a  packaging  and delivery  and distribution  service  in  Scotland  now.”

“Yes  you do dear  Jack  don`t  you?”  said  Marjorie this  time not  all  sweetly.

                                                                      **********************

                                                       “ Many  years  ago my  parents  were  dragged  from  their  home  at  gunpoint in  South  London.    My  father  died  instantly  from  a  heart  attack  caused  by  the  shock.  My  mother  six  months  later  of  a  broken  heart.  Undoubtedly  caused  by  the sudden death  of  my  father.  They  had  been  inseparable  until  then.  My  father`s  vintage  Bentley  was  the  target.  His  one  treasured  possession-  other  than  myself  and  my  mother  of  course-  which  he  had  sold  precious  family  possessions  to  buy.  An  investment  he had  called  it  .  The  robber  didn`t  even  get  it.  My  mother  became a  widow  and subsequently me  an  orphan  in  the  space  of  six  months. She  died  of  a  broken  heart  they  say.  I  was  ten  months  old  at  the  time.”   Marjorie  smiled  a  sad  little  smile  and  turned  to  Kevin.  “Kevin?  Would  you  like  to  take  it  from  here?”
“Thanks  Marjorie.  A  bit  like  Jack  eh?  Good  at  taking  things  from  here  to  there  isn`t  he?  Like  luxury  and  vintage  cars  none  of  which  belong  to  him  in  the  first  place.  The  film  industry  is just  one  of  the niche markets  Inspector.  They  either  sell  them  on  or  destroy  them  during  filming.  A  lot  of  them  are  simply  blown up for  car  chases  and  so  on.  Not  much  chance  of  identifying  them  as  stolen  then  eh  Jack?  ” 
“Look  Inspector”  said  Parsons  in  a  more  measured  tone.  “I  think  this  lady  has  me  confused  with  someone  who  robbed  her  parents  years  ago.  I  have  no  criminal  record  whatsoever.  Check.  Not  even  a  parking  ticket.  And  this  family  connection  nonsense.  I`m  at  a  loss  honestly.

“Inspector.  If  I  could  say  something…”

“No  you  can`t  Janet.  Mr.  Parsons  and  I  are  busy  trying  to  clear  up what  is  obviously  some  sort  of  misunderstanding  here.”

“But  Inspector  I think…

“Be  quiet  Janet.”

“But  our  Pauline`s  wee  boy...”

“Best  go  home  Janet. Is  there  something  wrong  with  wee  Rory? If  ther`s  something  wrong  off you  go  now.”  said  Parsons  with  obvious  concern  in  his  voice.  “Tell  him  Jock`s  nearly  finished  making  his  new  garage  to  replace  the  one  he`s got.  He`s  in  the  warehouse  working  on  it  now.  That  should  cheer  him  up.  Did  he  like  the  racing  track  Jock  made    for his  car  collection?

“Yes  Mr.  Parsons.  Loved  it  Well  if  it`s  alright  then?  I`ll  just  get  off  then  if  you  don`t  mind.”
“I`m  not  saying  he  robbed  my  parents  all  those  years  ago  Inspector.”  said  Marjorie  “He`s far too  young  for  that.  But  I`m  telling  you  we  grew  up  together.  In  the  same  house.  Kevin?”
“Marjorie`s  telling  the  truth  Inspector.  Inseparable  we  were.  Sharing  toys.  Everything.”
           That`s  when  Parsons really started  to  pay  attention  to  what  his  “family”  were  saying.  Inspector  Graham  had  been  doing  so  from  the  outset  .

                                                                   ***************************

                  Wee  Rory  was  not  the  type  to  cry  for  no  reason  but  he  was  looking  very  close  to  it  till  Marjorie  opened  her  handbag  and presented  the  crisp  £  50  note  to  him .

“Would  you  give  that  to  your  mum  please  Rory?  That`s  simply  a  thank  you  for  the  inconvenience  of  us  descending  on  you  like  this  and  the  lovely  refreshments  you`ve  laid  on  for  us  Pauline.  Perhaps  you`ll  be  kind  enough  to let  us discuss  a  much  more  appropriate  arrangement  to  make  life  easier  for  yourself  and  wee  Rory  later?    Now  Rory  could  you  show  us  all  the  toy  cars  Mr.  Parsons  asked  you  store  in  the  garage  Jock  made  for  you.
“Ah  like  the  gairage  ken.  That`s  a  stoatir  right  enuff.  But  Ah`m  no`  allowed  tae  touch  the  caurs.  In`t  Ah  no`  Maw?  No`  even  allowed  tae  open  the  boaxes  Missus.  In`t  Ah  no`  Maw?”

“Well  Mr.  Parson`s  said  you  could  keep  the  garage  and  the  new  race  track  Jock`s  making  for  you.  But  the  cars  are  not  to  be  touched.  That`s  why  they`re  all  in  that  big  wooden  crate  in  the  my  room.  Still  in  their  boxes.  You  haven`t  been  near  it  have  you?”

“Naw.  Ah`d  need  a  big  hammer  wi`  the  claw  heid   oan  it  tae  tae  get  intae  yon  thing  again.  But  therr`s  a  wee  hole  in  the  side.  Just  enuff  fur  the  hose”  Rory  was  no  shrinking  violet.  He  believed  in  speaking  his  mind  on  most  matters.  Not  bad  for  someone  who  wouldn`t  be  six  for  another  two  weeks.   Nobody  listened  to  his  remark  about  the  hose.  Adults  never  really  listened  to  what  children  were  saying.  Rory  knew  that
“Well  Inspector  Graham`s  men  are  going  to  open  the  garage  for  you  now.  And  if  we`re  all  right  about  what`s  in  the  garage  you  and  your  mum  are  going  to  be  invited  to  have  a  lovely  holiday  with  us  in  America  and  we  can  all  have  lot`s  of  fun  and  visit  lot`s  of  places.  Disneyland.  Hollywood.  And  we  can  show  the  places  where  the  cowboys  used  to  live  in  the  Old  West.  And  still  do.”  said  Kevin.

”Must  be  some  age  by  noo  thae  cowboys  if  therr  the  same  wans”said  wee  Rory  sagely.  “Mr.  Parsons  no`  comin`  Inspector?  It`s  his  gairage  efter  a`”
“He`s  busy  just  now  Rory.”  was  all  Graham  had  to  say  on  that  matter.

                                                                **********************************

“But  they`re  only  toy  motors  Inspector.  Just  what  Mr.  Parsons  said  would  be  in  it.”  said  Pauline  who  remained  totally  confused  abouts  the  events  surrounding  her  son  and  his  garage.  Her  sister  Janet , staunchly  loyal  to  her  boss , was  saying  nothing.  Not  that  she  knew  anything  anyway  but  she  was  a  secretary  of  the  old  school  and  still  thought  Parsons  had  been  extremely  kind  to  her  and  her  family.

“Yes  Pauline.  But  they  are  very  rare  and  expensive  toy  motors.   And  they  don`t  belong  to  Mr.  Parsons  either. They  are  stolen  from  vintage  collectors So  he  doesn`t  have  the  right  to  keep  them  hidden  away  in  a  little  six  year  old  boy`s  bedroom.  All  ready  to  sell  them  the  Rt.  Hon.    Gregor   Angus   M.P.  for  this  area  up  at  the  big  house  for  his  private  collection.”  said  Graham  with  a  great  deal  of  satisfaction.  “Wee  Rory  here`s  got  as  much  right  to  them  as  either  Parsons  or  Gregor.”
“But  they`re  old  cars  in  very  old  boxes  Inspector”  said  Pauline  “Surely  nobody  would  spend  money  on  something  like  that”

