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      This is the concluding novel in the trilogy
    

         Easier Than It Seems

Retribution

&

The Gun in the Golf Bag

         
      by Bob Bennett
    

         This is an entirely fictional work. Whilst certain historical facts and events have been ‘borrowed’, a few liberties have been taken with the chronological context. The places and locations are real, but the characters are personations of my imagination. Any similarity or resemblance to actual persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

         
             

         

         The Gun in the Golf Bag is a novel in its own right although it is sequential to Easier Than It Seems and Retribution.

      

   


   
      
         
            
        For as thou urgest justice, be assured

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st.
      

            
                

            

            Shakespeare

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter One

         

         Helen Blake wanted a new identity when she left prison so she became Hazel Black. The assassination plan had been simple and straightforward enough, but it had required her to revert to her original name. Now with the plan and the mark duly executed just minutes earlier she was dazed and deranged to such an extent that she was traumatised and on the verge of collapse, a mental breakdown. Had she lost the plot? Who was she? Where was she? She stood shivering on the jetty and drew the hood of her blue anorak tightly over the woollen hat she was wearing as in an attempt to conceal herself from an elderly couple, also on the jetty, not that she had noticed them. They were all waiting for the last ferry of the day at four o’clock to take them back to Orford Quay from Havergate Island. The island, an inhospitable area of salt marsh, mudflats and vegetated shingle was a sanctuary to countless species of birds and a mecca for ornithologists. Helen – or was she Hazel? – had not been bird-spotting. Her visit to the island had been for an altogether different reason; a nemesis, the fulfilment of a plan. Her presence on the island had been quintessential to the means by which she would be rid of the iniquitous blight on her life. Now she had witnessed the final full stop. He was dead. The plan had been successful. She was free from that perilous existence and vulnerability to both her mental and physical wellbeing. The threat had been posed by a spectre from her previous life in the persona of a diminutive yet extremely dangerous Glaswegian. Duncan ‘Jock’ McClean. Not only had he been pursuing her with what she could only imagine was evil intent, but he was wanted by the police in connection with the murder of her husband and the suspicious deaths of at least three other people. Furthermore, not only was the notorious McClean a fugitive from the police but it was now known that he was an enemy of the Irish Republican Army. In fact, it would not be stretching a point to say that Jock McClean was at the top of the IRA’s hit parade on any number of counts. Both the police and the IRA had come close to him in recent weeks but as always, in a style straight from the Scarlet Pimpernel’s handbook, the elusive Jock had successfully avoided and evaded them. But now, he had been eradicated. He was the late Mr Duncan McClean.

         
             

         

         January Storm, the Havergate ferry boat eased alongside the jetty. The elderly man was about to help his wife step aboard.

         ‘Are you alright my dear?’ The elderly woman was most concerned. The ferryman had also noticed that the slightly younger woman was, to say the least, not quite herself.

         ‘Is she with you?’ the ferryman, Reg White asked the elderly folks.

         ‘No she’s not. I’m not sure what’s wrong wi’ ’er but she don’t look right do she?’ responded the elderly woman in her almost poetic, lyrical Suffolk dialect.

         ‘Let’s get her aboard.’ The ferryman took control. ‘C’mon now, let’s get you on the boot. Can you ’ear me? C’mon love.’ He almost recoiled as he took her by the arm. ‘Crikey – she’s bloody freezin’, all shiverin’ an’ tremblin’ like.’ Between them, Reg the ferryman and the elderly couple helped the slightly younger woman into the boat. The passengers sat together huddled in the shelter of the wheelhouse. The ferryman produced a blanket from a locker and the elderly woman wrapped it around the slightly younger woman’s shoulders.

         ‘Soon ’ave you warmed up dear. What’s your name love?’ The slightly younger woman managed to shiver a barely audible response.

         ‘Hazel, except I think I’m Helen again now.’ She was pointing and looking back at the island. The elderly woman’s concern was redoubled.

         ‘What is it? Have we left someone behind?’

         ‘N-n-no. It’s OK now. I’ll be alright thank you.’ The rest of the short journey across the River Ore was made in silence. January Storm coasted alongside the pontoon at Orford Quay and the ferryman made the boat fast.

         ‘Here we are then,’ he announced with concern in his voice ‘Do you think you can manage?’ He addressed his question to Hazel.

         ‘It’s OK! I’ll come and get her.’ A shout came down from the quayside. ’It’s my mother. I‘ll take care of her.’ The ferryman was visibly relieved that he wouldn’t have to assume responsibility for his last passenger of the day. Hazel also seemed to have made something of a recovery at the sound of her son’s voice. Her son, in his mid-twenties, wearing a parka and a worried expression, with his jeans tucked into his boots, came down the gangway. As the woman, his mother, stepped onto the pontoon he took her into his arms in an all-enveloping embrace. The warmth of this familiar contact appeared to give her strength. The couple looked on and the elderly woman smiled and spoke to the man.

