
Saving The Govan Fair  

The Characters 

Darryl – Darryl has lived in the town his whole life, like his father, and his father before 
him. A popular boy on his street and his close, Darryl spends his time out and about 
roaming the streets in Govan with his pals looking for a good time. With the Govan 
Fair coming up Darryl and his team are looking forward to the action – one of the crew 
got a tip that the rides are coming back to Elder Park, and they can’t wait. 

Jean – “Wee Jeanie,” the woman who reminds everyone of their own granny. She’s a 
regular fixture down Govan way, going for her messages or visiting her daughter. She 
always has a smile on her face, always returns a wave. She’s spent her whole life in 
Govan and only wants the best for it. 

Andy – A new recruit with Police Scotland to patrol the streets of Govan, Andy knows 
the streets he grew up on and wants to return them to their former glory, like he read 
about when he was a wee boy. He’s young, idealistic and wants to clean up the streets 
any way he can. 

Phil – Andy’s sergeant, weary from his years on the street and the decay he has seen 
infest Govan that in his eyes shows no signs of abating. He’s had lots of new officers 
start the beat in Govan, few have gone on to better things, most were sucked in to the 
cycle the town perpetuates with a mutual distrust and scorn, but he has remained. 
Constant. 

Ryan – A Glasgow businessman, born in Govan but ‘escaped’ in his words, though he 
returns periodically to visit the bank and to remind himself of why he works as hard as 
he does. Drives a black Mercedes that everyone recognises when it flashes through 
the streets. Is involved in the planning and funding for the Govan fair, he wants to 
bring his family but he’s anxious about how it’s going to go. 

Donna – Young girl, still in her teens. Left school and struggled to get a job, splitting 
time between shouting at the Job Centre and being shouted at by her mother who 
went through the same thing at the same age. Some of Donna’s friends from school 
are pregnant and have had kids, but she doesn’t want that future. 

The Young Detectives – Our Young Detectives are always on the go in Govan, always 
watching, always taking in what’s happening. They are the unseen eyes and ears that 
see everything, that know everything, that are everything. They are telling the stories 
that are going on, from the level of the regular Govan resident. 

Govan is a rich and layered community. The stories of the people are what makes any 
community and Govan is no different. We hope that the stories of the people can 
illuminate Govan for the uninitiated. A reminder, again, all the people featured in these 
stories are fictional. 

 
 



1 June 2014 

The streets of Govan are quiet. Sunday. A still day which holds some of the promise of 
the coming summer but which is still reminiscent of the spring not yet gone, a chill 
breeze belying the streaming sun in a cloudless sky. In Elder Park the preparations for 
the Govan Fair can be seen. Small markers are placed in seemingly random places in 
the grass – viewed from above they give a rough idea of the planned layout for the 
rides which will provide excitable children and weary adults with entertainment on the 
coming Friday. 

Darryl walks alone, up early. With his tracksuit top zipped up tight to protect against 
the early morning chill he slips through a hole in the fence. Walking past the statue of 
Lady Elder he slaps the plinth. He chuckles, to himself at first then again, louder as he 
realises he is alone and un-judged. Hands in pockets he walks into the park proper to 
survey the area. He feels at home. He’s lived five minutes from the park his whole life 
and much of that has been spent, running with his crew or just hanging about. Looking 
around at the grass and the trees he feels at home. Not from a sense of civic pride or 
an impending sense of knowing he will be here again soon, in his element as part of 
something larger and in his eyes more worthwhile but purely from a perspective of 
personal power. He has the park to himself, a park that has existed for the people for 
well over a century, and it’s his. It will be his again later. In the view of many more than 
the birds he shares it with in the early morning. 

He walks the paths for a few minutes, getting his eye in for the entries, the exits, the 
ways in and out should they need them in a hurry. After having an idea of where the 
major fixtures will be he saunters over to the swings. The park echoes with the sound 
of a clanking chain as he kicks a swing before sitting down. Hands wrapped around 
the chains he starts swinging. Up and down, he keeps his head straight as his body 
swings, keeping all of the park in his view as much as possible. Still he is alone. A 
magpie hops across the grass opposite him, he leaps off the swing and it flies away in 
a panic. He smiles to himself again, feeling a sense of power over the very earth that 
is in front of him. His mission to case the park is successful. He feels that familiar buzz 
ahead of the fair on Friday, knowing there will be scenes whatever happens, and that 
he’ll be right in the middle of everything. With his work done he slouches off, back out 
through the gate. He bumps into an old woman as he turns a corner. “Watch it 
misses,” he snarls, carrying on down the street. She shakes her head and waves an 
agitated hand at him, already resigned to not being able to do anything before she’s 
even started walking off again. 

The scene is set. Darryl and his crew have an advantage before the biggest day of the 
summer. 

 
 



1 June 2014 

“What are you doing? Watch yourself!” her voice trailed off as the boy in the tracksuit 
sloped off with barely a look to see what he’d done. She shook her head and threw out 
a hand as he went further down the street. She hobbled off, still shaking her head and 
muttering to herself. 

As ten o’clock ticks on, she arrives at Govan Old Church. Resplendent in its own 
majesty in the bright June air, the grass blows gently as the congregation arrives, 
beckoning them along the path and towards its doors. Jeanie sees people she 
recognises on the way in. She used to come with her two sons when her husband was 
still alive. Since they moved away and he passed on though, her commitment has 
never wavered. Being part of such a group even just once a week helps her feel like 
she still belongs to something worthwhile, regardless of how dreary the surroundings 
of Govan can look or feel. 

The service passes by as it always does. Jeanie sits near the back. In her younger 
days she would take her family right to the front to fully take in the words and the 
majesty of the church itself, but she’s old now and doesn’t like the walk to the front and 
then back when she leaves. Resting on a pew alone she sits, taking in the whole 
spectacular building. The minister’s voice echoes around inside the church, amplified 
and thrown forward by the arch behind him. The words sound as clear to Jeanie as 
they do to those in her old seat. The church isn’t as full as Jeanie remembers it being 
in her youth. She sighs when they rise for hymns, wishing for the days when there 
were people, when she knew she was with other people. 

When the service ends and the few in attendance shuffle out Jeanie stands in the door 
for a moment to ready herself for her journey home. The minister waits with her, 
having followed his congregation out the door. “It’s a nice day, isn’t it?” “Yes, it is Jean. 
What a pity it seems most of Govan would rather enjoy it elsewhere and elsehow than 
with their fellow citizens.” “Ach, what can you do?” The minister smiled wryly. “You just 
asked the question that keeps me up at night and that I’ve not been able to come up 
with an answer for. If I could answer that, well, I’d have a queue of people waiting to 
talk to me.” “You’ve got the Govan Fair next week, maybe there’ll be a bump in people 
wanting to be out and together in Govan.” The minister was still smiling. “Perhaps. Will 
you be bringing anyone?” “Aye, my two boys will be through for the Fair anyway, they’ll 
be getting it in the ear if they’re no’ down here next week, you have my word for that.” 
“I’m glad I can count on you Jean. Safe home, now.”�Jean hobbled off again as the 
minister retreated inside, closing the door behind him. Aside from the service, his 
personal words to her made Jeanie feel more confidence in Govan. She had enjoyed 
the Fair since she was a little girl and always felt faint pangs of envy watching the new 
Queen each year, remembering the time when she herself had been a consort rather 
than the main focus of everyone’s attention. She was proud to see the young girls 
each year, always looking so pretty and grown-up in their robes and crowns at the 
height of their youth before going on to grow up and become real people when they 
went on to high school. 

