
 
 
 
 

Crossing the 
Bridge 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WATLEDGE BOOKS 
 

Copyright ©2017 David Wake, all right reserved. 
 



 
 
 
 

There is no Bonnie Prince Charlie Society, 
but there is a Charles Edward Stuart 
Society. 

For legal reasons, the two organisations have no 
similarities whatsoever, honestly, and the characters 
in this novel don’t bear any resemblance to any of 
them, of course; nor is any implied, nor should any 
be inferred, obviously – except for their warm 
welcome and their sense of fun. 

♦ 

“It’s going to be a happy ending – though he still 
gets hung, drawn and quartered.” 

Mel Gibson on “Braveheart” 
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THE BATTLE OF CULLODEN MOOR 

Seventeen Forty Five. 
Across a green and pleasant land, a scarlet regiment 

formed up: Redcoats! 
They’d primed their muskets. 
I tugged my borrowed targe hard against my left 

shoulder, comforted by the shield’s heavy, leather 
protection, and tested the balance of my claymore.  You 
are never more alive than when you are about to die. 

“For Scotland!” 
“For Scotland!!!” 
Rabbie raised his blade and we Jacobites, knee-deep 

in heather, followed his example – our steel flashed in 
the sun and our dirty tartan flapped in the chill breeze. 

“For Bonnie Prince Charlie!” 
“For Bonnie Prince Charlie!!!”  The thunderous 

response contained some truly appalling Scots accents. 
A dreadful calm settled all that time ago... 

♦ 
...and I sit here now, trapped in this prison cell, and 
remember, wondering at the path that led down here.  
There are times when you can reflect, pop your head 
above the battlements of your routine, and ask yourself 
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where did it all go pear-shaped?  For me, there’s a clear 
route, a southerly direction that fixes that battle at 
Culloden on Square One and this day of reckoning at 
the journey’s end.  I suppose you can look back on your 
life from any point to any other point; from maternity 
ward to execution chamber; from cradle to shallow 
grave; from that battle in the heather to the coming 
slaughter on the streets of London. 

Somewhere, I took a left instead of a right. 
I must figure it out.  I must know.  I need to know. 
But there’s not much time left. 
I owe it to the others to atone, but how can I, 

without knowing where I went wrong? 
At the Battle of Culloden Moor, in that quiet before 

the storm, I remember looking at my watch... 

♦ 
Seventeen Forty Six. 

“Charge!” 
“Charge!!!” 
The unstoppable force of colourful tartan and blunt 

swords surged towards the unbreakable wall of shining 
buttons and bayoneted muskets.  There’s nothing like a 
Highland charge and this was nothing like a Highland 
charge: forty mad men and women running at full pelt 
with a bouncing gait across the springy foliage, 
screaming at the top of their voices.  Such was our 
enthusiasm that the first Scots went down before the 
English fired a shot. 

“Present!” 
Here it comes, I thought, here it comes. 
With a few exceptions, the Redcoats levelled their 

guns.  Between the blur of running figures, I saw an 
English dandy giving orders, the cutting wind flapping 
his foppish white cuffs.  I recognized him: for goodness 
sake, it was Ross – what was he doing with the English? 

He hammed it up: “Wait for it!  Wait for it!” 
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We were close, close enough for them to see the 
whites of our eyes and the stains on our teeth. 

“Fire!” 
The English line seemed to explode – a devastating 

volley of flame, noise and smoke.  Men fell, thrown 
back by the imagined lead balls, with screeches bursting 
from their throats.  Too many – far too many – had 
fallen in the first volley and we realised at once.  So 
Jacobite after Jacobite staggered to their feet and 
charged on into the growing confusion.  Our line was 
broken; the fog of war spread in the white cotton wool 
of musket smoke, as soldiers ran in odd directions. 

Desperately, the Redcoats reloaded, ram-rodding 
charges of fresh gunpowder down their barrels. 

“Fire at will.” 
“Who’s Will?” 
“Bollocks!” 
Another volley detonated across the field at almost 

point blank range.  The screams of dying men mingled 
with the growing undercurrent of laughter. 

“I’m hit, I’m hit,” screamed the Scot to my left, “I’m 
going down.” 

I reached the English line at a full run, slowed a few 
yards away and nodded to an opposing Redcoat, a 
young man, twenty-something like myself.  Anxiously, 
he levelled his musket.  The bayonet flashed forward 
and I glanced it aside with my targe, a drumbeat of steel 
against studded leather.  We fought for a moment, and 
then I tapped him on the shoulder with my claymore. 