         ‘She’s pleased to see you I reckon. I don’t think she was feelin’ quite herself. Oh yes, an’ I think she might have left something on the island,’ she said. The man smiled. ‘Thanks for your concern, your help. She’ll be OK now, don’t worry. We’re local – only just up the road.’

         
             

         

         From the quay it was just a short walk to Lobster Pot Cottage. Tina, Hazel’s daughter-in-law was waiting by the door. The sitting-room was cosily warm with the wood-burning stove glowing reassuringly. The kettle was on. Tina helped Hazel off with her anorak. After a few minutes silence the young man spoke.

         ‘How’d it go mum?’

         ‘Oh Ben, it was awful. Thank goodness it’s over.’ Silently she wept.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two

         

         It was Wednesday 31st January 1973. There were two men in a small rowing boat. It was far from an easy pull. Danny McFaddon was on the oars, a forty-something, strong and fit man. Perhaps it was his technique that was lacking? Also in the boat was Brian O’Connor, the ace IRA hitman with his incongruous choice of luggage, the golf bag. They were making good their departure from the scene of the shooting. With the last ferry from Havergate Island now returned to Orford, it would be the next day at the earliest before the body was discovered. Danny had picked Brian up from Stoneyditch Point and then between them, they’d dragged the dinghy across Orford Beach’s shingle which in itself had been tiring enough.

         ‘C’mon Dan, put your back into it,’ Brian urged. The ebbtide was beginning to run hard now and the dinghy was barely making way against it as Danny tried to reach the Samson, riding to the tide at anchor some one hundred yards or so off the beach at Orford Ness. Sam Reynolds, the skipper of the Samson, together with his son Joe were on deck leaning on the starboard side gunnel watching (with some amusement it should be mentioned), the manner in which the tide was getting the better of the rower. Sam had previously received his instructions and a generous payment anonymously. He suspected that there might have been some connection with the delivery he’d made just weeks earlier and he was aware that he might be aiding and abetting in some form of criminal activity. But a charter was a charter as far as he was concerned. Samson was available for hire and these guys had hired him and his boat to take them to Lowestoft and that was what he was waiting to do although he was now getting just slightly concerned. Neither of the men seemed to have much idea of how to handle a dinghy and it would soon be dark. The weather forecast wasn’t brilliant either. What’s more Sam suspected that they had been up to no good and he needed to get some sea-miles under the keel before the balloon went up. Subconsciously becoming aware of Sam’s concern Dan moved over on the dinghy’s centre thwart and at risk of capsizing, Brian precariously moved to sit beside him. They took an oar each and immediately progress towards the Samson improved. As they got to within hailing distance, Joe skilfully deployed the heaving-line which Dan caught and once made fast the power of Samson’s capstan winch hauled the small boat alongside. Brian’s golf bag was handed up to Joe’s outstretched arms and the two men clambered aboard. With the dinghy streamed astern, Sam fired up the Cummins 475hp engine and engaged the hydraulic anchor winch. With the big anchor and its chain stowed in the well on the foredeck Samson headed north up the coast with the tide aiding their progress by some three knots the twelve knots capability from the mighty Cummins.

         
             

         

         Danny and Brian were below in the saloon and reviving themselves with the aid of a bottle of scotch after their exertions. The mission had been accomplished. Brian, as always the quietly spoken, unassuming character had no qualms about the ‘hit’ he had made just an hour earlier. He was proud of his prowess, of his skill as a sniper. He was invisible. He was invincible even. It was rumoured in Nationalist pubs in Northern Ireland that Brian O’Connor could take the knob off a gnat at 500 yards. In truth, if gnats had knobs, he probably could! Only a very few of the IRA’s top brass knew of him. Even fewer actually knew him personally although many knew of an anonymous individual and his reputation as an assassin. Danny, on the other hand was a worrier. He was a thinker, a planner, a motivator. Danny came up with the schemes and the logistics and it had been in response to Michael Doyle’s request that Duncan McClean had now been dispatched courtesy of a long-range shot from Brian.