“The  boxes  are  the  clever  bit.”  said  Kevin.  “Parsons  puts  them  through  some artificial wear  and  tear.  Some  ageing  process  to  make  them  look  the  genuine  article.  The  cars  are  genuine  collectibles  however.  Worth  much  more  if  they`re  in  what  looks  like  their  original  boxes.”
“That  Gregor`s  always  been  a  greedy,  self  serving  fool  so  I`m  not  bothered  too  much  about  Parsons  cheating  him.  But  I  am  very  angry  that  he  used  a  six  year  old  child  to  store  stolen  goods  for  him  in  the  process.  Your  wee  Rory`s  a  grand  lad.  One  of  us.  And  I  won`t  stand  for  him  being  treated  like  that.  Oh  no.  Parsons  was  always  an  outsider  in  our  little  town.  We`re  like  a  family  here.  He  shouldn`t  have  involved  the  wee  boy.”
“But  Mr.  Parsons  was  really thoughtful  and  kind  to  me.  He  knew  I  didn`t  know  about  all  these  modern  things.  Intranets  and  suchlike.  Let  me  use  my  old  typewriter  instead  of  that  stupid  computer  thing.  And  only  let  me  ontae  the  office  phone  for  calls.  Thon  mobill  things  frighten  me.  Tunes  and  voices.  Frighten  the  life  oot  me  they  dae. “  interjected  Janet  dropping  the “posh”  accent   she  reserved  for  the  office.
Pauline  suddenly  remembered  why  Parsons  had  offered  Janet  the  job  in  the  first  place.  Because  Rory  had  asked  him  to  offer  her  one

“Ma  mammy  cannae  afford  tae  keep  hur  oan  in  the  tearoom  Mistur.  She`ll  likely  starve  wi`  nae  money  comin`  in  noo.”

Rory  was  a  born  salesman  even  at  six  and  had  already  told  his  Auntie  Janet  “no`  tae  worry” when  Pauline  had had to  let  her  wee  job  at  the  tearoom  go.  “Ah`ll  get  ye  a  joab  somewherr.”  he`d  told  Aunt  Janet  confidently.  And  he  had.  And  then  she  realised  why  Marjorie  and  Kevin had  asked  her  to  keep  their  arrival  in  Bengowrie, three  days  previously,  a  secret.  They  had  wanted  to  surprise  their  long  lost  brother  Jack.  Janet  had  been  only  too  pleased  to  help  with  the  surprise  for  her  kindly  boss.
                                                        ********************************

          “They  are  as  close  to  family  as  you  ever  knew  Mr.  Parsons.  You  were  all  brought  up  together  in  the  same  orphanage  weren`t  you?  That  is  how  they  managed  to  track  you  down  eventually.  That  plus  the  Internet.”  Graham`s  Sergeant  Baillie  was  good  at  his  job.  Once  you`d  made  the  initial  connection about  a  possible  crime to  the  accused  say  nothing..  Wait  for  the accused to  say  something.
Parsons however was  no  fool.  He  said  absolutely  nothing  in  reply.
                                                      ***********************************

“He`s  a  great wee  lad  right  enough  Marjorie”  said  Pauline  proudly.  “He  loves  animals.  Loves  them  so  much  it  caused  the  only  real  disagreement  I`ve  ever  had  with  him.  The  only  time  I`ve  ever  had  to  put  my  foot  down  with  him.

“I  think  all  little  boys  are  like  that.  Jack  Parsons  certainly  was  when  he  was  young.  And  our  brother  Greg  was  too.”  said  Marjorie  not  so  sweetly.  She`d  dropped  the  devoted  big  sister  act  now.

“Still  is,”  said  Janet  hopefully.  She  was  determined  to  stick  up  for  boss.

“I  know  Janet”  said  Pauline.  “It  was Mr  Parsons  pet that  caused  Rory  and  me  to  have  our  only  big  argument.  He  gave  it  to  Rory  to  keep.  I  couldn`t  put  up  with  that.”

“But  it  was  only…”

“Time  to  open  the  box  folks”  said  Graham  in  a  poor  attempt  at  Hughie  Green  on  “Opportunity  Knocks”  His  younger  audience  had  no  idea  why  he  was  using  that  funny  accent.  “What`s  the  big  hole  in  the  back  for Rory?”
“It`s  fur  Mr.  Angus  Inspector.”

Graham  nodded  in  satisfaction.  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes.

                                                     ***************************************

                                         “You  were  a  thief and  a  bully when  you  were  in  the  orphanage  Parsons”  said  Baillie  quietly  but  forcefully. “ And  you`re  a  thief  and  a  bully  now.  You  stole  a  little  girl`s  toy  car.  The  only  memory  she  had  of  her  mother  and  father.  And  you  lied  to  her  because  you  told  her  you  would  be  her  “big  brother”.  That  you  would  look  after  it  for  her.  And  you  beat  up  her  two  little  friends  at  the  time.  Who  had  REALLY  tried  to  be  protective  of  her. To  be  real  brothers  to  her. Today  they  still  do  it.  Tell  me  you  didn`t  know  the  value  of  her  little  toy  car  then.  Redeem  yourself  to  some  extent  in  their  eyes  for  God`s  sake.  She  certainly  didn`t  know  it  had  any  value.  But  her  father  did.  That  was  why  he  wanted  her  to  have  it.”
Still  Parsons  said  nothing

“Years  later  you  realised  that  very  many  wealthy  men  are  still  little  boys  at  heart.  They  still  love  model  trains  and  cars.  The  older  and  scarcer  these  are  the  better.  Real  collectors`  items And  in  their  original  boxes?  Big,  big  profits  for  any  thief  who  knows  the  market  And  nobody  knows  it  better  than  you  Jack.  You  started  young  after  all.  We`ve  got  something  in  common  though.  I  was  orphaned  when  I  was  young  too.  But  the  people  in  this  village  took  me  in.  And  I`m  going  to  take  you  down  Jacko.  We`re  all  one big  family  here.  And  wee  Rory,  his  mother  and  his  Aunt  are  all  part  of  it.”
Parsons  smiled  but  still  refused  to  speak.

                                                       ***************************************

                                         Graham  stared  in  utter  amazement  at  the  contents  of  the  opened  crate.  Behind  a  a  very  tidy  little  pile  of  gnawed  cardboard  sat  a  very  contented  looking  white  rat  cleaning  his  whiskers.  The gleaming well  preserved    toy  cars  appeared  to  be  virtually untouched.  The  rat  looked  slightly  bemused  by  all  the  attention.  But  not  by  Rory`s.  He  scampered  towards  him  immediately.
“Rory.  Oh  Rory.  I  told  you  not  to  keep  that  thing.  You  PROMISED  me  you`d  get  rid  of  him!”  exclaimed  Pauline  angrily.

“Well  no`  exactly  ma.  Ah  promised  tae  find  him  anither  hame.  An`  that`s  whit  Ah  did.  Ye  telt  me  he  couldnae  stiy  in  OOR  hoose  he`s  no`  really  is  he.  He`s  staying  in  Mr.  Parson`s  boax.  Honest!”
“See  what  I  mean  Inspector?  Fly  wee  monkey  that  he  is!”  said  Pauline  not  so  angrily.

Graham attempted  not  to laugh  out  loud  and  turned  it  into  a  cough.

“Interfering  with  police  business  young  man?  Very  serious  charge  that.  Maybe  you  can  make  amends.  How  the  blue  blazes  did  you  get  him  in  there?”

“Well  Ah  heard  that  wee  rat`s  dinnae  huv  ony  spine  or  sumthin.  An`  yon  big  hole  Jock  left  wis  fur  vennylation  or  sumthin`  so  he  said.  Ye  kin  take  the  vennylation   lid  aff.  Ah  jist  let Mr. Angus  in  through  ma  ma`s  vacuum  hose.?”
“Ya  wee  scunner  ye”  Pauline  had  discarded  her  visitors`  tone  again.
“This  is  Mr.  Angus  Inspector”  said  Rory proudly,  the  white  rat  perched  happily  in  his  shoulder.
“And  Parsons  gave  him  to  you  right?”  said  Graham.  Rory  looked  bewildered

“Naw.  Whit  wid  Ah  huv  called  him  eftir   Mr. Angus  if  HE`d  gied  me  him  fur?  Naw  he  wis  a  present  fae  Mr.  Angus  up  it  the  big  hoose.  A “ rat  fur  a  rattrap  fur  anither  rat  he  hid  tae  catch”  he  said.  “Naw  Ah  didnae  know  what  he  wis  gibberin`  aboot  neethur.”  finished  Rory  eventually  flummoxed  by  something , Marjorie  was  amused  to  see.  He  was  a  very  bright  little  boy.
Inspector  Graham  looked  more  flummoxed  than  Rory.  And  then  absolutely  bamboozled  when  the  bedroom  door  opened  and  the  Rt.  Hon.  Gregor  Angus  appeared.
“Told you  THIS  Mr.  Angus  had  a  spine  didn`t  I  young  Rory!”  he  boomed  in  his   very  loud   voice.  “Hello  you  two.”  He  put  both  arms  around  Marjorie  and  Kevin.
                                                                     ***************************

    The  shock  of  seeing  such a motley  collection  of  potential  problems  enter  the little  Bengowrie police  station  at  the  one  time,  almost  caused    Parsons  to  speak  for  the  first  time  since  entering  himself  under  escort.  He  just  managed  to  change  it  to  a  little  cough  in  time.