The thoughts of past Queens and Fairs occupied Jeanie’s mind all the way home. As 



she was coming up on the street where the boy in the tracksuit had nearly knocked her 
over earlier she saw a bright yellow man at the end of the road walking towards her. 
Getting closer, her focus improving, she saw it was a policeman, walking and looking 
with the confidence of someone who knows the streets he is on completely. When 
they met each other they stopped. The man was her son, Phillip. 



1 June 2014 

“Hello miss.” “Miss?” she said indignantly. “Pack that in. There’s nobody here you 
need to impress.” He looked sheepish. “Hi mum. Are you okay? Have you been to 
church?” “Aye, that’s me on my way back now. Here, when I left and was on my way 
this wee boy ran into me, near knocked me off my feet. He was wearing a tracksuit. 
You should look out for him.” Phil sighed. “Yes, I will. You take care now.” Putting his 
hands back in his pockets he watched his mum for a moment as she turned the corner 
before heading back along the street. A boy in Govan wearing a tracksuit. With no 
regard for other people on the street. That’ll be a real hard one to come up with. He 
sighed as he carried on. 

The streets were livelier than they had been when Jean had left. Phil could hear 
children playing somewhere. He passed a few people on the streets as he walked to 
make his way to central Govan. Passing through the streets with the new houses on 
them Phil began to feel himself softening. The difference between the ancient 
tenements in one area to these newly built houses on the ground where the old 
football pitch and swimming pool had been made him feel like he had entered a new 
world, never mind a new time. Even some of the older houses on the other side of the 
road felt decrepit, shapeless grey blobs that were unremarkable next to the new, sleek 
brown wood and glass affairs nearby. 

Phil felt a twinge of hope as he passed a window with a blue Yes sticker in it. Walking 
past the houses he saw people coming in and out, some children playing in the 
gardens, cars passing. He nodded his head to people as they walked past him, rarely 
receiving acknowledgement back. This soured his mood until he came down to the 
main road, where he saw a boy of about fourteen wearing a blue tracksuit zipped up to 
the neck waiting to cross at the lights. Phil waited for the boy to cross before stopping 
him. “Good morning,” he said. “Whit?” Darryl plunged his hands into his pockets. 
“Where have you been this morning?” “Oot. So?” “Anywhere in particular?” “Aye, for a 
walk. Since it’s sunny ‘n that.” “Been out yourself?” Darryl waved a hand around at an 
imaginary group. “Naw, ma invisible pals came as well. Say hello, there’s six of them.” 
“Right son, I was only asking. Not planning anything in the next week are we?” “Aye, 
I’ve got a wedding to organise for the weekend.” Phil’s face hardened. “I’m not in the 
mood for jokes here.” “Are you sure? You seem like it to me with these questions.” Phil 
could feel contempt rising at the back of his throat but held his tongue in check at the 
thought of the hassle, and the image, of pulling a young boy barely in his teens in for 
being awkward in a conversation. “I’ve seen you around. Keep your head down, don’t 
let me see you starting anything around here. Got it?” “Aye, I’ll no…” said Darryl, 
trailing off as he was walking away. Phil chose to believe that he hadn’t added “let you 
see me” before turning back to the road to cross. 

Govan Road was still quiet as Phil walked along towards the shopping centre. A bus 
rattled past with only a few people in the seats. Phil enjoyed walking the streets on 
days like this, he always said that a policeman’s ideal work day was to turn up, walk 
around a bit, and go home, with nothing of note happening at any point in between. As 
he walked though, this advice rang hollow inside his head. The few people he passed 
seemed to speed up as they walked past him. He motioned to help an old man cross 



the road as the lights changed, but a waved arm and an indistinct yell warned him off. 
Phil groaned as he saw the driver of a car that was stopped laughing at his rejection. 

By the time Phil reached the end of Govan Road and the Town Hall he turned and 
headed back along the same route. The same things took place again, he walked the 
same path, saw what to him were largely the same people doing the same things, and 
still felt cut off from what he passed. He was not part of this community.  

The people he saw, the people who walked past him, they had no desire to 
acknowledge him, much less talk to him. He walked the streets alone, and the streets 
left him alone. 

Phil went home at the end of the day and gave his mother a phone to make sure she 
was okay. He told her that he had found a boy that he thought she had run into, and to 
placate her told of a heroic effort on his part whereby he made the boy see the error of 
his ways and vow to reform. Once he had finished he went to bed, vaguely 
remembering he would have a new partner to break in the next day. New recruits 
starting on the week of the biggest event of Govan’s year. Somebody has a bad sense 
of humour, he thought as he drifted off. 



2 June 2014 

Monday morning. Phil woke late and was in a rush the whole time as he made his way 
in to Helen Street to pick up his new partner. Such was his rush that he was late for 
the start of their official induction ceremony and had to wait outside to be called in. He 
felt sheepish as the eyes of dozens of colleagues who would later chide him for his 
lateness smirked in his direction. 

Once he and Andy had been introduced and presented they left the station and began 
their first walk together. Phil explained to Andy about how his walks usually went. He 
failed to mention Sunday’s walk and the demoralising effect it had on him. 

For Andy’s first day, he wasn’t as nervous as he had been expecting. For all the 
training he had received, for the advice he had been given, part of his becoming a 
police officer felt unreal to him. The night before he had gone to bed barely able to 
think straight with anxiety about the coming day. When his head hit the pillow though, 
he was down. In the morning, an unnatural calm fell over him. He saw what he had to 
do, he knew he had to do it and he knew he was able to do it. His induction ceremony 
had passed in something of a blur, so much that he barely knew how he had got onto 
the street with this older officer who was speaking words he couldn’t hear. 

“Sorry, what?” “The weans. The children, I’m telling you. It’s not the same, it’s not like 
it was when… well, maybe not when you were, but when I was their age it was 
different. There was a different dynamic between adults and children. Maybe it’ll be 
easier for you, being closer to them. More of a mutual area, that sort of thing. You look 
about twelve, by the way.” Phil grinned as he was speaking. Andy burst into relieved 
laughter. “Sorry, my head’s been gone a bit this morning.” “Aye don’t worry about it. 
There might be a lot of rubbish in this job that you’re not ready for and that will hurt 
you, but you’re allowed freebies on your first day. Here, this is where we go.” 

Walking down Helen Street Andy took in Govan in a new light. Yesterday’s calm day 
had led on to a deceptive day, one that seemed brighter than before but which wasn’t 
any warmer. Andy couldn’t tell if his shivering was down to nerves. He felt small inside 
his uniform. Walking next to Phil, he felt almost out of place, as if people would look at 
the two of them and see one real police officer and one who was just pretending. 

“And here we are, Govan Road. Now there’s two ways we can do this, we can go 
straight along and come back or we can cut down there first,” said Phil, pointing down 
Langlands Road. “Tell you what, since it’s nice we can go straight along the main road. 
We might get more people there and break you in by talking to them.” They followed 
Phil’s suggestion as buses thundered past. “So, the Govan Fair this week. You ever 
been? You from here?” “Yeah, yeah,” said Andy. “I went with my family or friends a 
few times when I was younger but I’ve not been… oh for a good few years now at 
least. Looking forward to getting back into it this year though, it seems like they’ve 
moved it on a bit from what I last remember.” “Aye it’s quite the event they’ve got 
going. I’m just worried about the profile of it though, you know? The sort of delinquents 
you get round here, a big marquee event like this, and with a bunch of new starts like 
yourself policing it? Recipe for disaster.” Andy felt dismayed by this but didn’t have a 



meaningful response right away. “We’ll manage,” he said. “We have to.” 