“Oh right,” he said before he hollered in agony and 
fell over, careful to keep his musket and powder bag out 
of the damp heather. 

I was killed then, struck from behind by some 
murderous Englishman.  I crumpled to my knees and 
pitched forward into the cold clammy clutches of death. 

“Oi!” said the dead man at my side, “careful of my 
sarnies.”  
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“Sorry.” 
I shifted off his bag and rolled onto my back.  The 

heather sprung up around me to hide the battle and dull 
the musket fire.  It was peaceful.  The sky above was 
blue, and two planes had crossed their white contrails to 
make a huge St. Andrews cross as if to celebrate a great 
Scottish victory. 

Rabbie hove into view. 
“Keep going!  Keep going!” he yelled.  He leaned 

over to pull me up. 
“We’re supposed to lose,” I said. 
“You give up too early, Guy.” 
Behind the rope cordon, spectators booed and 

hissed at the dreadful display of cowardice.  I smiled 
and waved back. 

“He killed me,” said the Redcoat next to me.  
“Dashed bad luck.” 

“How many times have you been killed?” Rabbie 
asked. 

“Oh... at least, four or five times,” said the Redcoat. 
“At least,” I said.  “Anyway, you’re supposed to be 

shot too.” 
“Oh yes, sorry, I got carried away,” said Rabbie, then 

he shouted: “Will someone shoot me?” 
So Rabbie went off in search of death and glory. 
“Thanks for backing me up, old chap,” said the 

Redcoat, rolling over to face me. 
“Old chap?” 
“With... er...” 
“Rabbie.  He’s the old chap, thirty–” 
A shot rang out: “Thanks,” Rabbie shouted, and 

then, “Arrgggghhh!” 
A ripple of applause rewarded Rabbie’s practised 

death throes. 
“Liam,” said the Redcoat. 
I rolled over and shook the offered hand: “Guy.” 
“Pardon?” 
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“I’m Guy.” 
“Jolly good battle – wot?” 
“Not bad,” I said, smiling at Liam’s phoney posh 

accent. “Not as good as the one before lunch.” 
Liam got out a smartphone. 
“Oi,” I said, looking around in panic, “don’t let 

Rabbie see that.” 
“What?” 
“He’ll do his nut.  It’s anachronistic.” 
“You’re wearing a watch.” 
“Oh... shit!”  I pushed it further up my arm. 
We laughed and Liam put his smartphone away. 
A tannoy squawked over everything: “Let’s hear it for 

the Redcoats.”  There was clapping from the crowd.  “And 
for the Jacobites!” 

This evoked applause and even whoops.  The 
English tourists always prefer the underdog. 

Liam helped me up.  I brushed down my plaid and 
then flicked a few bits of moss off the back of his 
Government uniform.  He adjusted his wire-framed 
glasses. 

“Computer programming,” Liam said. 
“Pardon?” 
“I’m a computer programmer at a bank.” 
“Right.” 
“This is great, much better than...” 
“Than?” 
“Nothing.” 
Another volley of musket fire and Rabbie’s distant 

shrieks pierced the air yet again.  Clearly, he had 
survived his previous fatal wound, and so won another 
bout of clapping at this second, or possibly third, death. 

The distorted voice cut across the banter: “I can see 
some of the Jacobites fleeing the scene towards the beer tent and its 
selection of fine ales.  And there are cakes and coffee in the 
refreshment area as well as ice cream and doughnuts.  Please enjoy 
yourselves and thank you for coming.” 
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The tannoy switched to music and some indie rock 
drifted over the battlefield. 

“And you?” Liam asked. 
“History,” I said.  “I’m doing a doctorate.” 
“On the Jacobite Rebellion?” 
“God no!  Early twentieth-century politics.  The 

causes of the world wars.  I do this for fun.” 
“Right.” 
“Fancy a pint?” 
“You’re asking an Irishman if he wants a drink?” 
“But I thought that English accent was genuine.” 
“Begorra and bejesus,” Liam stressed, “is Britain 

being a land of teetotallers now?” 
“I sincerely hope not.” 
We ambled across the field towards the source of 

the music, weaving our way between the intermingling 
clumps of red and tartan.  I homed in on one uniform 
with a particularly shiny collection of brass buttons. 

“Ross,” I said, ready to start the banter.  “What’s 
with the red coat?” 

“Och, the English were short of officers, so I filled 
in.” 