“Jack!  I  hear  you`ve  been  arrested  for  fraud  amongst  other  things.  Fabulous  news!  Thought  we`d  never  get  our  hands  on  you.  Let  me  introduce  to  the  rest  of  our  little  family.  Oh,  hold  on  a  minute.  You`ve  already  been  re-united  haven`t  you?  Forgot  about  that.”  The  Rt.  Hon.  Gregor  was  clearly  in  a  jovial  mood.  “Just  flew  back  in  from  the  States  yesterday.  You  knew  about  that  of  course.  Told  you  I  was  off  to  see  our  contacts  there. About  the  beautiful,  immaculately  cared  for  vintage  model  toy  cars  you  deal  in.  Priceless  collectors  items.  Two  of  them  actually  first  productions  with  all  the  necessary  paperwork.  And  in  their  original  boxes  too.  And  that  was  where  you  made  the  big  mistake.  Got  too  greedy. Those  boxes  wouldn`t  fool  a  real  collector  like  me.  They  didn`t  fool  old  Tommy  who  works  up  at  the  paper  mill  there  either.  Worked  there  for  forty  years .  Can  tell  the  age  of  cardboard  virtually  by  looking  at  it.  Well it  was time  for  you  meet  those  contacts  wasn`t  it?  Here  they  are.  Marjorie  and  Kevin.  They`ve  been  trying  to  get  in  touch  with  you  for  years.  Still  stealing  from  children too aren`t  you.  Remember  stealing  ours  in  the  orphanage  Jack?  Little  kids  !  No  mother  or  father  to  tell  us  not  to  trust  you.  We  all  swore  to  be  brothers  and  look  after  our  little  sister  Marjorie. With  her  precious  toy  car  her  dad  gave  her? You  were  a  weasel  then  and  you`re  a  weasel  now  Parsons.  Imagine  that  eh?  A  pet tame  rat  caught  a  weasel!  I  really  like  that.”
                                                                    **************************** 
                                                  Graham  and  Baillie  could  already  visualise    the  headlines    “DOGGED  SCOTTISH  POLICE  NAIL  INTERNATIONAL  FRAUDSTER.  RE-UNITE  ORPHAN  FAMILY.”  Then  lots  of  photos ,  interviews,  television.  Famous! Promotion?  Possibilty.  But  there  was  the  problem  of  Parson`s  ad mitting  to  nothing  to  be  overcome  first
                                                                    ****************************

                                                       “The  cars  were  never  in  wee  Rory`s  garage.  I  took  them  out of  their supposedly  authentic   boxes  when  Parsons  displayed  them  for  my  valuation  up  at  the  big  house.    Parsons  likes  to  drink  you  know.  And  while  he  was  getting  gloriously  pissed  on  my  vintage  champagne I swapped  the  cars  for  rubbish  retro  production  models.  Get  them  from  any  decent  model  shop.  Then  I  made  a  great  show  of  booking  my  flight  to  America  and  transferring  “funds”  to  his  account  via  telephone  banking  asking  for  your  wife  Inspector  to  handle  the  transaction.  She    listened  politely  of  course  and  did  absolutely  nothing  about  it,  Oh  it  showed  up of  course on  his  offshore  bank  account  info.”  Angus  looked  toward  Graham  rather  sheepishly.  “I`m  afraid  my  software  firm  know  an  ex-hacker  or  two  Inspector.”

“Oh  we  don`t  know  anything  about  computers  here  in  Bengowrie.  Mr.Angus”  said  Graham  looking  disinterested.  “And  anyway  I  never  heard  that  did  I  Baillie?”
“Sorry  Inspector.  What  did  you  say  there?  I  didn`t  hear  that.”

“Ah  did”  said  Rory  helpfully  “He  sai…”

“Ssshh.  now  Rory"  said  Pauline  diplomatically “The  policemen  are  very busy.”
“Naw  thur  no`  maw  Therr  jist…”

“Wheest  Rory”  she  said  more  forcefully.  “And  don`t  you  dare  make  faces  at  me  young  man.”

Gregor  Angus  put  his  next  question  directly  to  Graham.

“One  rat`s  Rory`s  Inspector.  What  are  we  going  to  do  with  the  other  one?  Best  keep  an  eye  on  him  in  the  cell.  I`m  the  only  one  he  told  about  his  claustrophobia  when  we  were  young.  Remember  the  night  the  bigger  boys  locked  you  in  the  box  room  at  the  orphanage  all  night.  Not  so  tough  that  night  Parsons , eh?”

“Well  sir.  I  suppose  every  man  has  the  right  to  see  his  family  for  the  last  time  before  he  goes  off  to  jail.”  said  Graham  mysteriously.  

He  looked  towards  Marjorie,  Kevin  and  Gregor  and  smiled.
                                                                                **************************

                                                           As  he  was  an  official  keyholder  at  the  paper  mill       Tommy  met  them  all  at  the  main  gate.

“The  police  station  is  not  secure  Tommy  because  of   all the  refurbishment  going  on  at  present.  If  they  don`t  spend  their  allocated  budget  this  year  they  lose  it  next  year.  Orders from  headquarters.  So I  can`t  use the  station .  The  paper  mill`s  on  the  site  of  the  old  jail and  it  is  secure.  Only  lawful  place  place  I`d  say.”  said  Graham.

“Oh  aye  it`s  secure.  It`s  that  awright.”grunted  old  Tommy  from  behind  a  cloud  of  pipe  tobacco.  “But  he`ll  no`  be  alone  in  there  ye  ken.  Min  that  noo  an`  dinnae  say  Ah  didnae  tell  ye. An`  Ah`ve  still  got  ma`  rounds  tae  dae.  It`s  ma  job  Inspector. That  awright?”
“Can`t  be  helped  Tommy  and  it`s  only  for  one  night.  We`ll  move  him  first  thing  in  the  morning.”

                                                                                   ****************************
              “ Listen to  me Graham. I am  entitled  to    proper   representation  in  a  court  of  law.   I  will  have  my  say  in  court.”  Parsons  had  found  his  voice  it  seems. “ I`m  not  spending  the  night  in  this  shithole.”

“Of  course  you  are  sir.  And  you  shall  have  it. Your  day  in  court  I  mean. However  I  am  left  with  no  alternative  until  7.a.m.  tomorrow. I`m  afraid  you  WILL  be  spending  the  night  in  this  shithole. You  have  light,  heating  and  an  extremely  comfortable  bed.  That  mattress  is  stuffed  with  unused  paper  shreds.  Very  comfortable  I`m  told.  You  have  warm  food  which  we  have  provided.  And  tea,  coffee  etc.  will  be  provided  by  the  night  watchman  later.  Toast  too  I`m  told.  It  is  a  very  large  room  so  you  will  not  have  an  attack  of  your  claustrophobia.  And  you  only  have to  press  the  intercom  here  for  attention.  The  night  watchman  will  hear.  And  two  policemen  will  be  on  duty  all  night  at  the  main  gate.  Good  night  sir.”  Graham  left  the  room  and  locked  and  bolted  securely  on  the  outside.  Parsons  was  left  speechless.  Really  speechless  for  the  first  time  since  being  arrested.
                                                                                  *****************************

                                                                     The  combination  of  heat,  food  and    the  appetising   smell  of  damp  paper  in  in  the  huge  storeroom  attracted  the  first  member  of  the  rat  family  to  appear  pretty  promptly  after  Graham  left.  It  sat  quietly  enough  surveying  Parsons  who  hadn`t  noticed  him  yet.  Until  the  squealing  noise  made  him  turn  round.  A  much  larger  rat  was  squeezing  it`s  much  larger  body  through  an  aperture  behind  it.  Parsons  screamed  and  pressed  the  intercom  frantically.  He  counted  five  rats  now.  Six!!  He  screamed  again.
                                                                                     ******************************

                                                         “Goodnight  Tommy.  See  you  bright  and  early  tomorrow.”

