
BISHOP 

 

 

 

Would I want to know when? 

I’d never really considered it until now – I guess you don’t really. 

When your number’s up, it’s up – I figure there’s not a lot you can do to change that. 

 

Impending doom. Knowing that, within moments, the guillotine blade will fall, the bomb will 

go off, the car you’re driving will strike that lorry head-on. 

 

That would be different though. Kind of an ‘Oh shit!’ moment, and that would be that. 

No time to gather your thoughts, just time to fill your shorts – as my Dad was fond of saying. 

 

If I was ill, given news from a hospital or my GP that I had a matter of weeks left, that would 

be different again. Not an exact science. Not something you could mark on the calendar or 

put in your diary. You could always mark down the day you arrived here, but not the day you 

were to leave. 

How do you deal with that? 

Get the family round so you can say the things you need to say, just in case this day turns out 

to be the last one? Do you just do it straight away? Get it done, consider that tomorrow will 

be it, and then curse every morning that you needn’t have rushed things, lying there thinking 

of better ways you could have said or done your final things? 

 

My situation was different to all of these. 

I could, and indeed I had, put the date in my diary when time for me would be certain to run 

out. 

It was very unlikely that I’d wake the next morning to find I’d been spared or given extra 

time. 

When James Bishop had given you a date for your diary there wasn’t a hell of a lot you could 

do about it. 



 

I was up early again, despite it being a Sunday. I knew what day it was – I was even getting 

bloody good at guessing the time. 

By this time next week, I’d probably not need a watch. I put aside a thought that, by the first 

of May I might not even have a wrist to put one on, stood up from my makeshift bed on the 

sofa and stretched. 

 

He’d delivered my message on Easter Sunday of all days. Not so much a resurrection as a 

condemnation – but, he had thought to add chocolate to the mix. The bastard’s thoughtful and 

creative like that. 

 

 

 

 

The Previous Sunday – Easter Sunday.  

No gentle double ding of the doorbell. Just a solitary and loud crash at the front door as the 

timber splintered with the impact of the sledge hammer Bishop’s boys had brought along to 

drive their boss’s message home to me. 

I’d grabbed the Louisville Slugger baseball bat from under the bed. My brother had brought 

me the bat back from a trip to New York but, as yet, I’d never swung the thing. I made my 

way carefully along the hall and down the stairs. On the wooden floor ahead of me I could 

see splinters of wood scattered from the door, where one of Bishop’s top negotiators had 

made his mark. I stopped, stood still, listened. 

Deciding that the immediate threat had passed, I leant the bat against the wall and walked 

over to the door. There was a shiny material jammed in the hole in what remained of the 

lower panel of the door. 

I opened the door and removed the shiny red foil wrapped Easter egg from the outside, where 

it had been pushed into the now gaping wound in the timber. I scanned the street but the 

perpetrators of the delivery were nowhere to be seen. 

I’d slammed what was left of the door shut and went back upstairs, bat in one hand, Easter 

egg in the other. 

It had been at my kitchen table, of all places, that I made the gruesome discovery. 

I’d carefully unwrapped the foil, only to find a standard common chocolate Easter egg inside. 

Despite being pushed into the gap in the door it had remained pretty much intact but, on 



closer inspection, I had noticed that the seam between the two halves appeared to have been 

covered over with a line of super glue or something similar to weld it shut. It was then that I 

had the horrible realisation that this particular Easter gift wasn’t likely to contain a packet of 

jellies or chocolate buttons. 

The two halves of the egg came away fairly easily, the chocolate cracking around the seam, 

revealing a dead baby rabbit as it tumbled onto the table. 

The note pinned to the poor creature looked like a tiny race number placard – though this 

bunny was sure never to run any marathons. 

It read a clear, no fucking around, message – just what I’d have expected from James Bishop. 

No more Run Rabbit Run for you either 

Count the days 

Your life is going to be taken from you piece by piece 

May 1
st
 

That’s your dying day, Paul 

Happy Easter 

 

First I’d puked. 

On the table, over the bunny and the note. 

Then, when I made it there, into the sink too. 

 

Then I got busy with a big black plastic sack and cleared up the lot – the puke, the egg and 

poor little Roger Rabbit. If it all disappeared it hadn’t happened, right? – No. Big wrong. 

This was very, very real. 

Bishop was legendary for being a ruthless bastard, with lots of disappearances accredited to 

his name, although none as yet had been proven, for he was also a tricky and devious bastard. 

Throw at him what you liked, it would not stick. Whether he had a few local coppers in his 

pockets or they were just as shit-scared as the rest of us, nobody really knew. 

All we all knew was that you needed to keep the hell out of his way. 