“But we were short of men.” 
“Aye.” 
“If you’d been on our side,” I said, “then we might 

have won.” 
The clump of soldiers around us all laughed, 

although I think I’d used the same line the year before.  
Re-enactors are nothing if not traditionalists. 

“It’s really difficult walking on this stuff,” said Liam.  
“It’s like a springy mattressy thing.” 

“Surprised health and safety haven’t had words,” I 
said.  “You could easily turn an ankle in this stuff.” 

“Lucky it’s no too wet,” said Ross. 
“It is wet,” Liam insisted. 
“Nah, that’s no wet.  Two years ago...” 
“Three,” I insisted. 
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“It pissed it down and we were sliding everywhere.  
Covered in mud, we were.  It was like Glastonbury.” 

We reached the beer tent, a canvas structure jutting 
out from a truck.  The high bar and sullen serving 
wenches decorated with facial piercings were already 
besieged by soldiers from both sides. 

“What do you fancy?” Liam said. 
“Are you sure?” I asked. 
“The man offered of his own free will,” said Ross. 
“It’s no trouble, I’ve a city job and you’re a student.” 
I scanned the beer taps: “Eighty Shillings, please.” 
“Same for me.” 
Ross was... is – God, I hope he’s all right – he’s a big 

man, red-haired, and a drinker.  He’s Scottish, as he will 
no doubt tell you, and that it’s nothing to do with 
geography, it’s a state of mind.  Or after several pints of 
heavy, it’s a state of mindlessness; but he is someone 
you can depend on.  I like that, a straight talker who 
always tells you when you’re talking pish.  He’s a 
teacher, his directness being a positive asset, I’d have 
thought.  I met him, I think, at another re-enactment 
event, five or six years ago now, or longer.  He must be 
nearly in his thirties now.  During the re-enactment 
season, you meet the same people, year after year, all 
wearing the same costumes, and the dates merge into 
one continuous time-stream: fight-drink, fight-drink, 
fight-drink... like Valhalla – Oh God, I don’t want to die. 

Liam’s the opposite: black-haired, wiry and nervous, 
with a bizarre habit of pushing his glasses back up his 
nose every two minutes when he’s had a few.  He’ll talk 
(and boy can he talk) about the city, money and 
programming, even though he hates all three.  There’s 
always something in his hands – always fiddling is our 
Liam – and he’s hardly built to jostle his way through 
the red and tartan lines to the front of a beer tent 
‘queue’.  We first met that day at the last battle at 
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Culloden.  Hard to believe it was only a few months ago 
– so much water under the bridge. 

And I’m Guy Wilson. 
A student of sorts, I guess.  I studied in Plymouth 

and then moved up here to Scotland to do my 
doctorate.  I’ve a girlfriend, Mandy...  had a girlfriend. 

That’s all... 
Oh God, please God someone help me.  I can’t face this.  I’m 

torturing myself remembering this.  It’s like I missed so much the 
first time round, so I need to rewind and rewatch it all again. 

In Edinburgh, I share a flat with three other 
postgraduates, when I’m not staying over at Mandy’s.  I 
have a reasonably full social life.  I like films, music, 
beer – the usual stuff.  What have I got to show for it 
all?  Just a partial thesis at almost 17,500 words and a 
half-full bottle of single malt tucked behind the telly.  I 
don’t suppose I’ll get to finish either. 

Anyway, there we were, the Three Musketeers 
together for the first time: an Englishman, an Irishman 
and a Scotsman walked into a bar. 

“He’s a long time getting the drinks in,” Ross said. 
“You should have patience,” I said. 
“If only she’d let me.” 
“If only who’d let...  oh, Patience.” 
The music over the tannoy finished and the news 

took over.  It started with a piece about some financial 
pig’s ear before moving on to the usual twaddle about 
the day’s events in Parliament.   The Speaker of the 
House of Commons was soon shouting: “Order, order.” 

“I wish he would order,” said Ross. 
“What’s this?” I asked. 
“I wish he’d order, I’m parched.” Ross raised his 

voice.  “Man dying of thirst here!” 
“No, the news?” 
“Westminster’s messing up our country.” 
“What country would that be?  Kent?” 
“Och aye, shame on you, yer Sassenach.” 
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In the distant debating hall, an MP shouted over the 
cacophony: “...we will never give up.  One sees violence and 
disorder at every turn...” (as if on cue, a few muskets fired a 
loud volley behind us) “...this must be checked, contained, 
controlled...” 

There were the cries from the other Members of 
Parliament, “Shame!  Shame!” 