“Goodnight  Inspector.  That  old  intercom  buzzer in  stores doesn`t  work  you  know.  And  I`ve  got  to  do  my  rounds.”

“Off  you  go  then.  I`ve  locked  and  bolted  that  door  and  the  policemen  are  at  the  gate  all  night.  He`ll  be  fine  till  you  get  back.”
“There`s  rats  in  there  you  know.  It`s  the  heat.”

“Are  there?”

“It`s  the  paper  you  see.  They  love  it.”

“Really?  Wasn`t  aware  of  that.  Well  it`s  only  till  tomorrow.  He`ll  just  have  to  put  up  with  it  till  then.  Nowhere  else.”

                                                            Graham  smiled  and  whistled  softly  to  himself  as  he  made  his  way  to  the  car.  Baillie  stood  waiting  outside  it  smoking.
“Everything  o.k.  sir.

“Fine  Baillie.  He`s  warm  and  comfy  in  there  till  the  morning.”

                                                                                              THE  END

                                                                                              NO`  RIGHT

                                            “Ah`m  telling`  ye  Airchie.  Jist  ask  `im.  He`ll  dae  it.  He`s  that  stupit.  Ah  wis  talking`  aboot  Sherlock  Holmes  oan  the  telly  the  ither  night.  He  asked  if  that  wis  the new high  flats  doon  by  the  liburry !”
“Ah  know  Tam.  But  Billy`s  a  good enuff  wee guy.  We  cannae  send  him.  Might  git  him  he`s  heid  kicked  in.”

“Whit  else  ye  gonnae  dae?  Big  McPherson  knows  us  tae  see.  He  disnae  know  the  wee  barra`”

“It`s  no`  fair.  That`s  a`  Ah`m  sayin.  Puir  liberty  an`  that.”
“But  it  wisnae  him  that  drapped   big  McPherson  in  the  shit.  It  wis  us  two.    We  selt  `im  he`s dodgy phone  din`t  we?”
“No`  oor  fault  McPherson`s  daft  an`  a`  is  it?  We`re  wide.  He`s  jist  thick.  But  he`s  puir  bad  tae.  Wee  Billy  might  git  a  right  doin`  Ye  want  he`s  family  eftir  us  an  a`?”

                                                                            ********************

 Alistair  “Big Ally”  Mc  Pherson  was  indeed  thick.  And  tall.  And  very  dangerous  indeed.   He  was  also  very  vain and  a  bit  dim.  Easily  flattered.   Friday  nights  were  one  of his  nights-  he  held  another  six  per  week-  for  holding  court  in  the  Galley  Bar  and  Lounge   near  Admiral  Street.
“Aye.  Ye`ve  goat  tae  move  wi`  times  boays.  It  wis  the   family  that  chinged  ma`  mind.  Ma  lassie  mainly.  A`  thae  young  wans  yase  them a`  the  time.  Ye`d  think  they  wur  welded  oan  tae  therr  lugs  tae  see  them.”
Dutiful  sycophantic  laughter  ran  round  the  bar.

“Ah  hated  thae  things  at  furst  tae.  But  a  busy  man  like  me  his  goat  tae  huv  wan.  Ah  see  that  noo.  A`  the  contacts  Ah`ve  goat  in  this  toon.”
“Ah  jist  cannae  work  them.  Ah  ayewis  fuck  it  up  an`  end  up  phonin`  masel  or  that.”  said  “Gemmy”  one  of  McPherson`s  right  hand  men. “Cannae  fuckin`  work  thae  things  ah`m  sayin.`”
“Aye  but  you`ve  nivver  worked  a  day  in  yir  life  onywiys  so  whit`s  new  Gemmy.”  said  McPherson  to the  usual dutiful  laughter.  “Ye  need  tae  be  a  quick  learner  fur  a`  this  new  technolog..,  technicahll  eh,  clever  stuff  that`s  came  oot.  Like  me.”
                                                                        *************************

                                                            Billy`s  family  were  probably  the  hardest  working,  friendliest  and  happiest  family  in  the  street  where  they  lived.  They  owned  the  local  dairy  and  newsagent.  His  father`s  father  hailed  originally  from  Calcutta. His  father  and  mother  came  to  Glasgow  shortly  after  they  married.   The  remainder  of  the  family  were  Glasgow  born  and  bred.  Billy  had  been  very  annoyed  at  what  had  happened  to  young  Tommy  Moffat.  His  dad  had  given  Mrs.  Moffat  his  own  phone  for  young  Tommy  when  the  kid`s  had  been  stolen  from  him  in  the  street  by  “two  bigger  boys”
“  No,  no  Mr.  Tariq,  I  can`t  pay  you  for  it..”

“No  payment  needed  Mrs.  Moffat.  You  are  my  best  customer  in  this  street. No`  right  what  happened  to  wee  Tommy. Tommy  needs  a  phone  din`t  he?  You  need  to  keep  in  touch  with  him  when  you  are  at  work in  the  school  kitchen or  his  dad`s  late  shift  or  whitivver.  Whit  am  Ah  needin`  it  fur?  Phone  the  bookies  probably.  Get  myself  in  more  bother  with  my  wife.  I`ll  get  another  if  I  need  to.”  Billy`s  dad`s  accent  was  mixed.  Half  Indian-“ hauf  Glesga  slang “   like  the  contents  of  his  shop.  Square  sausage  and  potato  scones  along  with  curry  powder,  pakora  and  all kinds  of  spices.
“Ah`m  away  oot  Da”  said  Billy  as  he  passed  his  father  behind  the  shop`s  counter  area.  “Awright  Mrs.  Moffat?”  He  gave  Tommy`s mother his  dazzling  smile  as  he  passed.”

“Fine  thank  you  Billy.  You  be  careful  out  there  son.  Too  many  of  those  young  thugs  around  nowadays.  Such  a  nice  boy  Mr.  Tariq”  she  said  to  Billy`s  father.

“  Good  boay  indeed  Mrs.  Moffat. Nae  bother  really. But  sometimes  when he is arriving  home  late  Ah  kin`  smell  thoan  scud  aff  he`s  breath.  It`s  the  toe  aff  of  mah  leg oan  his  erse he`ll  be  getting`  jist  the  same.  No`  a  man  yit  so  he`s  no`.”
                                                                        **************************

                                                           McPherson  looked both  businesslike  and  vaguely  alarmed  when  his  newly  acquired  mobile  suddenly  played  it`s  little  ring  tone  in  his  overcoat  pocket.  He  stabbed  at  the  various  buttons  until  he  eventually  managed  to  answer  it

“Aye?  Hullo?  It`s  me  here.”  he  shouted  at  it  as  he  had  no  idea  whatsoever  who  was  phoning.

The  caller  was  foreign.  Perhaps  Indian

“Mr.  McPherson?  I  am  speaking  to  Mr.  Mc  Pherson?”

“Aye.  It`s  me  here  oan  ma  phone  tae  ye?  Whit  is  it?” 
“I  am  phoning  to  report  the text message  of  your  mobile  sir.”

Now  even  McPherson  knew  that  to  be  impossible  as  he  was  speaking  on  it  at  the  time.

“Sex  message  ye  say.  Ah  should  be  so  lucky.That`s  no`  right  or  Ah  widnae  be  oan  it  speaking  tae  youwid  Ah? Ah`d  be  away  daein`  sumthin`  aboot  it. Who  the  fuck  ur  ye  onywiys  son?”