         ‘You had better get rid of that golf bag. If anything’s going to give you away, it’ll be the golf bag.’ It had been for that very reason that years ago Brian had adopted the golf bag to carry the preferred tool of his trade, the Remington M21A sniper rifle with the Zeiss ZF42 telescopic sight. A rifle case, slip or scabbard would have been a dead giveaway. The only downsides to the golf bag were the stupid questions people sometimes posed – ‘Did you make par on the fifteenth?’ or the fatuous ‘Off to play golf are we?’ There were those few occasions when carrying the bag did make him feel a little conspicuous, even on this particular mission – his last, or so he had professed to Gerry Doyle on his hospital bed. What was a man doing on the foot-ferry from Orford Quay to Havergate island carrying a golf bag? But then would people have been so distracted by the golf bag as to notice the man carrying it? Brian was fairly confident that no one would ever identify him without it.

         ‘You’re right, for sure. I won’t be needing it again anyway – unless I take up golf!’ Brian conceded.

         ‘What d’you mean?’ Danny could hardly believe the implication in what his colleague had said.

         ‘I’ll say to you what I said to Gerry. You’ve known me a long time. You know I’m a Republican, that I always will be. But this war – this war we’re in – we’ll never win. People are now referring to it as the Troubles. Feck me Dan, the troubles began even before the Great Famine of the 1840s. Protestants and Catholics have forever been at each other’s throats. Partition has only exacerbated the situation and it’s now Republicans and bloody Unionists. We are such a minority in Northern Ireland. We can never win and I have no appetite for any more bloodshed; any more killing. I’m through with it. Jock McClean was my last mark and even then only as a favour to my old mate Gerry Doyle.’ The pathos of Brian’s words hung in the air underscored by the rumble of the Cummins. Danny didn’t know how to respond, so he didn’t. He picked up the scotch bottle and poured them both another good measure. After a while Brian stuck his head into the wheelhouse.

         ‘Let me know when we’re in deep water would you Sam?’

         ‘Sure thing.’ Sam knew better than to enquire why. He was contracted to collect and deliver cargos or people or both from here to there, A to B, and while the money was right, he would work for anyone – no questions asked. On this occasion the payment had been too good to turn down. Even if he had known of the dramatic irony in this latest commission, it would have made no difference. Neither Brian nor Danny was aware that it had been the Samson which had been chartered by McClean to deliver the IRA’s weapons cache to a remote location for collection by Black September. That particular cargo had been collected from St Katherine’s Dock on the Thames and dropped off about a week earlier to a deserted spot on the River Deben, just down the coast.

         ‘OK Brian, I’m now outside the Aldeburgh Ridge and we’ll be off Dunwich afore long. This’ll be about as deep as it gets at this distance off the coast unless I steam offshore another four or five miles.’

         Brian appeared in the wheelhouse with the golf bag containing the Remington suspended from his shoulder. He moved on to the afterdeck. He stood there for a several minutes before hurling the bag containing both the spare magazines and the gun into the North Sea. The bag slowly filled with water and began to sink beneath the waves. Samson ploughed on and about ten boat-lengths further in the fading light the golf bag was no longer visible. Brian returned to the saloon. Danny had witnessed what had just taken place and understood. ‘The end of an era,’ he said. Brian responded, ‘End of an era.’ He spelt it out. ‘E-R-A, and for me, the end of the I-R-A.’

         The wind and been north-easterly all day and it had begun to freshen. The clouds that had threatened rain since breakfast time were now delivering and although it was barely six o’clock it was already dark. The red light from the wheelhouse gave an eerie glow and the reflection of the navigation lights in the sea merely gave a hint of colour to the swell as it surged against the hull. Looking to the south the sweep of the beam from the Orford Ness lighthouse every five seconds was still visible but then such was the intensity of the light it could be seen up to fifteen miles away on a good day. Now it was hardly penetrating the rain and the blackness of the early evening darkness.

         ‘I reckon we’re in for a gale,’ pronounced Sam. ‘We’re all stowed and battened down dad.’ The reassurance from Joe did little to comfort the passengers. Danny was already feeling queasy.

         ‘How long ’til we make Lowestoft? He enquired anxiously.

         ‘I reckon mebe two hours, p’raps a bit longer.’ Danny retreated below and lay on the saloon berth hoping that the next two hours would be the quickest he’d ever known to pass.

         ‘Here,’ gestured Brian, proffering the scotch bottle. ‘Another belt or three from the bottle will either kill or cure.’ Danny, feeling distinctly unwell, eased himself up on his elbow and accepted the bottle. He felt the fiery quality of the spirit burn his throat.

         ‘So where do we go from here – what happens when we get to Lowestoft?’ asked Brian although the tone of his voice somehow hinted at a total lack of enthusiasm for whatever the answer might be.