“Oh, it’s bloody Trudie,” said Ross over the Speaker 
of the House calling for order yet again. 

“...there is only one way to control this anarchy...” 
“Who?” I asked. 
“Och, Guy, what planet have you been living on?  

Do ye no know what’s going on?  He’s an MP...  Och, I 
forgot, he’s post-1939, so you won’t have heard of him.  
I forget historians know nothing of modern politics.” 

“...we must give the forces of law and order the right tools, the 
same defence as all the other first world modern police forces...” 

“Guy!”  Liam passed a pint over the heads of those 
behind him in the queue.  I took it, the plastic container 
distorting in my grip, and passed it to Ross.  Liam 
brought the other two over himself, by which time Ross 
had half-finished his.   

“...we must arm the police!” 
The Right Honourable John Trudie, MP, finished his 

speech (the ‘boo-hisses’ outnumbered the ‘hear-hears’) after 
which the newsreader told us to expect showers 
tomorrow – a storm was brewing. 

“Cheers,” said Liam. 
“Cheers.” 
“Sláinte.” 
The beer tasted good, though there was a slight tang 

of slops.  Still, at least it wasn’t lager. 
“You coming to Derby?” I asked Ross. 
“Och, I don’t know.” 
“Come on, Ross!” 
“What’s Derby?” Liam asked. 
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“Only the greatest re-enactment in the Jacobite 
calendar, isn’t it, Ross?” 

Liam’s face lit up: “Really?” 
“How come you don’t know that?” 
“I’ve not been in this re-enacting lark long.” 
“How long?” 
“My first time,” Liam said, laughing.  “So Derby’s 

good?” 
“We go every year, don’t we, Ross?” 
“Aye.”  Ross finished his pint. 
“It takes the whole weekend.  There’s a battle like 

this on the Saturday,” I explained, “and then on the 
Sunday, we do the same thing at Swarkestone.” 

“Swarkestone?” 
“Swarkestone is where–” 
“Och, you silly Southerner,” said Ross to Liam.  

“You’ve only gone and asked a historian to give us a 
lecture.” 

“I’m not a Southerner,” Liam complained.  “I’m 
from Belfast, Northern Irish to the core and–” 

“I think you’ll find Belfast is south of Gretna,” Ross 
said. 

“First I’ve heard that Shropshire has been moved 
north of Hadrian’s,” I said. 

“Telford is north of the Watford gap,” Ross insisted.  
“I was brought up in Aberdeen, so I am a true Scot.” 

“No, you weren’t,” I said, playing my role. “You 
were born in Kent.” 

“Aye, but being born in Kent means never having to 
say you’re from Surrey.” 

“Tell me again, Ross, is Kent in the hard north or 
the soft south of the Home Counties?” 

“’Tis your round.” 
I showed him my half-full pint; Liam did the same. 
“Daylight robbery,” said Ross, and he went off for 

three more pints of Eighty Shillings. 
“Are you back to work on Monday?” I asked. 
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“No,” said Liam.  He looked at his damp shoes.  
“I’m sort of taking a sabbatical.” 

“For the summer?” 
“Er... yes.” 
There was an odd hesitation in his voice.  I didn’t 

think much of it at the time.  Perhaps, because I didn’t 
know him then, I just thought he spoke like that.  He 
pushed his wire-framed glasses up his nose. 

“You should join us for Derby,” I suggested. 
“Well... I’d like to.” 
“It’s in a couple of months’ time.  Ross drives us in 

his van.  We share the cost of the diesel.” 
“No problem.” 
We finished our drinks having seen Ross coming 

back with two pints.  He always gets served quickly – 
big man. 

“Ross?” I said, taking the fresh ale and placing it in 
the now empty first pint, so that the double plastic 
‘glass’ bent less. 

“Och, I need my pint.” 
As Ross went back for his pint, a couple 

approached.  You only had to look at the sharply ironed 
and mismatched tartan to know they were from the US.  
The Americans lollygagged too. 

“Ross,” I said when he got back, “is it all right for 
Liam to join us in the van to Derby?” 

“I’ve not said... aye, the more the merrier.” 
The American woman cut in: “You’re one of the 

Scottish clansmen?” 
“Och aye,” said Ross, laying it on.  The woman was 

momentarily taken aback to have the Redcoat answer in 
such a thick brogue. 

“We’re confused,” she said.  “The Scottishmen–” 
“Jacobites.” 
“They seem to have won.” 
“Och, aye, the noo, they always win.  Did ye no ken 

that?” 
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“But,” the American insisted, “didn’t Bonnie Prince 
Charlie lose?” 