 “I  don`t  understand,  Am  I  speaking  with  another  Mr.  McPherson  then?”
“Anither  wan  fae  who?  Me? Ah  didnae  report  nae  message`  tae  naebuddy.  Ur  
you  tryin`  tae  take  the bliddy pish?”
“The  phish?  Phishing  is  something  totally  different.  I  take  it you`re  computer  literate  then  Mr.  McPherson?”

“Ur  you  askin`  me  if  Ah  kin  fuckin`  read  noo?  Ah`ll  …”

“Please  do  not  swear.  These  phone  calls  are  recorded  for  a  number  of  reasons.  I`ll  be  with  you  shortly  in  any  case.”
McPherson`s  mobile suddenly went  dead.

                                                                                **********************

McPherson`s  right  hand  ominously  reached  for  his  right  hand  coat  pocket  when  Billy  Tariq  entered  the  pub  door

“Who  ur  ye  an`  how  the  fuck  did  ye  know  ma`  phone  number?  Naebuddy`s  goat  ma`  number  yit ya  wee  tosser.”

“Wrong  Mr.  Mc  Pherson  A  number  of  very  interested  people  have  access  to  your  number.  Including  the  police.”  said  Billy  pleasantly  enough.  “They  are  extremely  interested  in  any  E-mail  messages  or  texts  you  have  received  from  one  of  your  customers.”
“Ma  customers””  exploded  Mc  Pherson.  “Ma  customers!  Ah`ve  no`  goat  customers.  Whit  dae  think  Ah`m  ur?  A  fuckin`  ice  cream  van!  Ah`m  a  respectable  businessman  ya  wee  shite!  An`  whit`s  these “ he”  mails  yir  talking`  aboot?  Ur  ye  callin`  me  a  nancy  boay?  Ah`ll…
“Please  calm  down  Mr.  Mc  Pherson.  There  is  a  possible  solution  to  your  problems and  that  is  why  I`m  here. Please  do  not  consider  using  violence.  As  I  said  previously  the  police  know  I`m  here  and  believe  me  if  I  hadn`t  explained  to  them  that  this  could  well  be  some  sort  of  technical  glitch  I  wouldn`t have been  allowed.  Now  please  remove  your  hand  from  your  coat  pocket empty unless  it  is  only  holding  a  mobile  phone.”
McPherson`s  eyes  narrowed.  He  now  knew  he  was  dealing  with  something  potentially  very,  very  dangerous  to  his day  to  day criminal  activities.

“Awright  son.  Nae  sweat. Ma  daughter  gie`d  me  that  phone  fur  a  present. Dinnae  go  imaginin`  things  noo. Ah`ve  nae  idea  wherr  she  goat  it  neethur.  Huv  a  wee  hauf  oan  me.”

“No  thanks  Mr.  McPherson.  Perhaps  I  could  have  a  quick  look  at  that  phone  though?”

Ally  McPherson  knew  he  had  sent  nothing  incriminating.  Simply  because  he  didn`t  as  yet  know  how  to send  anything  yet.

“Thank  you”  said  Billy  taking  the  phone  from  McPherson`s  huge  hand.  “I`ll  just  have  a  quick  look  at  your  inbox  if  I  may”

This  produced  a  very  startled  look  from  McPherson  and  gales  of  laughter  from  his  drinking  companions .

“Shuttit  the  lot  o`  yese”  roared  McPherson  both  embarrassed by  the  double  entendre and and  still  slightly  nervous.
“Ah”  said  Billy.  “Here  it  is.  This  is  the  E-mail  message  we  had  to  report  to  the  police.  Can  you  explain  it please Mr.  McPherson?”
Mc  Pherson`s  phone  message  was  extremely  incriminating.

“Ally.  It  will  be  collected  as  usual.

                                    400  Jellies 

                                    24    Meths
                                     60   Bags  
                                     Dextrine  as  usual

“Whit  the  fuck”  said  Mc  pherson.  “Ye`ve  goat  tae  believe  me  son.  Ah  don`t  know  nuthin`  aboot  this.  Ah`ve  nivver  even  looked  it  thoan  message.  Whit  the  fuck`s  Dextrine  onywiys?  Must  be  new  oan  the  mark..”  He  decided  to  shut  up.  His own supplier  was  sitting  behind  Billy  and  was  making  an  ominous finger  to  mouth zipping  motion.
“Well  obviously  the  police  will  want  to  speak  to  both  you  and  your  daughter  further.  In  the  meantime  I  will  confiscate  the  phone  and  you`ll  be  hearing  from  us.”

“Aye  Well  o.k.  then.  Knew  Ah  shouldnae  huv  hid  fuck  a`  tae  dae  new  things.”

“Well.  It  looks  to  me  as  if  this  might  be  no  more  than  a  misunderstanding.  I`ll  put  in  a  good  word  for  you  with  the  authorities.”

“Aw  that`s  great  Eh..  Wherr  ur  you  fae  onywys?  Who  dae  you  work  fur?”

Mc  Pherson`s  drug  supplier  was  still  making  the  frantic  zipping  motion  as  Billy  Tariq  smiled  mysteriously  and  simply  said

”The  store  Mr.  McPherson.  The  store.”

“Right.”  Mc  Pherson  nodded  wisely  to  suggest  he  had  half  an  idea  what  Billy  was  talking  about.

                                                          ****************************  
                      Tam  and  Airchie  were  astounded  when  Billy  Tariq  sauntered  up  to  them  and  produced  the  mobile  phone  they  had  not  only  stolen  initially  but  had  then  passed  onto  “Big  Ally”  Mc  Pherson  in  exchange  for  an  additional  weeks  space  to  pay  their  drugs  debt they  owed  him.

“Magic  Billy”  said  Airchie.  “How  the  fuck  d`ye  git  it  back?”

“Aye”  agreed  Tam “  Ah`ll  be  able  tae  git  that  puntit  tae  sumbuddy  an`  we`ll  git  a  couple  ae  boattles  ae  scud  fur  the  night.”

“Naw  ye`ll  no`”  said  Billy  firmly  “Youse  eejits  stole  this  phone  fae  wee  Tommy  Moffat  an  he`s  gittin  it  back. A  fuckin`  six  year  auld? Fuck  you  an  yir  drugs  an`  yir  scud.  An`  stiy  oot  ae  ma`  faither`s  shoap  an  a`  fae  noo  oan.  Fuckin`  tossers.”  Billy  smiled  pleasantly  at  the  two  as  he  pocketed  the  phone  once  more.

                                                            **********************************

                                                   “Aw  Billy  son  what  fur  dae  you  mix  with  thae  galoots?  I  was  seeing  ye  through  the  shoap  windae.  They  ur  bad  articles  thae  two.”
“It  wis  you  that  telt  me  tae  mix in wi`  ivverybuddy  da.  Ah  wis  only  daein`  whit  ye  telt  me.  Ye`re  right  aboot  thae  too  but.  A  pair  ae  clowns.  Ah`ve  telt  thaim  no`  tae  come  back  intae  oor  shoap.”

“Aw  fur  Goad`s  sake  Billy.  It`s  mair  customers  we  ur  needing.  No`  two  less.  Wull  ye  nivver  learn?”  Ali  Tariq  was  smiling  nevertheless.  “Ye`re  a  good  boay  son  right  enuff.  Nae  need  fur  thoan  two  wasters  of  the  space”

“It  wis  thae  two  that  stole  wee  Billy`s  phone  fur  therr  drugs  da`”

“Whit!  Whit!  Mind  the  shoap.  Ah`m  gaun  oot  tae  gie  them  the  leatherin`!”

“Ye`re  no  gaun  anywherr  da`.  Ah`ve  goat  it  back  fur  `im.  Ivverythin`s  awright  noo.”  ”

“How  dae  ye  know  it`s  his  Billy.  They  urr  aw  lookin`  the  same.”

“Because  it`s  goat  the  school  janitor`s  oarder tae  ye oan  it  from  Billy`s  mammy.  He  ayewis  asks  Billy`s  mammy  tae  send it and  she jist pits  it oan  wee  Billy`s  phone  so  he`ll  no`  git  mixed  up  when  he  gie`s  it  tae  ye.”