The rest of Andy’s first day as a police officer on the streets of Govan passed with little 
incident. He narrowly avoided a drunk man being sick on him before calling an 
ambulance for him.  

His conversations with Phil remained largely superficial as they got to know each 
other. He found out about Phil’s life (as much as Phil was willing to tell, anyway) and 
his history in the police. Throughout their conversations Andy could see what the years 
of Govan policing had done to his new partner. The cynicism wasn’t really evident at 
first. It wasn’t in the way he walked or stood within the community as he walked, it 
wasn’t in the words he spoke or the way he spoke them. His demeanour when talking 
about Govan was predominately one of hope, but Andy could feel it was a hope very 
close to its last ebb. For all his first day enthusiasm, his desire to help the people and 
enter into a true two-way relationship as part of the community he felt that Phil had 
once been exactly the same – and had since lost all of it. 

The lightness of their conversation meant Andy could hold back his disappointment. 
As lunchtime came he found his first piece of resolve of the day. “I’m going to be 
different you know.” “Oh aye? Different how, exactly?” “I am of Govan and now I am 
for Govan,” said Andy as they stopped outside Greggs. “And I will stick to that. It’ll be 
different. You’ll see.” Phil grinned the grin that every younger or inexperienced person 
in any situation in their life knows. The grin of the person who knows they know better. 
“Fine. Watch me then. Wait here,” said Andy as he sloped off to buy their lunches. 

“Aye, whit?” snapped a female voice as he walked in. 
 
 



2 June 2014 

“Em hello,” “Aye come on what, I’ve no’ got all day.” “Four sausage rolls and two 
coffees please.” Donna picked out the rolls and slipped them into a bag. The police 
officer made a motion as if to correct her that she saw out the corner of her eye as she 
turned to pull out two coffee cups, but she ignored it. As irritable as she felt she knew it 
probably wasn’t a good idea to start shouting at police officers when she was still new 
in her job. The coffees seemed to take an age as they dribbled out of the machine. 
When they were finished she handed them over the counter and took the money. 

After the officer was gone the rest of the lunch rush came in. Even though she had 
only been working at Greggs for two weeks she was used to this by now. On her first 
day when faced with a queue out the door she had needed constant reassurance from 
Maggie, an oder woman who in her own words had been there since before anyone 
else and would still be there after everyone else. She had held Donna’s hand through 
her introduction and kept her in check when she could feel her temper getting the 
better of her. By the time the rush had started dying down Maggie told Donna to go for 
a break. “Right, thanks. I need to go home anyway, I shouldn’t be long.” “Aye hen you 
can come back and have your lunch, don’t forget.” Donna rolled her eyes while 
smiling. She had enjoyed cakes and pastries once, standing over them for eight hours 
a day had killed this desire. 

Living only a few streets away Donna’s journey home was short. As soon as she 
entered there was yelling. When she looked at her mother Donna had a sudden 
moment of realisation. She could get away. For the years she had put up with her 
mother’s shortness and seemingly never-ending rage at everything around her in the 
world, now she had a legitimate excuse to be in a different place. And even better, it 
would give her money. Picking up the dregs left in a wine bottle from the living room 
and pouring it down the sink Donna felt guilty at being glad to leave, even though she 
knew it was for the best. 

“Okay, are you alright now?” Donna looked at the cracked plastic clock on the wall. 
She only had a few minutes to get back to work. “Ah’m fine, ah telt ye. Ah wis fine 
when ye left n’ ah’ll be fine when yer gone.” She slumped down on the couch and 
started staring a hole into the faded floral wallpaper. She started patting herself before 
pulling out a cigarette. “I love you Donna,” came a muffled voice. Donna hesitated for a 
moment before tapping the door and pulling it shut. She made sure it was locked 
before heading back down the stairs and out. 

The next few hours at work passed by relatively calmly. Donna was still surprised at 
the amount of custom during the whole of the day rather than just during lunch or her 
expected busy hours. She had worried that she would feel bored when she got the job 
but this hadn’t been the case. The great atmosphere had helped immensely, she had 
taken to the other women that worked there quickly. Even big Chris who worked in the 
back with the stock who everyone else seemed awkward around, she was able to talk 
to him easily. She was happy in her job, she felt as if she belonged in something for 
the first time in years. 



The clock on the wall was ticking on to half past four as a man walked in. Tall, 
well-dressed, well-groomed. Donna could see one of her work-mates looking at him 
like he was lost. She thought that he’d never stepped foot in Govan in his life. He 
walked up to Donna’s counter. “Hello,” came a careful Glasgow accent. “I’d like some 
cakes please.” “They’re over there,” said Donna, pointing to the shelf that held the few 
cakes left that late in the day.  

“Thank you miss.” Donna watched bemusedly as he picked up almost all of them, 
awkwardly taking up the two boxes he was given. “That must be some party he’s 
planning,” she laughed once he had left. 

Ryan was careful when placing the boxes on the passenger seat of his car. He fired up 
his engine quickly and pulled out, not wanting to spend any longer parked in Govan 
than he had to. 

 
 



2 June 2014 

The initial hum of Ryan’s saloon gave way to a confident growl as he cruised along the 
road. The streets were largely clear, what few school children there had been running 
around excitedly had all dispersed by now. Looking at the cool grey pavements Ryan 
thought they looked almost clean, as if they belonged to a different time as well as 
place. He liked the brief moment of peace on the streets as if he had the whole of 
Govan to himself. How different it could have been. 

Five o’clock and the sun was still clear in the sky as Ryan pulled up outside a row of 
identical sandstone tenements. After methodically checking that nothing of value was 
visible in his car he got out. Double locking his car he held the keys in his hand going 
up to one of the doors before letting himself in. Going up two flights of stairs he 
opened a second door to be met by panicked shouting. 

“Who is it? Who is it?!” The worry in the voice made his heart sink. “It’s me mum, it’s 
alright,” said Ryan as he emerged into a room where all the furniture seemed lower 
every time he entered it. Jean was sat, half-enclosed in a massive flowery armchair. 
The fear on her face was fading, but he could see her chest still heaving. “I’ve told you 
before to phone me first before you come up,” she snapped. “Sit down.” “Sorry mum, I 
came straight here from town and I forgot It’s alright. How are you doing?” Her deep 
breaths forced her words out. “I was fine until you showed up. But I’m sure I’ll be fine.” 
There was an awkward pause while they both tried to think of something to say. “Your 
brother started today. I don’t know when he finishes, he’s not phoned me.” “Really.” 
“Have you not been talking to him again?” Ryan shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “We 
don’t have much in common, I don’t know what to tell you.” “That doesn’t matter. He’s 
still your family, and your family is important. You should make the effort.” 

Ryan and Jean spent some more time talking, mostly about his work. For all the 
awkwardness he could feel when visiting her he always felt at ease when talking about 
himself, and he could see the pride in her face whenever he became really animated. 
“Do you have all the things ready for Friday?” “It’s all coming together and there’s only 
one or two small things left but they shouldn’t be a problem. Are you looking forward to 
it?” “Yes, I’m only worried about some of the people who might show up. On Sunday, 
I’m out walking, this daft wee boy near knocks me down and barely looks back. Then I 
start talking to a police man later, but he doesn’t care. Honestly. Where are things 
going?” Where have they gone, thought Ryan. He tried putting on his concerned voice 
that he always used when he visited. “I wish you would come and live with me and 
Emma, mum. We have the room for you, we’d really like you to,” he began. Jean was 
already shaking her head. “No. I’m fed up telling you, I’d lived here with your father for 
nearly fifty years, I’m not moving. I wish you would have more pride in where you 
came from.” Ryan knew by now it was time to go. “I don’t know if I’ll see you before 
Friday but I’ll try and phone if there’s anything special that’s going to happen you need 
to know about.” 