“Och, he wins now.” 
The man piped up: “Is that because they resent the 

English for destroying their revolution?” 
“Och, no,” said Ross.  “’Twas the fault of the 

Americans.” 
“Americans?” 
“Och aye.  Yon Yanks came and fought wi’ the 

Sassenachs.” 
“I don’t see the stars and stripes.” 
“Weren’t invented.  See yon Union Jack.”  Ross 

pointed to where a Union Flag, properly missing the red 
‘X’ of St. Patrick, fluttered.  “That was ye colours back 
then.” 

“No, I think not,” said the woman’s husband, “we 
declared our independence.” 

“In 1776, which was thirty years after Culloden,” I 
ventured. 

“Aye,” said Ross, “so long before you lot were the 
insurgents.” 

The Americans blanched. 
“The Jacobites were true revolutionaries,” he added.  

“At the time, your future Americans were still English, 
so you were the despots.  Ye ken?” 

 “Ross,” I warned. 
“English despots, who kicked out thousands of true 

Scots in the clearances–” 
“A lot of Scots settled in America,” I said. 
The Americans nodded in reply, or in apology, and 

beat a hasty retreat. 
“It was the Scots who organised the clearances,” I 

said to Ross. 
“Turncoats acting under the orders of their English 

lords and masters.” 
“The Scots were doing it for at least fifty years before 

Culloden and most went to America, so those two there 
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are probably the descendants of the true Scots.  The 
ones that call themselves Scots were probably... what?  
Collaborators?” 

“Och, that explains the independence vote.” 
We moved away from the beer tent, making our way 

towards the public area with its ice cream vans and 
doughnut stalls.  A vendor went around selling helium-
filled balloons, which bobbed and danced above small 
children, and spread out amongst the crowds as they 
funnelled towards the car park.  The day was nearly 
over. 

“Och, you’re in trouble now.”  
“I am?” I said. 
“What is it?” Liam asked. 
“Guy.  He’s always being stopped by the polis,” said 

Ross.  “Ninety-nine?” 
A clutch of red balloons parted and I saw two police 

officers approach, a six-five giant and a WPC, each 
swaggering in their stab jackets and utility belts.  They 
came straight towards me.  I downed the remainder of 
my pint and dropped the plastic into a bin. 

“Excuse me, Sir,” said the WPC.  “Is that a 
weapon?” 

“I’m just pleased to see you,” I replied. 
Ross looked heavenward and dragged Liam away 

towards the serving side of an ice cream van. 
The policeman stepped to one side, checking the 

crowd, but the WPC came right up to me. 
“If you wouldn’t mind, Sir?” she said, pointing to a 

space away from any observers, where the refrigeration 
unit chucked out a dry heat with a headache-inducing 
throb.  I went and, as soon as we were out of public 
view, the WPC pushed me back against the metal panel.  
It moved in and out: lub-dub. 

“I’ll have to search you, Sir,” she said, already feeling 
down my white shirt and further to where the plaid was 
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folded and wrapped into a kilt.  Her hand reached the 
hem... and then started to come up inside. 

“Are you going to make good on that?” I asked. 
She looked round: “Maybe not.  It is a bit public.”  

She stood upright and kissed me.  I responded.  It was 
very pleasant, our tongues jousting to– 

“Polis brutality!” 
It was Ross resplendent in his uniform, every inch 

the picture of an English Officer, except for the ice 
cream with a chocolate flake set at a jaunty angle. 

“Ross,” the WPC said, not looking round: “Go 
away!” 

“You carry on snogging, Mand.  Don’t mind me.”  
Ross stuck out his tongue and licked his ice cream 
suggestively. 

Mandy took my arm and pulled me away.  Her 
police training meant it wasn’t the nice romantic gesture 
she intended.  She sort of twists, and I’m a macho bloke 
so I don’t say anything, but it can be painful. 

“Pervert,” said Mandy to Ross as we passed. 
“Arrest me!” 
“You’re not her type,” I said as she tugged me along. 
We disengaged as soon as we reached the crowd, so 

we looked just like any other policewoman walking with 
a helpful citizen. 

My girlfriend has a clean and antiseptic look in her 
black and white livery, just a hint of blonde hair wisping 
to escape from under her cap.  She’s the same age as I 
am, but looks much younger.  It’s what they say about 
the police, isn’t it?  Younger every year.  Women in 
uniform, what can I say? 