         ‘We’re booked into the Victoria Hotel for the night and then tomorrow,’ Danny hesitated, ‘well tomorrow you’re a free man. You can do what you want, go where you want. My orders were to assist you after the job and…’ Before he could add anything further Samson rose on a steep swell and as the bow dipped into the trough Danny was thrown forward into a bulkhead. ‘Bejesus, get me off this feckin ship.’ Brian smiled and began to laugh. ‘Pass me the bottle before you tip what’s left onto the floor.’ His laughter was infectious and soon Danny was laughing although neither of them knew what they were laughing at or why. Perhaps their frivolity had something to do with being thrown this way then the other as they danced involuntarily to the motion of the boat. But more likely it was the scotch and their slightly inebriated state; the nervous relief for an escape made good.

         Up in the wheelhouse Sam wasn’t laughing. The north-easterly wind had freshened now to a near gale force seven. With the counteraction of wind howling against tide the sea was building to the state which the Met Office would describe as ‘rough’. The height of the waves was increasing and attempting to keep the boat on an even keel and prevent excessive rolling Sam was steering into the four and five metre breakers. Samson would then surf down into the troughs burying the bow in the next wave. The passage was becoming distinctly uncomfortable.

         ‘Switch the radio on lad, long wave Radio 4. I reckon there’ll be a gale warning.’ Joe complied and, just as Sam was expecting, as the news bulletin ended a few minutes after 7.00 there followed the all too familiar announcement. Attention all shipping! There are warnings of gales in sea areas Humber, Thames, Dover, Wight. The Meteorological Office has issued the following gale warning to shipping…and so on, confirming exactly that which Sam had predicted. Then to the strains of Barwick Green, the signature tune to The Archers Joe took his cue to turn the radio off. With the experience of an old seadog on Joe’s young shoulders, the gale warning was merely cautionary and no cause for alarm. Father and son looked at each other in that knowing sort of way and both shrugged their shoulders. No words were spoken. At least the fare-paying passengers didn’t seem to be bothered now. From the wheelhouse it sounded as though there was a party going on below in the saloon. Sam was sure he could hear the empty whisky bottle rolling about on the cabin sole.

         With the spume and spray stinging the windscreen and the crests of the enormous swells breaking over the bow, the wipers were barely able to cope. Even so, the loom of the Southwold light could just about be made out. Brian staggered up the companionway. ‘How’s it going Skipper?’ As if by way of an answer gallons of foaming water crashed over the wheelhouse as the boat was tossed first one way and then another in the confused sea.

         ‘Shouldn’t be long now,’ replied Sam. ‘Sorry it’s hardly a pleasure cruise. You should plan your next trip for a barmy summer’s night. There’s nowt better than sitting out in your shirtsleeves on the foredeck watching the sunset whilst necking a beer or two.’

         
             

         

         The rate of the ebbtide had noticeably eased during the last hour and the effect of the conflicting directions of wind against tide had also assisted in the reduction of the severity and confusion of the sea state. The motion of the boat had stabilised and as a bonus, the rain had stopped as well.

         ‘I think I see it Dad.’ Joe was peering ahead through binoculars. ‘Yeah, that’s it – East Barnard buoy, a couple of degrees off your port bow. Sam strained his gaze in the direction his son had indicated and, sure enough, there was the reassuring quick three flashes every ten seconds, the characteristic of the East Barnard buoy. From there the well-buoyed Stanford Channel, to the East of the Newcome Sand would lead to the pier heads on the outer harbour wall.

         ‘Call ‘em up Joe – Channel 14.’ Joe turned up the gain on the Sailor RT144 VHF marine band radio.

         ‘Lowestoft Harbour Control, Lowestoft Harbour Control, this is Samson, Samson over.’ Just a couple of seconds later came a hiss and crackle preceding the response. ‘Samson this is Lowestoft, over.’

         ‘Lowestoft, this is Samson approaching from the south. Request permission to enter the Trawl Dock, over.’

         ‘Samson, is that you young Joe?’ Samson was a regular visitor at all the East Coast ports and the duty harbourmaster at Lowestoft, Dave Robertson was a good friend. ‘Samson, I think I see you, yes, come straight in there’s no outbound traffic. You’ll find space on the wall in the Trawl Dock. Bring your dad for a pint the Harbour Inn when you’re tied up?’

         ‘Lowestoft, this is Samson. Thank you sir. Will do. Samson out.’ Sam was smiling at his son’s strict observance of VHF protocol. Too often there was too much familiar chat cluttering up the marine band.