They embraced and Ryan left, locking the door behind him at his mother’s insistence. 
He walked down the stairs quickly out to his car which he was relieved to see was still 
intact. Driving out of Govan and back into the city Ryan felt a cool wave of calm come 



over him. Going into the city he felt at home as the various buildings started blocking 
out the light. The feeling he was entering something bigger than him, that he could still 
contribute to, it reinforced his sense of place in the world. Taking his box of cakes up 
to his office his confident smile made its way back onto his face. His arrival was 
greeted warmly. After a few pleasantries he was alone in his office, able to enjoy the 
view of the city. He leaned back in his chair and watched the sun move along the sky 
for a few hours. 



3 June 2014 

Darryl sauntered along Langlands Road heading back to the park. The sun was still 
high as the evening was just beginning. He was alone on the pavement as cars and 
the occasional bus blew past him. He threw a finger up at a large black saloon that 
beeped as it sped past him. When he reached the roundabout he could see some of 
his crew turning to go into the park before him – he could hear their laughing after they 
had slipped through the fence and out of sight. 

Once he had entered the park and they had seen each other Darryl jogged the last few 
feet to meet up proper. Five other boys had shown, including Johnny who was older 
and going to be running things on Friday. “Aye here he is, map maker. How you 
doing?” he said as Darryl joined up. “Awright, you had a look about?” asked Darryl. A 
few of the boys looked round at their surroundings. Unlike Darryl’s visit two days 
before there were people in the park. Dogs chased after balls thrown in different 
directions. Some boys were playing football, their excited yells and shouts filled up the 
air and sounded clear to the crew even from their distance. Darryl saw a young couple 
walking slowly under the fully bloomed trees, hand in hand, a woman with shiny hair 
blowing gently as she rested it on his shoulder. The flags and markers he had seen 
before were all still present along with more signs of the impending activity. A few 
large generators were dotted around with clamps on their wheels. 

“There’s not going to be that much,” said Darryl. “Not as much as they’ve said there 
was gonnae be anyway. The flags,” he waved round in their general directions, “are 
where the rides and that are gonnae be. The parade’s at that side, the Govan road 
side, so the gates there are gonnae be shut until that’s past. The gates at this end,” he 
pointed round past Lady Elder’s imperious stare, “will all be open during the parade as 
there’s people coming in here. If we do anything it’ll be best if it’s when the parade’s on 
tae, you’ll have the polis at two ends trying to deal with stuff as well as all the people 
there who’ll get panicky if something happens.” “Mastermind here this wan,” drawled 
Johnny. “How much stuff will there be at the rides an’ ‘at?” “I don’t think there’ll be a 
lot. There’s only about three generators now that I never saw at the weekend. I think 
what stuff there is will have lots of folk centred around it though.” “Magic, more 
carnage,” said one of the boys, causing outbreaks of laughter. “Aye sounds good, nice 
to have the genius on board eh?” said Johnny, clapping Darryl on the shoulder. “You 
all had a look about? Know what you’re doing and what you’ll need?” asked Johnny. 
The rest of the boys nodded silently. “Another thing,” said Darryl looking at them with 
scorn. “Don’t staun about looking like that,” he zipped his tracksuit top up fully tucking 
his chin under the collar and threw his hands deep in his pockets. “The polis take wan 
look at you like that, one of you never mind a bunch and you’ve had it. Don’t look as if 
you’re here trying to hide from folk or waiting to do something.” “Aye, the General is 
right,” said Johnny. “You’ll get us papped oot if you even manage to get in in the first 
place. Right, ‘mon. I need to go tae ma grannie’s, you lot dae what you want.” 

Darryl stayed behind to talk to some of his boys as they walked around the park. He 
was due to move school after the summer and was anxious to spend as much time 
with them as possible during the summer – he wanted the Fair to be the start of things, 
great memories to take with him when he went to a new place in his life and met new 



people. He was never open with any of his crew about this, preferring to show his 
appreciation through his actions. Part of his motivation for their Fair activities was this, 
wanting to put as much into it as he could. 

As the sun started to go down the boys dispersed and went their separate ways.  

Any more specifics about Friday could be sorted by phone, but Darryl felt better about 
what was going to happen, more secure in their plan and above all happier knowing he 
had played an important role in their plans. He went home with a smile on his face 
which grew when he saw a police car pass him, knowing something they didn’t. 



3 June 2014 

“Sirens, go.” 

Andy hit the button on the console as Phil stamped his foot on the floor. The roaring 
engine competed with the wailing siren. Rubber squealed as the car accelerated down 
Helen Street. Andy replied to the radio. “Car 4K responding en route, will advise when 
at the scene, over.” Andy was amazed at how quickly Phil could drive through the 
streets they had been walking side by side the day before, the streets he had known 
all his life. 

Andy wasn’t fully sure of all the radio codes. “It’s an assault,” said Phil, sensing his 
doubt. “Or a street altercation of some kind. Probably even just two people shouting at 
each other and some overly-worried person phones us. We turn up, and nobody’s 
there. Another day of successful policing.” Phil kept the car straight the whole time he 
was talking, eyes trained on the road. Andy felt calmer just from watching him drive. 
He was so focused, so assured in what he was doing that Andy felt safe even as he 
was hurtling towards an unknown altercation. 

The car weaved through streets so quickly Andy briefly lost track of where he was. The 
streets were mostly empty. The few cars all got out of the way quickly as the siren 
screamed towards them. Eventually Andy saw buildings he recognised. They were on 
Shaw Street. He turned the siren off as the car cruised down the street towards what 
looked like two women pushing each other while shouting. They didn’t stop as the car 
stopped and the two officers jumped out. They each went for a different woman. 

“Right come on, stop it, get off of her.” Phil’s voice was deep and booming, 
authoritative. They pulled the women apart. Their hair was messy, one had a cut lip 
that was bleeding and the other, older had scratch marks on her cheek. Andy looked 
round the street to see who had called them but they were alone. The windows 
surrounded them on both sides, still and monolithic. He thought he could see some 
blinds shaking but was to focused on the women to keep looking. 

“Now what’s this about?” asked Phil. Having quietened down the women immediately 
burst out shouting again. Andy was quickly realising why someone had phoned the 
police. “Do you want to have to come with us to the station?” he asked. The women 
stopped shouting, still sharing dark looks. “Good. I thought as much.” Phil walked 
away a few steps with one of the women, talking to her. Andy turned to the other 
woman. He could smell alcohol from her and her hair and clothes looked like she 
hadn’t washed in a few days. “Okay miss, what happened?” “She was talkin aboot ma 
weans! I’m no havin that.” “You can’t be fighting with people in the street.” Andy took 
the rest of her statement and waited as Phil came back over. His woman had started 
walking off. “Is nothing else happening?” “No, as far as I can tell it’s two people who 
live around here who’ve exchanged words and it got a bit personal. Am I right?” Phil 
asked. The woman, still looking sulky, nodded. Her lip had stopped bleeding and was 
beginning to swell. “Do you live near here?” “Aye. Street up there,” she said, pointing. 
“Okay, my colleague here will take you home while I write up what happened.” Though 
still sulky a not of concern came into the woman’s voice. “Am I in trouble?” Andy 



looked up to see Phil rolling his eyes. “Lets just get you home and away from anyone 
you might start fighting with.” Phil opened the car door and sat in the driver’s eat with 
his feet on the pavement as Andy walked away. 