“So  she  dis  right  enuff.  Yir  right  oan  the  balls  oan  that  wan  son. Cannae  spell  Ali  right.  Nivver  could.   C`moan  son  we  bettur  git  it  made  up  smartish.  Ma  biggest  order  that.  Love  that  janny  so  Ah  dae.”
                         Billy  joned  him  in  the  back  shop  as  they  made  up.

                                                                   400  individual  jellies  for  the school kitchen

                                                                    24  bottles  of  methylated  spirits  for  the  school  chemistry  lab.
                                                                    60  giant  refuse  bags  cartons  for  the  school  janitor  himself

                                                                     Dextrine   thickening mixture    again  for  the  school  kitchen 

                                                                                        THE  END

                                                                                        JOE  COOL

                                                             “Wait  tae  ye  meet  this  guy  Tony.  Nuthin`  upsets  him.    Wance wan ae  the  best  actors  aboot  they  say.  Dead  posh  an`  that .  An`  he  looks  jist  right  so  he  dis.`  Need  tae  clean  `im  up  furst  right  enuff.  Decent  claes  an`  that”
“He`d   bettur  be  Tinsel.  If  he  screws  this  up  he`ll  be  cool  awright.  Fuckin`  freezin`”  growled  Tony  Givens.  “Mistakes  no`  allowed  oan  this  wan.  These  ur  the  big  boays  we`re  dealin`  wi`  here.  Thoan  Hans Kuhl   plays  fur  keeps.  Noo  shuttit  an`  let  me  talk  tae  ma`  big  darlin.”  He  called  a  number  on  his  mobile.
“Did  ye  git  wan  hen? A  right  classy  wan? Ye  did?  Magic!  It`s  Christmas  eftir  a`  hen  intit?  `”

                                                                                        **********************

                                                                                Joseph  Coulle  always  gave  the  same  answer  when  asked what his  occupation  was
“Jobbing  actor  dear  boy-madam  or  whatever  the  case  may  be.”  Long  gone  were  the  days  when  he  would  get  a  laugh  from  this.  No  jobs  never  mind  acting  jobs
“Too  fucking  politically  correct  this  country.  Can`t  say  anything  nowadays  without  risking  prosecution  from  some  quarter.  Mealy  mouthed  shower  of  nonenties  we`ve  all  become.  What  happened  to  free  speech  for  the  anarchists,  the  bigots, the  criminally  minded, the people  who  don`t  want  to  be  fucking  politically  correct  eh?  Nobody  cares  about  us anymore do  they?  If  we  do say  what  we  think we  become  social  pariahs.  We  will  never  work  again  will  we?  No  old  boy.  Never  again”
Coulle  was  having  this  drunken  conversation  with  himself  in  his  filthy  shaving  mirror  in  the  filthy  bathroom  of  his  filthy  flat.  It  did  not  really  come  into  it  that  he had  never  worked  much  before  as  an  actor  either  “Could  never  work  again  for  the  first  time  then.”  He  giggled  to  himself
Coulle  really  was  very  drunk  indeed.

“Think  Coulle.  Think.    What  was  his  name  again?  Stupid  name.  In  the  pub?  He`d  laughed  his  gay  actors  laugh when  the   little  man  had  told  him  his nickname. Something  to  with  Christmas  It  really  was  hard  remembering  things  when  you  were  very  drunk  indeed  the  night  before Think  you  stupid  bastard  Coulle. Lentil?  No. Tonsil? No. Tinsel.  That  was  it.  Tinsel. Like  Christmas. What  time  was  it?  The  time.  He  was  supposed  to  meet  him  again  tonight.  Same  pub.  10.p.m.

                                                                                        ******************************

                                                                 “Tinsel`s”  birthday  was also on  Christmas  day  hence  the  nickname. Big  co-incidence  that  was,   He`d    kicked  too  hard  and  severely  wounded  a crooked,  armed street street  pawnbroker  on  his  birthday one  year but  that  was  not  known  to  many  people  except  those  who  needed  to  know.  Tinsel  was  a  dangerous  man.  Born  and  raised  in  Govan    Tinsel had graduated  through  the    ranks  in  the  easiest  fashion.  Bully  and  beat  up  those  who  are  weaker  than  yourself  and  be  very  subservient  to  those  who  aren`t.  Tony  Givens  was  very  definitely  a  man  to  be  subservient  to.  He  knew  every  scam  on  the  south  side  of  Glasgow.  Nothing  went  down  without  his  approval  and  the  raid  on  the  very  pricy  jewellery  department  of  the  classiest  department  store  in  Glasgow Tinsel and  he were  planning ,  had  been  scrutinised  to  the  last  detail  before  Givens  gave  the  plan  the  nod.
                                                                                            ****************************    

                                                                                             ********************************

                                                                                 ********************************

                                            “Large  Glenfiddich  my  good  man.  And  whatever  the  young  lady  I  have  been  speaking  with  at  my  table  wishes  to  drink  before  she  leaves.”  Joseph  Coulle  said  loudly  brandishing  the  twenty  pound  note  Tinsel  had  just  provided  him along with  strict  instructions  to  get  a  shave  and  a  haircut.  “  I  am  retiring  to  the  local  fish  and  chip  shop  for  my  evening  repast  and  and  will  settle  with  you  on  my  return”

“Ye`ll  piy  me  the  noo  or  Ah`m  no`  fillin` it   fur  ye.”  growled  the  barman  who  knew  the  issues  with  tick  drink    of  old.
“Philistine”  said  Coulle  amiably  enough  and  handed  over  the  twenty.  Coulle  was obviously  the  type not  only  extremele  nimble  fingered,  untrustworthy  and  verbose ,  he    would  object strongly  to  paying  for  his  daily  alcohol  intake.   He  was  a  con  man  of  the  old  school  and  looked  just  what  he  was.  A  slightly  unkempt  and  down  at  heel  gentleman.  But  he  had  known  the  Kuhl  brothers  a  lot  longer  than  Givens  or  Tinsel  and  this  was  of  great  importance  in  the  Glasgow  underworld.    The  Kuhl  brothers  had  been  born  and  bred  in    Germany.  The  Kuhls  knew  a  lot  of  people in  Glasgow.  From  before and  after the  late  sixties  when    then  they  had  decided  to  make  Glasgow  their  home. The  Kuhls  were  neither  violent  nor  evil  .  They  no  longer  needed  to  be.  They  simply  employed  those  who  did.     Brothers  Gert  and  Hans  were  physically  identical.  Not  only  in  looks  and  dress but  also mannerisms.  To  emphasise  this  they  almost  always  wore  matching  outfits.  Once  seen  never  forgotten  And  they  were  seen  a  lot  everywhere.  They  owned  an  extremely  successful  chain  of  restaurants   all  over  Glasgow  and  owned  the important people  in  the  restaurants  and  pubs  that  ,on  the  face  of  it,  they  DIDN`T  seem  to  own.                                                                    

                                                                                                                                                                             *********************************

  “The  utmost  discretion  is  required  in  this  matter  Mr.  Forbes.  The  young  lady  is  very  important  to  me.  So  unfortunately  is  my  wife  Both  have  extremely  expensive  tastes  in  jewellery.  So  therefore  there  must  be no confusion.  If  my  wife  discovers  that  I  am  supplying  a  great  deal  more  of  it  to  my  lovely  young  mistress  than  to  her?  Well  the  outcome  would  be  most  unpleasant.  For  all  concerned.  You  understand?”  Hans  Kuhl`s  penetrative  icy  blue  eyes  left  Forbes  in  no  doubt  that  he  would  be  first  in  the  line  of  fire.
“You  will  open  late  on  Christmas  Eve”  Kuhl`s  soft  voice  indicated  it  wasn`t  really  a  question.  A  statement.  A  demand.