         
             

         

         The passengers had heard the conversation and both had now come up from the saloon into the wheelhouse to observe the approach. The occulting red light on the south mole of the outer harbour could be made out quite clearly now. Beyond it, the green. Sam had eased the throttle as Samson shaped up for entry between the pierheads. In the lee of the harbour wall the sea was all but flat. By comparison with the gale-surfing they had experienced during the previous three hours, this was millpond stuff. Sam made the sharp right turn into the Trawl Dock and the boat glided through the entrance. Joe went out on deck to prepare the mooring warps as Samson was gracefully brought to rest alongside the harbour wall. There was very little activity on the dockside and, with the boat secured, the Skipper, mate and passengers climbed the ladder set into the harbour wall and said their goodbyes standing on the quay. The four walked together and crossed the bascule bridge. Sam and Joe disappeared into the Harbour Inn, Danny and Brian walked the short distance further to the Victoria Hotel and using the false names adopted when the reservation was made, they checked in.

         
             

         

         So, that was it, as good as done. Wednesday 31st January 1973. It had been one hell of a day for both the Irishmen, particularly so for Brian. His lifelong friend, Gerry Doyle had been avenged. Notwithstanding the Limehouse Basin fiasco which had resulted in Gerry’s brother Michael and several of his Republican compatriots getting banged-up on remand awaiting trial on a lengthy agenda of murder and terrorism charges, Brian took some comfort in the knowledge that the assassination of the scourge of the IRA would provide some consolation. Danny’s plan had been executed to the letter. Brian didn’t know the identity of Danny’s co-conspirators, neither the detail nor the background to how his target had been set up. This was how he worked; how he had always worked. He didn’t want to know either. Ask no questions, just make the hit. The only difference this time was that he knew why he had to take out McClean. Here they were, safe and sound. Although it was now quite late, the hotel agreed to prepare something for them to eat, after which, and a couple of nightcaps, they were both sound asleep in their respective rooms.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Three

         

         After a Victoria Hotel breakfast Danny and Brian sat in the lounge. Brian was looking through a regional tourist guide magazine. Danny was reading the Daily Express. Of particular interest was a report on yet further disturbances in Northern Ireland following a parade commemorating the anniversary of ‘Bloody Sunday’. Danny sat and reflected on that dreadful day, Sunday 30th January 1972. He had been a part of it. He had marched in that civil rights and anti-interment rally that had taken place in the Catholic ghetto areas of Derry. He had assisted in negotiating the IRA’s agreement to their not carrying weapons and made it clear that there was no intention of confronting the British Army. This was to be a commemorative and peaceful march and rally. What the IRA couldn’t have known was that the infamous parachute regiment of the British Army had been brought in especially to deal with the march. OK, there had been some minor skirmishes and stone throwing, but in general the protestors were peacefully listening to speeches in the Bogside. The stone-throwing was used by the army as an excuse. Some of the soldiers marched into the Bogside ostensibly to stop the stone-throwing. Then, claiming they had been shot at they opened fire on the crowds and thirteen people were shot dead. Some twelve others sustained gunshot wounds, and a fourteenth person died later. Danny was all but overcome with emotion as he remembered the scenes. He shook his head as if trying to shake the visions from his memory. He returned to the article in the Express.

         
            
        British Troops firing plastic bullets shot and killed 14 civilians taking part in a march organised by Sinn Fein through the Bogside, Brandywell and Creggan areas of Londonderry to commemorate the first anniversary of ‘Bloody Sunday’. The march was successfully dispersed.
      

         

         That was all. Part of him was outraged. But then he thought ‘What the hell?’ He was going to mention it to Brian but decided against it. Brian had retired. His eyes were drawn to a photograph of the beaming smile of Edward Heath beneath which was a summary of the first month of Britain’s membership of the Common Market and Prime Minister Heath’s hopes for greater prosperity with no loss of sovereignty.

         
            From the point of view of our everyday lives we will find that there is a great cross-fertilisation of knowledge and information, not only in business but in every other sphere. This will enable us to be more efficient and more competitive in gaining more markets not only in Europe but the rest of the world.

         

         What about dealing with the shite closer to home first? Danny wondered. He threw the paper on to the table. He looked at his watch.

         ‘Time to go Brian.’