 

When I’d got my wits about me, after a long hot shower, two large mugs of coffee and a blast 

of Pearl Jam on the stereo to wake me up fully – Eddie Vedder doing his upmost to ensure 



the world that he was still very much alive, I called my brother.  His kids, my nieces, had 

rabbits. One of theirs had given birth only that week. It seemed just too much of a 

coincidence. And, as it turned out, it wasn’t. 

 

 

I listened as he told me how heartbroken the girls had been to discover that their next door 

neighbour’s pitbull terrier had been found shredding one of the new baby bunnies in their 

back garden, and three of the others missing, after the cage door had been opened during the 

night. 

I decided then not to mention that I thought I now had one their missing pets ad that he was 

being no trouble and was unlikely to eat me out of house and home. Instead I let my brother 

finish what he was telling me and then asked him if he could spare a few minutes to come 

over and see me once he’d calmed the situation at his own home. 

I didn’t have to explain further. Andrew knew me well enough to realise it must be 

something important. He agreed, without further questioning, to come over at around 10am. 

I’d taken down the calendar from the wall and scrawled a large cross over the May 1st  date 

box, and thrown it on the kitchen table and that was where it lay, with me sitting and staring 

at it, when Andrew arrived. 

He’d scaled the rickety old staircase at the rear of the flat, having fought his way along the 

overgrown and unkempt alleyway which backed onto the flats and provided the best way in a 

lot of the time – at least the parking was easier at the back of the property. It also meant that 

he hadn’t seen the mess that was once my front door. 

I didn’t look up as he stepped into the kitchen behind me. I just sat there, mug of coffee now 

stone-cold in front of me, eyes fixed on the calendar laid out on the table. 



I felt his hand on my shoulder, and then he moved around and sat down across from me. 

‘Okay, Trouble. What’s wrong?’ He asked. 

I looked up at him and fixed his stare as I said the words that sounded so ridiculous even to 

my own ears. 

‘See this?’ I poked at the marked date on the calendar. ‘This is the day your little brother is 

going to die’. I looked away from him immediately, ashamed at having brought him into my 

personal nightmare. 

‘What?’ He held out his hands as though ready to catch whatever news I was about to throw 

his way. ‘What the fuck does that mean? What do you mean, die?’ 

I stood and moved over to take the kettle to the sink, proceeding to fill it. A strangely surreal 

action under the circumstances - like normality was still in the room playing its part against 

the odds. 

‘Sit down, Paul. What’s this about? Really about, I mean?’ Andrew was clearly now more 

than a little pissed off at having been dragged away from his own Sunday morning garden 

crisis and bunny massacre to hear his only sibling ranting about his forthcoming demise. 

I took fresh cups from the cupboard and started to make the coffee. 

‘May 1st’ I began again, pointing a shaking hand at the calendar. ‘I’m in trouble, Andrew. A 

shitload of trouble this time, and that’s the day I’ve been told I’m going to die.’ I continued to 

make the drinks. Keep busy, make a hot drink; wasn’t that what Mum had always done when 

the odds were stacked against her? Mind you, I didn’t think Mum, bless her soul, had ever 

been threatened by a seriously dangerous gangland villain who would more likely pour the 

contents of a boiling kettle into your lap than make you a nice cuppa. 

‘By who? Who’s told you this – and why?’ He asked, taking his cup from me. 



I sat back down, carefully putting my own cup down and trying to forget what had lay on the 

table only hours before. 

‘There’s this guy called Bishop. James Bishop, but everyone just calls him Bishop – like he’s 

some fuckin’ priest or something.’ 

‘Fucking hell, Paul!’ Andrew cut across me. ‘How the hell did you get caught up with him? 

He’s the one everyone reckons burnt down the snooker club in Marshall Street – you 

remember, when that young fella was sleeping rough, hiding inside, and got killed in the 

fire?’ 

So, even my brother, straight-laced family man Andrew, with his nice wife, his nice kids, his 

nice house and his boring, but probably nice, job – even he knew of Bishop. Until then I had 

no idea that this almost mythic figure spoken of in hushed tones even existed in the real 

world outside the realms of villains and chancers. 

In many ways this made things feel worse, much worse. 

Andrew’s comments were like a nasty confirmation to a young child that yes, actually the 

bogeyman really does exist, so lights out kid, hope you make it to morning. 

 

 

‘I’ve only seen him once – at least I think it was him. It was at a distance and he was 

surrounded by a gang of his thugs in a car park late one night. I was doing a deal with Davey 

and his cousins – a few nicked motors and stuff, nothing major, nothing where anyone was 

going to get hurt. They were there too, in the background, like they were overseeing the 

whole thing. Maybe he was on the lookout for some new talent to take on, I don’t know 

really.’ 

I took a gulp of coffee and savoured it a second. 