I miss her, which is a strange thought now. 
“Did you see the battle?” I asked. 
“No.  We were over there,” she said, and vaguely 

indicated the other side of the field towards the 
Culloden monument.  I could see the turret of stones 
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concreted around a plaque.  I knew the inscription from 
memory. 

 
THE BATTLE 

OF CULLODEN 
WAS FOUGHT ON THIS MOOR 

16TH APRIL 1746 
–––––––––––– 

THE GRAVES OF THE 
GALLANT HIGHLANDERS 

WHO FOUGHT FOR 
SCOTLAND & PRINCE CHARLIE 
ARE MARKED BY THE NAMES 

OF THEIR CLANS 
 

As well as the Irish, French, Dutch, Germans and so 
on – the battle had been positively cosmopolitan.  
Scotland and a European union against the English.  Of 
course, it excluded all the Scots killed on the Duke of 
Cumberland’s side, and the English killed fighting for 
Bonnie Prince Charlie.   

“It was OK,” I said. 
“Good.” 
“You’ll be at Derby?” 
“I don’t have to work the whole weekend.” 
“Great,” I said. 
Mandy bit her lip as she nodded... oh God, she had 

known back then! 

♦ 
I feel a prickling cold despite the airless heat of the cell 
and I swear the hairs on my neck are standing on end.  
She had known all that time ago at Culloden, and I 
hadn’t realised until this moment.  I can remember her 
expression, I can see it in front of me now, and it’s 
obvious.  Hindsight is the great magnifying glass of the 
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historian, but at the time, standing on the trampled 
heather, I hadn’t a clue. 

What an idiot! 
And before then, if you think about it, when we’d 

leant against the back of the ice cream van and kissed, 
and I had felt the heat of passion as well as the pumping 
exchanger of the refrigeration unit.  She had known, 
hidden it away in the freezer compartment of her heart, 
and I’d had no idea at all, not the slightest inkling – oh 
bollocks! 

I pace the empty cell again, three yards by eight, 
wanting to escape not just from the concrete and steel, 
but from my thoughts as well.  But I can’t.  It all goes 
round and round as I walk up and down. 

I think I’m underground.  The echoes seem to sound 
underground somehow.  I came down in a lift, I’m sure.  
I think I’m sure.  How deep?  Mandy, why did you– 

I check my watch and find myself looking at my 
blank wrist again.  And, of course, my watch isn’t in my 
sporran – there’s just the box - that damn box! 

I must have been in here for hours, but it could be 
ten minutes that only seems like years, or two days that 
have gone by in a blink.  I just want it all over. 

No, I don’t want it to be over, I don’t want my 
friends to be dead. 

I sit down again, stare at the white wall, and wonder 
whether it’s already too late. 

Or, God help us all, is it happening now?  Beyond 
this silence is everything shouting and screaming, 
bloodshed and dying, a real battle instead of harmless 
make-believe? 

Back at Culloden that day, Mandy and I would have 
held hands, but for the uniform.  She’d joined the police 
force eighteen months before we met.  She had weird 
shifts, but I could avoid writing my thesis any time, so it 
worked well.  She was living in some flat and then, 
when she finished her probation (funny expression for 
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the police when you think about it), we’d been within a 
whisker of moving in together.  Unfortunately, a 
colleague, Fiona, split up with her husband and the two 
of them ended up sharing a flat. 

I left a toothbrush at hers, she deposited a whole 
washbag at mine, and gradually we both ended up with 
two sets of the essentials.  She was very organised, and 
fit, and I liked her smile. 

She smiled at me back then too, and gave me a peck 
on the cheek before she double-timed across to join her 
colleague, jogging with her hand on her baton.  They 
went off to patrol the car park leaving Ross, Liam and 
me to plan Derby. 

Life isn’t just sudden changes; there are gradual 
forces that shape you.  A toothbrush here, a washbag 
there, the endless stupid tights on the floor, and 
suddenly, without any noticeable transition, you’re living 
together in two flats.  We had an understanding that 
we’d move in with each other as soon as Fiona got her 
life back together. 

That’s not going to happen, is it? 
I sit on this concrete bed and look at my fingers, and 

through them I can see my boots, the laces confiscated 
so I don’t hang myself.  The irony of that. 

It’s been a long walk and it’ll be over soon.  Not 
long now before they come back: a bullet in the head, a 
shallow grave waiting or my body floating down the 
Thames, and then what?  I’ll become a footnote in 
history. 

Not even that, a question mark. 
Whatever happened to Guy Wilson? 
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