         ‘I guess so. Shame though, I reckon I could get used to it here in East Anglia.’ Brian returned the regional holiday-guide magazine to the display rack. They collected their respective belongings, settled their account with a stolen credit card and walked to the railway station.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Four

         

         At about that same time a group of ten over-hormonal students from the coeducational high school in Woodbridge together with their soon to retire geography master had just arrived by minibus on the quay at Orford in readiness to board the first ferry to Havergate Island for an ‘O’-level field trip. Weatherwise, it was a much better day. The gale of the previous night had passed, and the sun was shining in a clear blue sky. There was a bit of breeze from the southwest, chilly, but when compared to how the weather had been it was positively mild. January Storm came alongside the pontoon and the passengers eagerly clambered aboard and the boat took off for the island. Mr Ross, the master in charge had seen it all before. As important a part of the curriculum as it was, he was no longer the young dynamic teacher who imparted knowledge with an infectious enthusiasm. He was past caring, disillusioned even. Whether his students completed their assignments or merely went wandering off to find isolated spots to indulge in whatever it was that kids at their ages and stages of development did, he wasn’t over-bothered. No doubt they would be drinking and smoking. Even heavy petting wouldn’t have surprised him given the manner in which couples seemed to be pairing up. Whilst he should have been concerned, he wasn’t. He smiled to himself as he filled his pipe, perhaps remembering his own youth, or it was more likely the prospect of a day out of the classroom he was looking forward to? The escape was as much a treat for him as for his delinquent and pubescent fifteen-year-olds. Provided they were all back on board for the last ferry back to Orford it would have been a day well spent.

         The ferry drew alongside the jetty and Reg White the ferryman intoned his well-rehearsed announcement regarding the rules and protocols of the island and the timetable of the return trips. The students disembarked and dispersed this way and that with their geography project files and packed lunches. Reg had been about to cast off and head back to Orford when a piercing ear-splitting scream sent a flight of Brent geese into the air creating their own cacophony. He’d ferried more than enough school trips to the island to recognise the sounds of kids larking about or even the distress call of a youngster stung by a wasp. This scream was in neither of those categories. This scream was a reaction to something frightening or even sinister. This was a cry for help if ever he’d heard one. With his reverie shattered Mr Ross set off with a gait somewhere between a rapid amble and a jog in the direction of the agonising outcry. With the boat secured the ferryman also took off in the direction of the drama and soon overtook Mr Ross along the well-worn path heading across the vegetated shingle towards the source of the lamentable howling. Reg the ferryman, Mr Ross and most of the kids who had responded to the clamour were gathering around the lifeless figure of a man, prostrate on the shingle wearing a red yachting jacket with a pair of binoculars slung around his neck. His staring eyes were wide open but seeing nothing. There was a small black hole in the centre of his forehead.

         ‘Stand back, stand back!’ Reg ordered. ‘C’mon, make way please.’ Not only was Reg the skipper of the ferry he was one of the island’s wardens. There was no doubt in his mind who should take charge of the situation, whatever it was. ‘Sir, take your party back to the jetty.’ Mr Ross began to usher his students back along the path. There was much speculation in hushed tones as the group was slowly herded back towards the river. One girl remained by the corpse sobbing as she struggled to return her camera to her rucksack.

         ‘C’mon Gail, you’ll be left behind,’ urged Mr Ross. Often accused of being teacher’s pet, Gail and Mr Ross had a familiar relationship in that they got on together very well. Mr Ross was very fond of Gail and didn’t like to see her upset. He gently put his arm around her shoulders in an avuncular gesture of comfort and walked her back to the group which was now gathering on the jetty.

         ‘I’ve never seen a dead body before,’ she sobbed.

         ‘I don’t s’pose you have my dear,’ acknowledged Mr Ross. He then went on to assess the situation with the ferryman and without hesitation they readily agreed that a return to Orford should be expedited forthwith. He tapped his pipe out on one of the jetty’s fenceposts to summon order and he addressed his class. ’Now, it would appear that we have stumbled across the unfortunate victim of a shooting.’

         ‘You reckon it was murder sir?’ queried one of the boys with a ghoulish grin.

         ‘That’s not for me to say, but it could be by the look of it,’ answered Mr Ross, who was now disappointed if not annoyed that his day out had been compromised. Furthermore, he was wondering what the blazes he would do with this group of kids for the rest of the day. Maybe Orford Castle he was thinking. ‘Anyway, look, be quiet please, we have to return to Orford. The island is obviously a crime scene and the police when they get here, won’t thank us for having trampled all over any evidence there might be. Mr White here, the ferryman says he’ll be suspending any further visits until he gets clearance to resume. Now, are we all here?’ The students, some of them complaining, others discussing what they had witnessed, climbed back onto January Storm and Mr Ross did a head count.

         
             

         

         To the casual observer Ben and his mum could have been taking a morning constitutional stroll around the village but they fully expected the alarm to be raised when the first ferry returned from the island. They were standing in the queue of intending passengers when the January Storm arrived at the waterfront. With the boat rafted alongside the ferryman was first up on to the quayside followed by the geography field-trippers and Mr Ross. Reg was clearly agitated and pushed his way through the few people waiting for the next crossing.