‘Anyway, something kicked off at the back of the crowd. I couldn’t really see what at first. But 

I could tell that someone was getting a real good kicking, so I guessed that whoever it was 

must have said something against Bishop and his mob had swooped in like a pack of dogs. It 

wasn’t until a little while into it that something got thrown up in the air from the middle of 

the group. It was a hat and it landed real close to where Davey and I were standing.’ 

I paused, letting Andrew absorb what I had said so far, before I was ready to deliver the cruel 

punchline. 

‘It was a copper’s hat, Andy. They were beating a copper to death – a young female copper! 

She’d wandered into the car park on her way back to the station from the convenience store  

on the corner. Apparently she’d seen a few familiar faces and thought it was a good 

opportunity to earn some brownie points by calling in the big guns. She didn’t get much 

further than giving her call sign on her radio before they descended on her.’ 

I watched as Andrew held his mouth tight with the shock of what he had just heard, his eyes 

wet with the first signs of tears. I continued, finding that telling the events just as they’d 

happened was in some way calming, allowing me to make some sense of what was happening 

to me now. 

‘They scattered, of course. All of them. Fled the scene and it was over as soon as it had 

started. Cars roared off and those that walked hightailed it in all directions. Any deals that 

were taking place, or were about to, had all gone on hold until safe to meet again, another 

time another place. Even Davey – he grabbed me by the shoulder, told me to take one of the 

stolen motors and get away. I remember shrugging him off and he ran to his own car and 

took off. I was alone then in the dark – just me and the poor copper – I could see her body 

the other side of the car park, sprawled across the tarmac. I couldn’t leave her like that could 

I? You wouldn’t have run would you, Andy?’ 

He slowly shook his head. 

‘No, mate. Of course I wouldn’t have.’ 



‘So. That’s why he’s after me – that’s why Bishop’s given me the date. He knows I called it in. 

He knows I used her radio to call for help.’ 

‘Wait. I thought you said everyone else had gone. How could he know you used her radio?’ 

‘He’s got everyone he needs. Bishop’s got businessmen, local politicians and I’m pretty damn 

sure he’s got coppers too. I stayed with her, Andy. I watched her as she lay there bleeding to 

death. It was when the other coppers turned up, just before the ambulance, that’s when I 

thought something was rotten.’ 

‘Rotten, how?’ 

‘They were real quick to get rid of me. Pretty much as soon as they’d taken a few details, I 

was back here again. Gave my real name and address, they’d already taken my wallet for ID 

checking anyhow, but told them I was walking through the car park as a short cut home from 

the Alexander after a few pints. Didn’t have to give them much else. Said they’d be getting all 

the CCTV footage to check out, but said they were grateful for me being able to identify 

Bishop within the crowd. It’d help speed up their enquiries or something like that.’ 

‘What about the police woman?’ Andrew asked. ‘She make it?’ 

I nodded solemnly. 

‘Yeah. Although, from what I heard from Pete Hutton at the Alex, she won’t ever be back on 

the streets. The bastards managed to damage her back, so she’ll be deskbound if she returns 

to work – still in hospital now, from what I’ve heard. So – now you know – how’s your week 

been?’ I asked flippantly, giving a false smile. 

‘Good, till today that is. This morning the girls’ rabbits, and now this. I’ll be glad to get back 

to work. What you gonna do, Trouble? Where you gonna go?’ 

I stood and went over to the back door, where I retrieved a black plastic sack from the 

dustbin on the veranda. I held it before me like some bizarre trophy. 



‘I haven’t exactly told you everything yet, Andy.’ I began. ‘I received something else with the 

note today. I won’t show you - I lost my breakfast over it already. Bishop sent me one of the 

girls’ rabbits – gift wrapped for Easter.’ 

I watched as Andrew’s expression transformed from concern to anger. 

‘What? You’re telling me that son of a bitch has been to my home? He killed Abi and Jess’s 

pets? Jesus Christ!’ 

He was reaching for his mobile phone inside his jacket. 

‘What’re you doing?’ I asked hurriedly. ‘Don’t worry, he’ll not touch the girls or Rachel. As 

long as gets me on the first, that’s it, deal over.’ 

He put the phone down. 

‘He’s been to my house, Paul. Him or his goons. They could have done anything. How do you 

know he’ll stop after he’s got to you and won’t decide to come after your family next – or 

even before? Bloody hell, Paul, if they’ll beat a female copper half to death, how can you be 

sure what they will and won’t do?’ 

‘Bishop wants me dead next week – but I want him dead sooner. I never wanted anything 

more. Now, I can’t hang around, I need to see a man about a gun.’ 

I grabbed my jacket, phone, keys and headed downstairs, pulled the remains of the door 

open and stared into the barrels of the shotgun that was levelled at my face. 

‘Decided to leave early?’ The man wielding the gun said. 

I stared at the gun, refusing to meet his eyes, then lowered my head and nodded twice. 

But his trigger finger only allowed me once. 