“Of  course.  Of  course  Herr  Kuhl.  I  will  personally  attend.”  simpered  Forbes  the  store  manager  at  Joseph`s  the  most  opulent  of  Glasgow`s  shopping  establishments.
“Yes”  Another  statement  “And  you  will  of  course  hand  the  goods  personally  to  either  myself  or  Gert  only.  We  may  even  come  together  to  collect  them.    You  will  attend  to  the  matter  personally  Forbes. As  I  am  moving  the  entire  content  of  your  display  case  it  is  the  least  I  expect.”
“It  is  without  doubt  the  greatest  privelige   ,  Herr  Kuhl ,  to  be  asked  to  deal  personally  with  the  biggest  order  this  store  has  ever  received.  Thank  you.  Thank  you.”

“Yes.  It  is  isn`t  it?”  replied  Kuhl  with  an  icy  gaze
                                                                                      ***************************

                                                             Gert  Kuhl  normally  bowed  to  his  brother`s  wishes  but  this  was  different.

“No  Hans.  No.  We  are  both  invited.  The  invitation  is  for  both  of  us  and  our  wives.  Look.  Look  at  the  invitation.  We  need  both  to  be  there  And  I  have  never  liked  that  other  woman  you  see. Do  you  think  Sybil  will  not  find you out  eventually? She  is  ein , what  is  it  they  say,  a  goldfisher?  Only  after  money  And  far  too  young  for  you.  She  will  never  get  her  greedy  claws  on  MY   money.  Nein”  Gert  had  never  fully  achieved  the  near perfect  Glaswegian  accent  his  brother  had.
                                                     The  invitation  was  indeed  for  both  brothers  and  their  respective  wives  Sybil  and  Heather.  The  Chamber  of  Commerce  do  would  also  be  attended  by  the  chief  Constable  and  HIS  wife.  Attendance  was  not  really  an  option.  The  brothers  had  to  maintain  their  image  of  respectability.  Hans  had  completely  forgotten  about  it.  But  he  hadn`t  forgotten  Gert`s  weak  point
“You  are  merely  jealous  brother.  I  have  a  lover.  But  then  so  does  your  unfaithful  little  wife  doesn`t  she?  And  you then have  neither  a  lover  nor  a  wife  have  you?  I  have  always  been  the  brains  in  our  ventures.  You  have  been  content  to  take  the  money.  I  must  have  you  personally  pick  the  gems  up.  I  have  spent  a  great  deal  of  money  on  them.  One  of  us  must  personally  collect  them.  YOU  my  brother  won`t  be  missed  at  the  dinner.  I  WILL.”
“You  are  correct  as  always  my  brother.  I  will  not  be  missed.  That  is  because  I  will  be  there  all  night.  I  am  not  going anywhere  for  you.  I  am  you  brother.  Not  your  employee.”

Gert`s   collecting of  the  jewels in  question would  only  take  place  if  accompanied  by  his  brother.  That  was  the  only  way  it  was  ever  going  to  happen!  If  Hans  wanted  to  impress  his  young  lady  he  could  leave  his  wife  behind  and  collect  them  himself.
                                                                          *******************************

                                                           At  the  precise  moment  the  Chief  Constable  began  his  after  dinner  speech  the  Kuhls`  familiar , latest  model  Mercedes  drew  up  almost  silently  in  front  of  the  still  open  doors - not  to  other  customers  of  course-  famous  department  store.  Forbes  advanced  to  the  open  door  as  one  of  the  Kuhl  brothers  emerged  from  the  back  seat. Forbes  studiously  avoided  gazing  at  the  beautiful  young  woman  who  remained  seated  in  the  rear  of  the  gleaming  saloon There  was  only  one  brother but  which  one?  He`d  known  them  both  for  years  and  still  could  not  tell  them  apart.
“Ah  Herr  Kuhl.  By  yourself  I  see.”

“Your  powers  of  observation  are  indeed  remarkable  Forbes.”  came  the  curt  reply.

“Hans”  thought  Forbes.  The  other  brother  was  always  marginally  more  civil.
“The  compliments  of  the  season  to  you  Herr  Kuhl .  I  hope  you  and  yours…”
“I  have  no  time  for  this  Forbes,  The  gems  will  now  be  packaged.  They  are  all  there  I  see.  Do  it  now  and  I  will  watch.”

“Of  course  Herr  Kuhl.  Of  course.  You  approve  of  the  gift  boxes  and  tinsel  and  so  on?”

“Yes.  Yes.  Get  on  with  it  man.”

Even  Kuhl`s  military  style  crew  cut  hairstyle  was  copied  from  the  villain  in  the  James  Bond  film  Goldfinger.  The  man positively reeked  of  menace .  Cultivated  menace  of  course.  The  man  enjoyed  intimidating  people.  His  suit  and  overcoat  probably  cost  more  than   Forbes  annual  salary.  Forbes  hated  Kuhl.  If  he  had  been  suicidal  he  might  have  contemplated  a  spot  of  blackmail.  Frau  Kuhl  would  have  been  broken  hearted  of  course.  And  Forbes himself would  have  been  broken  legged.  At  the  very  least.  Before  he  was  killed!”
                                                                                *********************************

                                                            “ And  in  closing  I  would  once  more  like  to  thank  both  the  Kuhl  brothers  for  their  very  generous  donations  for  a  most  worthwhile  cause.  Ladies  and  gentlemen  I  am  sure  you  will  all  join  me  in  wishing  both  Hans  and  Gert  our  heartfelt  thanks  and  a  very  happy  Christmas.  Ladies  and  gentlemen  a  very  warm  round  of  applause  for  Hans  and  Gert  Kuhl  please.  Hans  and  Gert  ladies  and  gentlemen.  Hans  and  Gert.”  The  speaker  from  the  cuncil  led  the  tumultuous  round of  applause  which  both  brothers  which  both  twins  stood  to  acknowledge.  The  Chief   Constable  sat  impassively  arms  folded.  He  rose  to  his  feet  when  the  councillor  cleared  his  throat  and  said
“And  now  ladies  and  gentlemen  please  welcome  our  Chief  Constable  Daniel  Patton.  Chief  Constable  Patton  ladies  and  gentleman.”

Patton  nodded  acknowledgemet  and  moved  centrestage.

“Thank  you  comcillor  Cairns.  The  news  of  new  business  ventures  coming  to  Glasgow  is most  welcome.  Unfortunately  as  we  all  know  crime  is  also  a  growth  industry  and  Glasgow   has  it`s  fair  share  there  also.  Crime  detection  I`m  delighted  to  say  has  also  improved  greatly  thanks  to  modern  technology.  The  world ,  relatively  speaking, is  a  very  much  smaller  place  for  the  criminal.  Organized  crime is an  ugly reality  the  police  have  to  deal  with  more  and  more  these  days  I`m  afraid.  Thankfully  crime  families  are  no  different  from  ordinary  families.  Sometimes  they fall  out.   Mostly  with  devastating  effect.  Most  families  have  a  black  sheep  somewhere  in  their  past.  Or  even  present.   Again  crime  families  are  no  different.  They  have  “black  sheep”  also   Such  good  people  want  no  part  of  their  criminal  inheritance.  Isn`t  that  odd?  They  become  a  part  of  our  day  to  day  normal  law  abiding  community.  I  know of schoolteachers,  priests,  lawyers,  doctors , even  policemen  who  did  so.  And  sometimes  that  has  devastating  effects  too.”
Hans  Kuhl  in  particular  began  to  look  rather uncomfortable  at  this  point  of  the  proceedings.  His  brother  remained  impassive.

“On  a  more  encouraging  note  I  can  today  reveal  that  such  an  event  took  place  in  Glasgow  today.  Arrests  will  follow.  A  major  criminal  enterprise  in  the  city  of  Glasgow  has  been  halted.  In  closing  let  me  wish  you  all  my  Christmas  best  wishes  and  peaceful  New  Year.”

                                                                        888888888888888888888888888888888

                                                      “Why  on  earth  would  I  accompany  anyone  to  a  police  station?”  said  Hans  Kuhl  to  Tony  Givens.

“They`re  oan  tae  sumthin`  Mr.  Kuhl. They mentioned  Europol  want  to  talk  to  them  aboot  sumthin  an  a``. Yir  bruther`s  there  a`  ready.”
“But  he`s  not.  He`s  still  in  the  dining  room  with  the  other  guests.  I`ve  just  left  him.”