         ‘Sorry folks, no more trips today. There’s been a’ incident on the island and I’ve got to call the police. We’ve found a body, see.’ Ben took hold of his arm. Reg turned to face him.

         ‘Excuse me but I think I know who the body might have been. When you speak to the police tell them you’ve had an anonymous tip-off. Tell them to contact a Detective Inspector Cartwright at Thames Valley Constabulary.’

         ‘How come you seem to know so much about it? How come Thames Valley?’

         ‘That’s not important right now. Tell the local police to call DI Cartwright and to mention the name Jock.’ Ben thought he’d said enough – probably too much. He found Helen trying to console a group of girls some of whom were crying.

         ‘Time we weren’t here mum. Let’s go.’

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Five

         

         Despite the bright start to the day the skies had darkened and there was a feeling of rain in the air. In his ‘official’ capacity, Reg White had instructed Mr Ross and his students to await the arrival of the police and some of the group disappeared into the Riverside Café. After Reg had made his telephone call it was almost an hour before a police car arrived from Ipswich. A detective constable spoke to Mr Ross who was now feeling very important. Once the men from the coroner’s office turned up, they and the police boarded the ferry and Reg took them over to the island. By the time they returned with the corpse in a body bag, DI Cartwright and DC Davies had arrived from Kidlington. It was highly likely that the unmarked Ford Capri, driven by PC Andy Lewis had passed Ben and Hazel travelling in the opposite direction on their way along the A45 towards the Midlands. They had considered it prudent to distance themselves from the proximity of the crime and were heading for the village of Burton Overy and Hazel’s cottage. Ben’s wife Tina and his best mate Jamie were following in Ben’s MGB. Whilst on the one hand they were all mightily relieved in the knowledge that they would never have to worry about Duncan McClean ever again, they fully understood that inevitably there would be serious repercussions. After all, they were at the very least guilty of a conspiracy to murder and quite likely accessories to the crime as well. DI Cartwright would get to them soon enough.

         
             

         

         The men from the morgue, assisted by Reg White carried the body bag and its occupant from the ferry and loaded it into the coroner’s ambulance. The policemen stood in a huddle discussing what they knew and what they didn’t know.

         ‘OK Ray, let’s have a look.’ The two detectives from Kidlington walked over to the ambulance and flashed their warrant cards to the mortuary men. The phone call that Cartwright had received, and especially mention of the name ‘Jock’ had been sufficient to convince him that the body in the bag would be that of McClean. But, since neither Davies nor himself had ever seen McClean, either in the flesh or even in a photograph, they would be unable to make a positive identification. However, the contents of the dead man’s pockets were enough; a letter from Helen Blake, addressed to D McClean, c/o The Anchor, Woodbridge, a bottle of Moët & Chandon, a packet of condoms, a keyring with a couple of yale-type keys, and a motorbike ignition key. In the man’s wallet were his identity card and a significant amount of money.

         ‘Looks like our man Jock was hoping to get lucky!’ observed Cartwright.

         ‘Yeah, dead lucky,’ responded Davies with a rueful smile.

         ‘Now, has Andy done talking to the ferryman over there?’ With the deceased’s few belongings placed in an evidence bag, the body bag was rezipped and the private ambulance departed.

         ‘I don’t think an inquest will be needed. The cause of death is a bullet to the brain. A remarkably similar shot to the one which killed our Colin Harvey.’ Cartwright recalled that day just after Christmas when police motorcyclist Colin Harvey was leading the convoy taking Ahmed abu Mousa to Gartree Prison when both he, two prison officers and the Palestinian all lost their lives.

         ‘Same sniper, by the look of it. Bloody good whoever he is!’ Davies commented.

         ‘Don’t suppose we’ll ever find out,’ conceded Cartwright. ‘Now, let’s see what Andy’s got.’

         ‘This is Reg White, the ferryman, sir.’

         ‘What can you tell us Reg?’

         ‘Well, I remembers taking him over yes’dy afternoon. Quite ’stinctive in his red waterproof, and wi’ ’noculars an’ all. That’s his mo’bike over there, the Yam’ha. I thought it strange when I never brought him back yes’dy and specially when I sees ’is bike still there’ smornin’.’ Davies was making notes.

         ‘Did he meet anyone here or on the island maybe?’ Cartwright asked.

         ‘I reckon ’e might. There were a woman, see?’

         ‘Go on.’

         ‘Well, this woman, she went on the ferry afore ’im and she were still waitin’ on the jetty on the next run. Strange but the same woman, she were ’ere ’smornin’ as well. I’s sure I seen ‘er on the quay with a young bloke. ’E were ’er son ’e said. It were ’im what said I should tell the local coppers to call you.’