“I just don’t want them to take my weans away. I try to look after them the best I can 
but I don’t always have the money but I try, I’m not bad am I?” “It’s not my place to say 
miss. Are your children at school now?”  

“Naw, one’s left. She’s off work today though so she’ll be in now. Oh she’s going to be 
so angry at me.” They carried on walking home. Once they had reached a door the 
woman stopped and pulled out a set of keys with a furry keyring so dirty it was 
completely black. Andy pulled the door open and they walked up. When they reached 
a door the woman knocked. After a few seconds pause it opened, a younger, better 
groomed version of the woman appeared. “Donna, I’m sorry, I-” “Get in,” said the girl. 
Andy could see that this as not a rare occurrence. “I’m sorry officer,” said the girl in a 
polite but short voice. “Thank you for bringing her back. She gets agitated sometimes 
but she doesn’t normally have like, this…” The girl motioned vaguely at her mouth. 
“How old are you?” “Eighteen.” “Alright. As long as I know I’m not leaving her with a 
child.” “My brother will be out of school later and then out somewhere else with his 
friends, probably. She’ll be asleep by then, I wouldn’t worry.” “Are there any other 
problems at home you need help with?” “No, honestly. Keep an eye out for my daft 
brother if you’re still on the street later on though, he’s a wee daftie.” “I will. Thank you 
for being here and looking after your mother.” “Thank you for bringing her here, 
goodbye,” said the girl, pulling her head out of the gap and closing the door. Andy 
went back downstairs quickly, shaking his head. 

Phil was waiting for him in the car. “Do you do that often? Turn up to people fighting in 
the streets and let them go?” “Look at the woman you took away. If we took her in 
every time something happened, she’d never be out the place.” “You know her?” “I 
know her about. I know her lassie’s eighteen now too, so you don’t need to worry 
about leaving her with children. Cheer up,” he added as he turned the car’s engine 
back on. “You wanted to help people, you’re helping them. Don’t try and push people 
down, just let them get on with it.” Andy sighed. “Trust me. You’ll get on a lot easier in 
Govan if you try and keep the place going rather than trying to knock lumps out of it. 
Anyway, ‘mon. We need to get back to the station.” 

 
 



3 June 2014 

The bus rattled as it pulled up across from the station. Jean pulled herself up from her 
seat and clung onto the poles as she made her way to the door. Thanking the driver 
she stepped off carefully, grateful to have her feet on solid ground again. Another old 
woman followed her off the bus and stood next to her. “That journey dinnae get any 
easier, does it Anne?” “Naw Jean, it doesn’t. Still, it’s no so bad when you come home 
with winnings from the bingo. Gets you lighter on your feet.” The two women walked 
on together past the shopping centre, their steps speeding up as they settled into a 
rhythm. The weather was nice for an early June evening, the heat of the day had 
somewhat remained as clouds had began closing in. What had been a few white fluffy 
wisps during the day had joined together and solidified, covering most of the 
purple-blue sky in a layer of cotton wool. The burgeoning moon was still visible 
however, not yet fully contrasted against the dark backdrop of the night but rising and 
visible enough to indicate that night had begun. 

After reaching Howart Street the two women parted, Jean promising to phone when 
she got home. It was light enough that the streetlights weren’t on, but Jean still felt 
uneasy as she walked alone in the semi-darkness. There was an eerie stillness on the 
streets which contradicted the relative warmth of the sky an d the wider world. She 
could hear children’s excited playful yells coming from somewhere. Heavy male 
laughter came from a pub nearby, backed by muffled music. As she headed towards 
the park however Jean was mostly alone, save for one young boy with a mass of curly 
black hair sticking out from his hoodie who ran across the road in front of her. She 
shook her head at the apparent hurry he was in. Jean didn’t notice as she walked 
home, but save for the bus she had left she was even alone on the road – no cars or 
other buses had passed her. 

The stillness of Govan remained for the rest of Jean’s journey home. Even reaching 
her street she expected some movement, either from traffic or people. Silence. Or 
rather, the closest you can get to silence in a built-up area, where nothing moves and 
nothing seems to make noise leaving only a background hum, as if emanating from 
the buildings and the pavements with years of memories and sounds past that are 
unstoppable, unceasing. Jean felt as if her steps were echoing throughout the night as 
she walked. 

Once she was home and had phoned Anne reassure her she was safe Jean made a 
cup of tea and sat in front of her window. She liked to sit and watch the street, a habit 
she had picked up when her sons were young and played outside which had remained 
long since they had grown up and left home. She settled in her armchair, a deep 
flowery thing that engulfed anyone who sat in it. For hours she sat unmoving, watching 
the street and remembering how busy it would get, even at this time. She would sit 
and watch as her boys played, she could name all the other children that were out at 
the same time as well. 

Now, however, nothing. One or two cars dominated the night with the sound of them 
approaching then carrying straight on, away. Even with the windows closed they still 
sounded loud to Jean on the second floor. A few people walked past in a hurry – Jean 



thought she saw the boy in the tracksuit that had barged into her a few days ago. She 
thought of how shocked she had been when he just walked away from her with barely 
a glance back, then she realised she didn’t know who the boy was. She had lived in 
Govan her whole life, she would have seen the boy on the streets, even if she didn’t 
know the names of people she would know them by sight, and it always felt like 
everyone knew her. 

Feeling a chill starting to come from the windows along with a reluctance to fall asleep 
in her chair again, Jean got up around half past ten. It was fully dark outside now.  

There was no movement on the streets. With a sigh Jean pulled the curtains to before 
heading off to bed. From outside the view of her window was one of the few still with 
light in it, a frame of yellow desperately trying to creep round the edges of the curtains. 
When the light went out the street, the building was dark, as an old woman went to 
sleep thinking of a time when things were different. 



4 June 2014 

“Haw big man!” Phil sniggered as Andy jumped and tried to hide it, looking around for 
the source of the shout. “How ye been Johnno, just the man I wanted tae see.” Two 
men were gesticulating with each other on either side of Langlands Road. “I’m just 
gaun alang there,” said the man closest to Andy. “I’ll give ye a run up, ‘mon.” “Just 
what I wanted to hear,” said the man, walking across to meet his friend. “You see 
son?” said Phil as the two officers picked up their patrol pace again.” “That’s what can 
happen. Community. Helping people.” “What, giving a friend a lift two minutes up the 
road when you see him on the street?” “And it rubs off positively on the people close to 
it as it happens. Don’t you feel a bit happier, knowing that someone in Govan has had 
their day made easier by someone else, and that you were there to witness it?” Andy’s 
silence prompted Phil to go on further. “You’ll never get anywhere round here with that 
attitude.” “I thought I was supposed to help people. Those women the other day, did 
we help anyone there? Not even just in the short term, but long term. Did we have a 
positive effect on their lives, encouraging them to lead better lives in the future and, 
let’s be honest, lives that will make our jobs easier, even if it’s just by being more 
communicative with and respectful of the police?” 

