Doc ran to his car. Slamming the door shut, he winced when he noticed the time on the clock and thought how early it still was. It was too early. The drive was only a short one from Dotty’s house, just along the seafront and up the hill. 	Comment by Paul Wright: From or to?
The village, renowned for its fishing activities, had two sides to its coin. Facing the waterfront, the village presented itself as a lively array of independent cafes, bars, B&Bs, restaurants and shops. Tucked away from the hustle and bustle, narrow lanes branched off, provided a charming enclaves where villagers created their homes. 
Doc had reluctantly moved from the of Ireland of the troubles with his parents in the late 70s, a decision his parents had made due to the conflicts. At the time, Doc was unhappy and rebelled against his parents’ decision. The anger he felt then was also what made him an exceptional police officer today. He possessed a unique ability to see beyond the anger and turmoil within others whilst having an innate radar for detecting the nefarious.	Comment by Paul Wright: Why is he called doc?
Approaching the crime scene, Doc’s detective instincts kicked in, and he immediately started looking around; looks of concern and curiosity were etched on the faces of the gathering crowd. The house where the murder had been committed was nestled in a quiet cul-de-sac that led up to the gates of the ancient village castle. Uniformed officers had cordoned off the area, and one was stationed at the doorway; another tape had been extended out into the road to stop vehicles from coming and going, and another uniformed officer was standing at the edge of the outer tape. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Dramatize interaction.
Doc drove a little past the scene, so he had more time to look around as he walked down the hill. Exiting his car, He secured his badge on his belt, retrieved his suit jacket off the headrest, and pressed his key fob to lock the door. Swapping his keys out in his pocket for his phone, he began capturing photos of conceivable (or POSSIBLE?) hiding places where a person could lurk, hidden from view. He had no idea if this was a murder yet, but he did this at every job, a little trick his old handler Leonard had taught him. He could hear his words echo in his mind every time he arrived on site. ‘Capture the scene, anticipate the unseen.’ 	Comment by Paul Wright: He'd rely on scene of crime officers for this(?)
one of the uniformed officers, Davies from the station, recognised him and gave him ‘the nod,’ so he walked towards him, placing the phone back inside his jacket. 
‘Boss’ Davies recognised him and gave him the nod.
‘Davies’ Doc nodded back. 
‘What do we know?’ he asked.
‘We took a call around 7 am from the victim’s sister we did Boss. She had popped around as usual with his Saturday morning papers and found him in a pool of blood.’
‘Any signs of forced entry?’ Doc said as he wrestled with a shoe cover.
‘Door was left ajar Boss; it looks like he let whoever it was in’.
‘Where is the sister now?’
‘She is next door having a cup of tea. She is visibly shaken up Boss; Shaw is taking a statement from her as we speak.’
As Doc opened his mouth to speak, another young, uniformed officer came hurtling out of the doorway, tripped over Doc’s foot, and tore one of the freshly applied shoe covers, just managing to make it to the lane that ran between the two houses to vomit.
‘Sorry, I am so sorry’, said the young officer. 
‘I… I… I just…’ 
‘Take your time,’ said Doc, grinning at Davies while holding his hand out for another shoe cover. 
‘First body?’ 
‘Aye’ said the young PC, then quickly remembered who he was talking to. 
‘Uh, yes, Sir. uh, boss, I mean…’	Comment by Paul Wright: Do policemen say 'boss'?
‘OK…’ Doc interrupted. 
‘OK, take a breath lad. What’s your name?’
‘PC Jackson Foote sir’
‘Right, stay back here until you have stopped looking like Casper the ghost, and collect yourself; Come and see me at the station later.’
‘Yes sir, B…BOSS’ stuttered Jackson, and with that, he waited until Doc had turned his back before he held his blushing face in his hands.
Docs footsteps echoed a familiarity as he approached the doorway. he had visited here many times before; it was old man Bob’s house. He was one of the oldest fishermen in the village and a very well-respected one at that. Bob was one of those people who had always been part of the town for Doc. 	Comment by Paul Wright: This should be made apparent when he first realises where he is
When Doc was a child, Bob found him throwing stones into the sea with an angry frown on his face. Bob, being a fisherman, was always on that part of the beach for something or other and stopped to talk to him. Doc just kicked the floor and looked down. 
‘Listen to me now’ Bob had said.
‘I don’t know what is going on with you, bach, but being angry at the world won't get you anywhere, Pick yourself up, you want to.’
‘What’s your name, kid?’
‘Patrick’, said Doc, looking up the frown easing slightly because of Bobs gentle nature.
‘Well Patrick, I happen to know of something you can do and it’ll earn you a little bit of money. Are you up for it?’ Doc agreed and went to meet Doc later that evening and became Bob’s fish delivery boy. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Expand if included 
The burly DI, who had a sad smile on his face reminiscing about the time he met Bob, Smiling, Doc pulled his gloves out of his pocket, ducked his head and stepped through the sturdy but weather-worn front door. Inside, old Man Bob’s fishing pictures lined the cold, damp, and uninviting hallway. There always seemed to be a slight linger of must and smoked haddock whenever he came in through the house, which clung onto his nose hairs for hours afterwards. 
The end of the bleak corridor opened into a slightly more appealing living room. The original wood flooring was much like everything in the house; it had once been loved, but since the death of his wife ten years ago, Bob had just stopped taking care of things. 
Bob was on the floor just in front of the coal fire being guarded by another uniformed officer. Doc stepped in and his eyes were immediately drawn to the mantelpiece, a cliche detail that wasn’t lost on Doc. ‘
‘Detective, where is the partner to that stick? he asked.
‘No idea boss’ 
‘Ok, make sure CSI know there is a partner to that, and it’s missing.’ Doc instructed, his attention shifted towards the body. Under his breath, he muttered. ‘I’ve had my eye on those for years.’
Bob, was lying face down; his glasses knocked off and had snapped in two. He had a gash at the back of his head, and his face was turned sideways, with his cheek in a pool of his own blood. 
Doc took a pen out of his pocket, bent down and pushed Bob’s shirt collar down to reveal the side of his neck. He wiped the pen down with his other hand before returning it to his pocket.
As he straightened up, Hurley entered the room.
‘Doc, top of the morning to ya’ he said in his thick Irish accent. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Avoid cliché -- unless for knowing hmour
‘Hurley’ nodded Doc, and at the grim murder scene, the two men, bonded by their Irish roots, conversed about the last time they had seen each other. 