         ‘Can you describe her? This woman?’

         ‘Sort o’ fiftyish I reckon, very attractive woman. The bloke wi’ ’er were ’er son.’

         ‘Yes you said already. OK thanks very much Reg. You’ve been very helpful. Give me a call if you think of anything else.’ Cartwright handed him his card. Andy Lewis then made two further introductions.

         ‘This is Gail Read – she discovered the body, and this is Gail’s teacher, Mr Ross.’ PC Lewis introduced the schoolgirl and her geography master. They both made a brief statement and DC Davies had his notebook out again.

         ‘I took his photo.’ Gail announced quite proudly.

         ‘Sorry?’

         ‘I took his photo – on my camera like,’ she repeated.

         ‘Well done Gail. Could you send me a copy of the snap when you’ve had them printed please?’ Cartwright handed her one of his cards. ‘Let me know how much you have to pay and I’ll send you a postal order.’

         ‘Have you made a note of the motorbike’s registration number?’

         ‘Of course guv.’

         ‘OK – I think you know where we’re going next.’ Cartwright was summarising.

         ‘OK, judging by what I’ve read of this letter, Helen Blake and Jock were having a tryst on the island – travelled there independently. Jock then gets himself assassinated, possibly by an IRA sniper, before he gets to…’ he paused remembering the condoms ‘… drink the champagne. Helen Blake, can’t be any doubt it was her, comes back on her own but says nothing to anyone. Then she’s here this morning to see the body brought back. Seems to me she was being used as bait. So, we’d better go and have a word, yes? Doesn’t the son Ben have a place here? Coincidence? I think not. I don’t like coincidences.’

         Lewis asked for directions from an old woman walking her dog and given the short distance from the quay, the policemen walked to Lobster Pot Cottage. Cartwright knocked on the door. Davies walked around the property. There were no vehicles on the drive.

         ‘Appears there’s no one at home.’

         ‘What do you think Andy?’ Cartwright knew that his driver would be ahead of the game.

         ‘Burton Overy?’

         ‘You’ve got it exactly! Burton Overy please Andy.’

         ‘Guv’!’

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Six

         

         Back in her cottage in Leicestershire, Helen was reflecting on the way her life had become such a disaster.

         ‘I’ve already spent five years at Her Majesty’s pleasure in East Sutton Park women’s prison as a result of my previous association with Jock McClean. And where was he? Jock? Done a runner; managed one of his disappearing acts. I know I couldn’t cope with the guilty conscience, more than enough guilt for both of us. But had it been wise, confessing to the police to being an accomplice in a black-market enterprise and to harbouring a suspected murderer? Still, it was the best present ever when I was released from prison. To be reunited with my baby son Ben, now a man. What a chance encounter that was. Before that I don’t think either of us were expecting to see each other ever again. Why hadn’t I left him a note? Was it fair that Ben knew nothing of his mother’s imprisonment? Me, his mother just disappearing without a word. Chances are that I’ll be back inside before too long. Doesn’t bear thinking about.’

         Helen’s eyes were brimming with tears. The very soul of her subjectivity was brimming with self-pity.

         ‘Me and Ben are now extremely close. Why did McClean have to turn up yet again, plaguing our lives? Why had he become such a menace? What was he after? What did he want? Did he really love me? Why was he stalking the family and our close friends? Did he love me? Really? No, I don’t think so. I think he was trying to get at the money which was no more legally his than it was mine. Trying to bribe me with his will. Still, it had been Jamie, Ben’s closest friend since primary school who was coerced into the plot to rid us of McClean forever – not me, not Ben! I didn’t know Danny McFaddon. He didn’t know me. He was only using me in the IRA’s plan. It was always for the IRA. Not for me. How stupid was I? I was the bloody bait in the trap. I know Ben had always wanted to involve the police in the plan but Jamie and McFaddon had advised against it. Didn’t McFaddon tell Ben that he knew from first-hand experience that the police didn’t look favourably on assassination or any other form of execution or capital punishment? But me and Ben, vigilantes? It might have got McClean off our backs but…? What’ll the price be? Anyway, if the stupid police had caught him… we wouldn’t be in this mess. Incompetence! It’s their fault. The facts remain that the police have singularly failed in apprehending Mr Duncan Murderer McClean. What must it be? Must be over some seven years, he’s got away with murder including that of Ben’s dad. Ken! Ken Blake I still miss you sometimes. Poor Ben, brought up by his grandparents. Him and Tina, discovering his dad’s body floating in a lock on the Grand Union Canal. Why? Oh why did I allow myself to be talked into this? What next? And now McClean is dead.’
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