They kept walking until they reached Govan Road. The early June weather was 
persisting, Andy felt like wearing short sleeves even though it was colder than the 
brightness of the sun suggested. The area in front of the shops was beginning to fill up 
as the day was going on. Young mothers gesticulating wildly on mobile phones as they 
pushed prams, grey haired men and women shuffling along, still wavering being 
wrapped up enough to remain warm outside and dressing to enjoy the burgeoning 
summer weather. In his time on the beat Andy had noticed how rare it was to see 
younger people out in these situations. He saw one young man, early twenties with 
short dark messy hair and the beginning of stubble leave the job centre with his hands 
in his pockets, looking at the citizens of Govan before turning right at the bus station 
and vanishing from sight. As Andy watched the scene the young man was gone as 
soon as he had appeared, a hint of an anomaly in the population of Govan as slight as 
his fleeting appearance. 

Andy was glad however that the day was relatively peaceful. Since his first major 
incident with the two women his introduction to life as a Govan police officer had been 
straightforward. He had started to settle into a routine which was important for him as it 
made him feel more at ease both with what he did and the way he believed people 
perceived him. Through his training he had been told that the most important aspect of 
community policing was not to appear as an authorial presence which existed to 
constantly survey and examine people but as an addition to the community by being 
simply a part of it. He was not to be special or remarkable, at least in his attitude to the 
people he walked amongst. 

While they stood surveying the people of Govan, a car pulled up outside the bank that 
filled Andy with dread. He must have shown it. “What?” asked Phil. “Is something 
wrong?” A well-dressed man that looked strangely familiar to Phil even behind the 
sunglasses he was wearing got out and walked into the building. “Do you know him? 
Do I know him?” “Sort of,” said Andy. “We’ll be seeing him on Friday, anyway.” “He’s 



involved in the Fair?” “One of the guys paying for it.” “You don’t sound very happy 
about that.” The man came out of the bank with sunglasses in hand, allowing Phil to 
get a better look at his face. “Wait. He looks like you.” Phil looked at Andy then back at 
the man. “He looks a lot like you. Oh, he’s seen us.” The man had noticed by this point 
that two police in their bright yellow vests were standing in the middle of Govan, 
staring at a man going in and out of a bank.  

Phil’s mild recognition seemed to be shared as the man looked left and right before 
walking across the road. “Hello wee brother,” he said once he reached the two officers. 
Phil could see Andy’s face reddening. “Well now. I didn’t know Andy had a brother.” 
“Yes, as you can see from his car Ryan doesn’t live in Govan anymore. Andy and 
Ryan looked at each other for a few seconds. Phil was struck by not only how little 
they had to say but how little they even seemed to know each other – if they hadn’t 
confirmed their relation to each other he wouldn’t have known what was going on. 
“Well, I hate to interrupt this touching family reunion but I have to go over here.” Phil 
went off to reach an old man who was looking to cross the road, leaving the two 
brothers alone. 

“Have you seen mum recently?” “Yes, actually,” said Ryan. “I was up at hers two days 
ago while I was in town seeing to stuff.” “What, is that it? You show up once in a blue 
moon and have nothing else to say?” Ryan looked nonplussed. “Well what do you 
want me to say? I was up, we talked, fine. I’m busy with work all the time and you live 
round here, if that’s what you’re implying.” Andy had to remind himself he was a police 
officer in a public place before responding. “Well fine. You leave me to it while you go 
swanning off into the city to move some numbers around on a screen. Go on. I have 
work to do. Bye.” Andy turned and walked off, not looking back even to see where Phil 
was. Once Phil had helped the old man across the road he made to go back to Andy 
and Ryan, only to see them storming off in different directions. He caught up with 
Andy. “So, happy reunion for you both?” Andy was silent. 



5 June 2014 

The early days of summer heat were gone, replaced with torrential rain. The whole day 
had seen rain so heavy it had pooled on the roads and pavements before it could 
reach the drains. The few people who had been brave enough to go out had led 
dances on their tiptoes looking desperately for dry patches to step on only to end up 
even wetter when they lost their balance and had to steady themselves by planting a 
deliberate foot right into a puddle that covered the soles on their shoes. Donna’s day 
at work had been her quietest yet as a result. The only customer she could remember 
was an exceedingly tall English sounding man who told her he had lost at rock paper 
scissors and been sent to buy his office’s lunch. She had given him a pineapple cake 
out of pity. 

Even though the walk from her work to her home was barely two minutes, Donna still 
left a puddle in her close as she wrung her hair out. Despite the relentlessness of the 
rain she was not cold – Donna thought about how she had always longed to 
experience warm rain like she had seen in films. But nothing had prepared her for the 
sheer volume of water that fell from the sky. She hoped that the sky was pre-empting 
the next day’s Fair, relieving itself in good time so as not to spoil the day of those who 
would be out to celebrate Govan and its people 

As she stood outside her front door, shaking any excess water off on the landing 
before stepping inside, Donna heard shouting. Sighing and sure she couldn’t be any 
drier she opened the door and walked in. The voices were clearer now. “Don’t you 
dare, Darryl. Don’ you dare dae anythin'” came the slurred voice of her mother from 
the living room. They were so engrossed in their shouting that neither her brother or 
mother heard Donna enter the house or step up to the living room door. “I know what 
you’re like ya wee dafty. And you’re better than that. I raised you better ‘n that.” 
“Better? Better? Are you serious? Look at the state of you. You can barely staun up 
straight.” Darryl was standing in the middle of the room while his mother was slumped 
against her chair. Donna could see her whitened fingers clutching the back of it. She 
was breathing heavily. For the first time Donna noticed that Darryl had grown taller 
than their mother. Along with the boys she had seen him on the streets with, this 
scared her. She wasn’t afraid of her brother on a personal level, she wasn’t even 
afraid for her mother – any more so than usual – in this situation, but she was afraid of 
what Darryl was turning into. As much as Donna by her own admission had suffered 
from the shortness of temper prone to those from meagre backgrounds in response to 
her troubled mother and the various problems caused at school and out in Govan, she 
felt she had advanced emotionally enough as she had grown up to recognise what 
was wrong and how to change it. She had hoped her brother wouldn’t go through the 
same mistakes she had, and now as she saw the potential origin of him going down 
that path, she knew something had to change. 

“Hello.” Her sudden announcement of her arrival surprised her relatives enough to 
quieten them and make them look towards the door. With despair in her voice, she 
carried on. “What are you fighting about now, both of you?” “He’s up tae sumthin’ the 
morra. I know he is. He’ll no tell me. He’s gonnae ruin it for everyone.” For the first 
time Donna could remember in the face of her mother’s alcoholism she truly noticed it 



when she spoke. Not only were her words slurred, they sounded panicked, delirious. 
Darryl’s face was screwed up. “Naw. She’s at it, look at these bottles Donna. She’s no 
there in the heid.” “Well where has this come from then? What’s she talking about, 
what are you talking about Mum?” “They boys he hangs around with. Marie telt me she 
saw him with they bad boys that are graffiti-ing, causing trouble. He’s in with them. My 
own son. And they’ve been around the park, they’re planning something tomorrow. 
And he’s in on it, and he’ll no tell me about it.”  

Donna turned to Darryl, too dismayed to even be angry. “What are you doing? Are you 
going to be causing trouble tomorrow?” She knew the answer even before he started 
trying to lie to her. 

“You know? You do what you want. You’re a big boy now and if you want to be stupid 
and do things that will ruin your life, have at it. If you don’t want to be better than this, 
you’re old enough to make that decision and you’re old enough to have to live with it. 
We can stand here and tell you it’s wrong, you shouldn’t  do it, you’re wasting yourself, 
but you’ll do it anyway. So if you want to waste your life, I’m not going to waste mine 
trying to convince you otherwise.” With disgust in her face and the living room silent 
save for the rain battering off the curtainless windows, Donna turned to go to her room. 
When she went in she lay flat down on her bed, put her face into her pillow and cried 
silently. 