“Ah  think  ye  should  jist  dae  whit  Ah`m  telling`  ye  Mr.  Kuhl. The  polis  ur  up  tae  sumthin` It`s  time  fur  the  big  re-union.  Family  and  friends  all  together.  Ye`ll  love  it  Ah`m  sure.”

                                                                          8888888888888888888888888888888888

                                                      “Good  evening  once  more  Mr  Kuhl.”

“Mr.  Kuhl.  I  have  made  my  home  in  Glasgow  for  many  years  now.”  replid  Hans  Kuhl.

”That  is  true.  That  is  coming  to  an  end  from  tonight.  Glasgow  is  heartily  seek  of  you.”  answered  the  Chief  Constable  coldly.

“I  beg  your  pardon  sir?”

“Your  criminal  operations  in  this  city  have  been  under  surveillance    by  undercover  officers  for  a  total  of  almost  two  years  now.  Merry  Christmas  Mr.  Kuhl.”
“My  brother  and  I  have  done  nothing  but  good  things  for  your  Glasgow.  We  made  our  home  here  years  ago. We  love  your  city   Our  family  all  live  here  with  us”

“Not  true  Mr.  Kuhl.  On  two  very  important points.  You  have  caused  nothing  but  harm  in  our  city.  And  your  family  don`t  all  live  here  with  you.  One  member  of  your  family still lives  in  Nuremberg.”
“What  on  earth  are  you  talking  about  sir?  Our  family came  here  from  Berlin.  Our  family  all  lived  in  Berlin.  Please  get  your  geography  maps  or  whatever. It  should  be  all  becomputerised now  as  you are  so  up  to  date.  Please  check    Berlin  I  say.”
“I  don`t  suppose  you  are  aware  that  our  Glasgow  police  work  very,  very  closely  with  Nurember  police.  Or  why?  I  don`t  suppose  the  year  1985  is  of  any  special  significance  to  you?  No?  Well  it  is  to  Galasgow ”

“What  are  talking  for  all  the  time  Nuremberg?  Are  you  mad?”  Hans  Kuhl`s  English  always  deteriorated  when he  became angry.
“Yes  our  data  is  all  computerised  nowadays.  Let  me  tell  you  what  I  know  about  you  and  your  family.  Specifically  about  you  and  your  brother  Gert.  Your  mother  and  father  divorced  in  the  early  sixties.  She  did  not  die  as  you  told  immigration  services  then  when  you  arrived  in  Britain  with  your  father  who  was  a  career  criminal  like  yourselves.  The  only  reason  he  brought  you  two  with  him  was  that  he  saw  two  mirror  images  of  himself  in  you.  Greedy,  brutal  and  totally  unscrupulous.  Your  mother  chose  Nuremberg  to  settle  down.  Being  in  Bavaria  the  climate  was    healthier  for  the  person  she  devoted  the  remainder  of  her  life.  Gentle,  artistic  and  kind  combined  with  great  moral  strength  he  brought  her  more  happiness  for  the  remainder  of  her  life  than  she  thought  she  would  ever  know  He joined  the  police  force.  Second  choice  really  because  he  really  wanted  to  pursue  a  career  as  an  actor.  But  you  can`t  do  that  with  a  family  to  look  after.  Your  mother  had  to  have regular  money  coming  in  to  the  household.  With  me  so  far  Mr.  Kuhl?”

“I  have  no  idea  why  you   telli  me  all  this  .  Nothing  to  do  with  us  .She  disowned  us.  Our  vater-  our  father-  was  the  only  one  who  cared  about  us.”
“She  tried  with  you  two.  You  repaid  her  by  putting  her  in  hospital  twice  to  our  knowledge.  Once  for  a  broken  arm.  The  second  time  severe  concussion  and  a  broken  wrist.  Till  the  day  she  died  she  could  never  use  her  left  wrist  properly.  After  she  died  the  policeman  concerned  vowed  to  make  things  right  with  us  about  you  two.  She  forgave  but  he  never  could.  Because  you  beat  him  mercilessly  also.”

“No.  No.  Not  that.  He  never  had  the  the  hoden-  the  balls-  to  stand  up  to  us.  A  feigling-  a,  a  shitter  him  That  one.”

“No.  Oh  no.  That`s  what  your  father  thought.  That`s  why  he  had  no  time  for  him.  He`s  got  more  balls  than  you  two  put  together.  And  you  should  have  four.  Excuse  me  if  no  one  checks.  We  don`t  want  to  touch  either  of  you.  Just  jail  you.  Would  you  ask  the  other  officers  to  come  in now please  constable?”
                                                                            88888888888888888888888888

                                                          Hans  Kuhl  stared  incredulously  at  his  brother.  Gert  Kuhl  did  likewise.  Hans  kuhl  also  stared  incredulously  at  his  “girlfriend”
“Let  me  introduce  to  you-  really  introduce  for  the  first  time  as  you  have  been  under  the  illusion  that  you  already  know them-  special  officers  James  Christmas  aka  “Jingle  Dinsdale”.  We  created  a  new  street  identity  especially  for  him .Susan  Gilmour  a  flashy  latest  girlfriend  especially for  you  Hans ,   Inspector Anthony  Givens,  and  as  a  special  re-unication  gift  to  your  family,  Europol  agent  Josef  Kuhl.”

The  bristling  haircut,  the  immaculate  suit-stolen  from  Hans`  Kuhl`s own wardrobe-  and  the  steely  gaze.  Joe  Coulle  was  gone.  Josef  Kuhl  had  taken  his  place  for  ever.

“A  very  fine  actor  your  long  lost  brother  is  you  mustl  agree  “gentlemen”.  No  thanks  to  either  of  you.”  Heavy  sarcasm on  the  word  gentleman from  the  Chief  Constable.  “He`s  done  Shakespeare  very  successfully  you  know”
“An overfondness  of  the  amber  nectar I`m  afraid my  dear  Chief  Constable.  It`s  a  weakness  I`m  afraid.”  said  Josef  in   Joe  Coulle`s  velvety  theatrical  tones.

“Talkin`  aboot  that  ur  we  aw  gaun  fur  a  bevvy  eftir?”  said  constable  “Jingle”  James  Christmas.

”Ye  sure  ur  son”  replied  Inspector  Tony  Givens.  “Chief  Constable`s oan  the bell  tae”

“Later  boys.  Later.  And  ladies  of  course  Susan”

Susan  Gilmour  used  the  same  sexy  smile  she  had  previously  reaerved  only  for  Hans  Kuhl  who  now  could  not  conceal  his  terror.

“Why  thank  you  Chief  Constable.  I`ll  look  forward  to  drinks  with  four  such  sexy  men.”  replied Gilmour her  tone oozing  sexuality.
“Ahem  yes”  answered  the  Chief  Constable.  “Need  to  clear  it  with  my  wife  first  of  course  but  I`ll  be  delighted  to  supply  you  all  with  booze  all  night..  And  the  testimony  of  Mr.  Forbes  the  jeweller  that  you  you  have  been  stealing  gems  from  his  store  for  many,  many  years AND  using  his  store  to  was  your  filthy  drug  money  through  will  get  you  both  a  very long  sentence  indeed.”

“Nein.  Nein  Chief  Constable”  said  Hans  Kuhl   with  real  venom “My  brother  gert  will  fight  you  all  the  way.  And  we  will  win.”  Gert  didn`t  look  so  confident  however.  Or  venomous.
“No  you  won`t  Mr.  Kuhl.  Not  this  time.  Your  younger  from  Nuremberg  has  put  paid  to  that  once  and  for  all.”

“I  spit  on  him.  He`s  no  brother  of  mine.  We`ll  win.  Gert  and  I  are  twins.  We  stand  or  fall  together.”Did  you  know  Glasgow  and  Nuremberg  are  twin  cities  Mr.  Kuhl?  With  Berlin  and  London`s  co-operation  we`ll  nail  you  both  down  very  tight  indeed.  That  makes  four  city  police  forces.  Quadruplets  you  might  say.  Merry  Christmas  to  you  both.”
                                                                                     END  COLLECTION