6 June 2014 

On the morning of the Fair the skies over Govan and beyond were an unbroken ocean 
of dreamy paradise. No ominous clouds loomed over the horizon, no rain was 
forecast. The slightest breeze hung in the air, seemingly waiting for the moment when 
people were just beginning to feel the effect of the beating sun to swoop in, give them 
a blast and cool them down, returning them to a state of comfort and contentment. 
Children went to their schools in the morning without wearing jackets. Some of the 
older ones even took off their jumpers and tied them round their waists in an attempt to 
look mature and in control of their lives in a new found way. Teachers became 
exasperated as the younger children imitated this, their attention and focus on their 
day’s lessons already visibly waning. At Ibrox Primary School, teachers were at 
breaking point with stress even before the day began, anxious about their school’s role 
in the day ahead. 

The start of summer had seen more feet on the Govan pavements. Throughout the 
town the streets were busier, even in the morning Govan Cross was filled with people 
of all descriptions. Donna was run off her feet selling cakes as people planned 
get-togethers later on. She served Jeanie, who continuously told everyone how 
wonderful the day was to have everyone out enjoying the sun and Govan like this. Phil 
and Andy beamed as they walked the streets in short sleeves for the first time in 2014, 
exchanging nods and smiles and greetings with several people as they passed. Even 
Ryan failed to hold in a smile as he drove first to a meeting to finalise details then to 
Elder Park to see the setting up of the rides and the necessary facilities. 

From Water Row a skinny boy with messy hair and glasses crossed the road to head 
for something to eat. Watching from the river he was quickly swallowed up by the 
mass of people on the pavement, an individual sucked into the community as it 
appeared in force out in public for its marquee day, ready to celebrate every aspect of 
the lives of the people, young and old. As the day went on there was a palpable sense 
of anticipation in the air. Even those not talking about the Fair, passing through Govan 
or going to the Subway or catching a bus to go elsewhere felt the shared excitement of 
the impending new chapter of over two hundred and fifty years’ worth of history. When 
the school day had finished the streets became busier and louder as the same people 
who had been out before now had children in tow and happy to have a weekend 
ahead that promised both enjoyable weather and the excitement of a marquee event 
in just a few hours. The normally stressed and straightforward parents of these 
children seemed infected by a childlike excitement themselves, looking forward to 
spending an evening with people like themselves and seeing their children happy 
together, a promise for the future of a generation and a community renewing its 
internal ties in spectacular and memorable fashion. 

Away from the parade route and the surrounding streets that were filling up with 
people looking to get a good view of the procession Darryl walked alone. He knew his 
part of the plan as did the rest of the crew, what they had to bring and where they had 
to go in doing it. He had felt something when in buying a box of eighteen eggs on the 
way home from school – enough that he had felt compelled to offer a reason for 
buying it from the bored looking shop owner who didn’t react. He tried to put it out of 



his mind as he went home, dumped his school things and changed before going out. 
He didn’t check on his mother. 

Darryl walked through Elder Park going to the final meeting place before the Fair. The 
centre of the park was completely transformed. Dozens of rides and stalls were set up 
with children screaming and running around. Families were wandering around without 
a care in the world, awed by the pure spectacle of the event.  

Food stands were dotted around, portable toilets were placed just away from 
everything else, still pristine and looking freshly dropped off. The park and its contents 
were unrecognisable to Darryl. It looked to him like a creation from another world, 
another place, had been plucked out and placed in the middle of Govan, with the 
people taking to it immediately as an object from a place and a time where things were 
better, and people were happier in their lives in their community with others. Roughly 
in the centre of everything was a stage that would later host the Queen as she was 
crowned. Everything was positioned as Darryl had imagined it when he surveyed the 
scene a few days prior. He felt pride as he saw he had known how things would 
happen. It helped to over-ride any doubts he had about what he was going to do. 

When he reached the deserted street where they had planned to meet, the crew was 
assembled and greeted him happily. The stage was set, everyone was ready. The 
258th Govan Fair was ready to begin. 

 



6 June 2014 – 5PM 

Elder Park is full. The people are packed in so densely it’s become difficult to see the 
grass under their feet. The different sounds of the rides, the pounding music and 
people screaming combines with the talking of the crowd to create a blanket of noise 
enveloping everything. From outside the park the mass is loud and overwhelming, as 
you approach the park and enter it seems to spread out and engulf you even before 
you reach it and enter. The sounds and the colours and the movement of the people 
are the centre of the universe, drawing everything to it. Only when you enter and 
become part of the crowd do you realise that rather than an imposing, impregnable 
sprawl of humanity it is a collection of individuals. It is individuals then it is smaller 
groups of three or four or five then it is everyone, together. For the people on an 
individual level as much as on a complete level as a group it is the same. They are in a 
place they are happy to be. A place they are proud of, a place they are proud to be of, 
a place they are equally proud to share with everyone else there. 

Andy and Phil are walking among the crowds in the park. “A good day for it.” “Aye, it is 
that.” Andy smiles as he talks to a young boy in Spiderman face paint who says he 
wants to be a police when he grows up. 

Donna stands with her mother and some work colleagues, waiting for a good spot to 
see the procession as it goes along Govan Road between the park and the boarded 
up shipyards. Her mother is able to stand without help. “I’m glad you’re here for this, 
mum.” 

Jean is with some friends from her church. Feeling stiff if she stands still for too long 
she is on the move through the park, delighting in seeing so many families and 
children out enjoying themselves in Govan in the nice weather. She says an excited 
hello to Andy when she sees him, though she wonders where she’ll find Ryan. 

Ryan in fact is standing nowhere near the park, instead waiting on Arklet Road where 
the procession is due to end. Lady Elder looks down on him, removed enough from 
the noise of the crowd to be able to hear his own thoughts. He almost feels at home. 

Darryl and friends are in their positions. Some stand at locations along the procession 
route, some in the park. Darryl is one of those in the park, only a few yards from his 
sister although neither realises. She had tried to call him earlier but it had gone 
ignored. They hadn’t exchanged any words after she had come home from work last 
night. He didn’t want to. 

In Ibrox there was a tangible sense of excitement among both those watching and 
those involved in the procession as it started. The movement would be led by a 
marching band, followed by the Queen, followed by various local groups and 
organisations. The streets were well-lined early as the procession began, filled with 
people cheering and waving. Along Summertown Road the first of Darryl’s friends tried 
to spring into action. Upon seeing the tracksuited boy moving around suspiciously one 
of the police officers following the parade left and ventured onto the pavement heading 
towards him. On seeing the luminous yellow vision heading towards him the boy swore 



loudly, dropping the eggs he was planning to throw and turning to run away. He only 
got a few steps before the officer grabbed him by the collar. Pulling the boy’s arms 
down to his sides he spoke into his walkie-talkie which was perched on the front of his 
uniform. “Warning for police stationed on Govan Fair parade route, possible disruption 
planned, stopped one potential suspect at Summertown Road who seemed to be 
expected to be stopped, over.” The boy was protesting his innocence and solitude to 
cheers as he was led away by another police officer on the side of the road.   

The procession carried on, leaving him alone facing stern questions from an officer 
who looked unwilling to give him much benefit of the doubt. 

In Elder Park, Phil and Andy listened as the message came in. “Have you seen 
anything?” asked Andy. “No. I’ve seen trouble at Fairs in the past but this one seems 
okay, so far. Certainly if it’s just daft wee boys at the side of the road trying to throw 
eggs or something, I’ve seen much worse than that even just last year. But keep an 
eye out.” The Park had quietened down as the procession drew near and people 
moved out to the street to watch. There were officers dotted around on the pavement 
but Phil and Andy moved forward anyway, just in case. Among the last people milling 
around the fence at the park Phil saw someone he thought he recognised, a blue 
tracksuit with sleeves shoved tightly into pockets. Nudging Andy and motioning to stay 
reserved Phil went over to the apparition, while Andy moved to cut off any potential 
escape if it tried to run away. 

As he moved closer Phil realised it was a boy he had seen on the streets and spoken 
to a few days earlier. He looked uneasy. Phil was also struck by how young he looked. 
“Hello son, you lost?” “Whit? Naw, naw, I’m going out there to watch the floats and 
stuff as they go past.” Darryl’s arms were firmly in his pockets. He didn’t look at Phil as 
he spoke. “Is that all you’re doing?” “Aye.” Phil wasn’t convinced. “Are your hands 
cold?” Preparing for an aggressive response Phil was surprised at what happened 
next. “I… I don’t want to do this.” “Do what?” asked Phil, waving Andy over with his 
hand. “Me and some boys, we, we’re gonnae dae stuff. But I don’t want to.” Darryl 
pulled out his pockets, careful to not drop the eggs and flour he had hidden in them. 
Andy had reached the two of them. “Okay me and my partner here can help you, do 
you want to tell us how many boys you’ve got and what’s been planned?” “There’s 
other boys along the route ready to throw stuff… and in here there’s me and then at 
the end, the stage thing in the middle’s no gonnae work. It’s gonnae fall down if 
somebody goes near it.” Phil took a moment to look round the park, as if hoping that 
the planned disturbances would reveal themselves to him. “Right,” he said. “You are 
going to come with me and tell me where the things are going to happen – it’s alright,” 
he added as he saw Darryl start to protest. “I’m not going to do anything bad, we’re 
just going to stop this, okay?” Darryl nodded. Phil turned to Andy. “You need to get 
someone to see about that thing in the middle. There must be people around who’re 
involved in keeping it up or whatever, find them, and do it without causing a panic. You 
have time before the parade gets here. Go on.” Phil left with a sheepish looking Darryl. 

Andy marched off in a hurry, looking for someone in charge. He knew the people in 
charge of running the rides but the stage that was to be the centrepiece was 
unattended save for a bored looking man who said he was just sound, sorry. Irritated, 



Andy kept looking and began to despair when a voice called to him. “You got a 
problem there?” He turned round to see Ryan in a suit looking slightly sheepish. “I… 
you’re here. Wow. Look I’d love to shout at you but I need help. Do you know who’s in 
charge of setting this thing?” He turned and waved an arm at the compromised stage. 
“We think someone might have done something to it but there’s no-one around now to 
see to it, they won’t be back until the procession’s here when it’ll be too late.” Ryan 
had pulled out a mobile phone and had it to his ear even before Andy had finished 
talking. “Thanks,” added Andy when he saw his brother reacting immediately. Within 
five minutes, with the procession not yet in sight of the park a van had appeared. It 
was waved in at the gates by Andy and Ryan who followed it to the centre and the 
stage. As Andy had been away Phil had rounded up some other police officers and 
had taken in all the boys given up by Darryl. The men in the van were free to work on 
the stage as Andy and Ryan looked on. “You can’t hate Govan that much. You 
seemed really eager to help here,” said Andy with a faint smile. “Well. I have some 
good in me, I may as well use it here while you asked.” 

The park was full as the parade reached its climax. Donna and Jean were both near 
the front, able to see the Queen as she was crowned and gave a speech that drew 
mass awwing even from the men in the crowd. Jean remembered the young girls she 
had seen and cheered for decades previously. Donna remembered the girls from her 
time at school and was glad to see something so young and pure at the heart of a 
celebration of the town. Any worries she had carried about her brother were apparently 
unfounded. She hadn’t noticed any disturbances so assumed he had seen sense. The 
Fair ended in a collective sense of mass celebration and triumph, as local artistic 
groups put on performances, readings and entertained the crowd for hours. To close, 
the chairman of the Fair Association had his specially grown beard shaved, after which 
the Fair was closed for another year. The people went home content, the weather 
having stayed pristine the whole time and the Fair having passed without unsavoury 
incident. Several voices in the dispersing crowds agreed it was the best Fair they had 
ever attended. 

Once the parade had finished and the park had emptied there was silence. The rides 
had packed up and moved on, the rubbish had been cleared and the park largely 
returned to normal. Only some holes that had been dug for supports betrayed that 
anything had happened at all, along with dirt dragged onto the paths by vehicles 
driving on the grass. Darryl had remained in the park. He knew that his friends, his last 
school days were over. In changing schools he had an opportunity both to reinvent 
himself and to put behind any associations with what had happened. He had been 
surprised at the understanding of the police officer that had dealt with him. From the 
stories he had heard of trouble at past Fairs there was no consideration given for 
anyone who even merely planned trouble. In Darryl’s case the man that he had told 
everything to took it in, understood it and solved all the problems virtually instantly. 
Seeing a process work so seamlessly and kindly had made Darryl feel something he 
had never felt before. He understood now why the Govan Fair had persisted through 
years in a town that for three hundred and sixty-four days of the year often seemed 
completely contrary to the idea of such a mass social event. To see ties of community 
renewed in such widespread and enthusiastic joy  reinforced, or rather made new to 
him as it wasn’t a consideration he had ever thought of, to him the importance of a 



community being able to come together to celebrate the most important aspect a 
community could celebrate – itself. 

With the night still and the stars beginning to peak out in the darkness, Darryl went 
home. He felt pride at what he was going to be able to tell his mother and sister. He 
didn’t remember having ever felt like that before. 
 
THE END 
 
  



The story of the Young Detectives is over. 

Or is it? 

The purpose of the Young Detective blog updates was to bring to you, the reader, a 
picture of life for the residents of Govan. Key here is that “residents” refers to everyone 
included in the story, police and civilian, young and old, rich and poor. While each 
character was distinct they were all unavoidably linked – not only through family or 
professional ties but through that most important and inescapable feature of all our 
lives – through our community, the place we live and the people we share that place 
with. While any community can go through its rough patches what is important is the 
capacity for overcoming the bad, seeing past it, knowing that there is better in the 
place you live and the people who live there and striving to aim for that to make 
existence as pleasurable as everyone deserves it to be. 

The centrepiece and climax of the story, the Govan Fair, is intended to allow people to 
share in exactly such an experience. While the origins of the Fair go back centuries, as 
far as the 1400s, the modern Fair was established in 1756 as a community event to 
benefit local weavers and other residents experiencing hardship. Since then the Fair 
has of course evolved but that central tenet of togetherness and celebration remains. It 
remains a focal point in the community, a time when the residents of Govan can come 
together and just be happy to have something as historic and lasting as Govan in 
common to share and celebrate. It is important to maintain this event as something for 
future generations to share in as, without it, a community becomes simply a collection 
of people in the same place with no ties to one another. An existence that does not 
bode well for anyone. 

So, like the veritable Scott Templeton, only with no awards or high profile jobs 
awaiting, the Young Detectives are finished. But the stories of Govan go on. You will 
see an Andy, a Phil, a Ryan, a Donna, a Jeanie, a Darryl on the street. Remember that 
they are the same as you, their stories will continue, and stories of similar people will 
carry on past them. 
 
 


