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It was the summer of 66, of youthful rebellion, of new found freedoms. They say “If you remember the Sixties you weren’t there!” Well guess again, unbeknown to Joe Dempsey and his friends, on the cusp of leaving behind their rebellious ways, they were about to embark on the long and perilous road of life.

Friday night started just like every other weekend, but before Monday rolled around Joe’s life changed in an instant. A simple glance across the dance floor, catching the eye of Grace, the most stunning woman he’d ever seen was just the beginning of a journey strewn with love, friendship, heartache, deceit, blackmail, betrayal, prison and finally murder.

Yeah, the Sixties were swinging and memorable in more ways than one.



		
	

1966
Chapter 1


He shielded his eyes from the early afternoon sun and stared up at the clock perched just below the tall steeple of St Andrew’s.

“Bob’s taking his time,” he muttered to himself. Then averting his gaze he concentrated on the dregs of his first light and bitter. Downing it in one, Joe contemplated whether to wait for Bob or get another. ‘Chances are he’ll arrive just after I’ve finished at the bar, he mused. ‘There’s no rush, its pleasant enough sitting outside in this July sunlight.’ Absentmindedly he toyed with one of the brightly coloured beer mats that adorned the wooden table. He placed it at the edge of the wooded bench and flipped it with the back of his fingers and caught it with his hand. He added a second, repeated the process, then a third, a fourth, a fifth. On the seventh flip he failed and the beer mats scattered across the wooden table and chairs before cascading to the ground.

World Cup Willie grinned up at him from every one of the Watney Mann beer mats. As he reached down to retrieve them he reflected that England were almost halfway there. A good result this afternoon would bring them one step closer to that coveted trophy. ‘Another week and we’ll know for sure,’ he thought and he wasn’t just talking about the World Cup. On the Friday before the final he had the dreaded driving test. Football was great, but the challenge of his third driving test eclipsed even that. What narked him the most, wasn’t the fact he was a damn good driver, but as an Air Cadet during his teenage years he’d had the opportunity to fly a light aircraft. He gave all that up when girls took up most of his time and attention.

Joe was twenty one, he was to all intent and purpose mobile. A two tone maroon and grey Mark 2 Ford Zodiac sat outside his mum and dad’s three bedroom council house. The chrome of the Lowline Zodiac sparkled like new, but then it would, he’d spent the best part of Saturday morning washing and waxing it. It was his pride and joy, a real eye catcher with the girls. He couldn’t wait to cruise the surrounding towns, arm resting nonchalantly on the open window, a casual leer in his eye. The girls, well he’d be fighting them off, at least in his dreams, he added. Now all that stood between him and driving heaven was the examiner; a symbol of much hatred over the last couple of months.

“You’re obviously doing something wrong,” said Dad.

“No, I’m not,” he’d snapped. “I’m a good driver, that’s what my instructor said. It’s just nerves, bloody nerves. I need a couple of pints inside me before I start.”

“That’s what you don’t need,” Dad said sternly.

“I was only joking,” he shot back immediately.

“That’s the trouble with you, you’re always joking. You need to take things more seriously.”

“Ah forget it.” Joe hadn’t meant to cause an argument, but there it was, and it wasn’t as if his dad could drive. Grabbing his jacket, he stormed out.

Joe looked at World Cup Willie, and thought about England’s game against Argentina. According to the papers they played dirty, “Nobby will give em a taste of their own medicine,” he mouthed into his empty glass.

“Talking to yourself again, first sign of age that is,” said Bob as he crept up behind Joe.

“Never mind me, it’s your round,” cried Joe, as he handed his friend the empty glass he’d been nursing.

Bob laughed good-humouredly, took the offered glass and hurried into the public bar. A couple of minutes later he emerged carrying two pints.

“Cheers,” cried Joe as he lowered his head towards the pint and took a sip. “Did you get those shoes you were after?

“Yeah got them in tan,” responded Bob.

“Jim will like these,” said Joe referring to the Chelsea boots, he’d pulled out of Bob’s bag.

“Yeah,” grinned Bob, “He had his eye on them last week.” Both chuckled. “We going back to mine to watch the match?”

“Yeah I reckon. Jim said he’d be here about one o’clock.”

“It’s ten too, now,” said Bob as he glanced at his watch. “If he turns up. We can stay til chucking out time, otherwise we’ll have to take the train and use Shanks’s pony.

“He’ll be here don’t worry.”

As if on cue, a Vauxhall Cresta sped into the car park of the Queen’s Head and screeched to a halt.

“I wish he wouldn’t do that, he’s liable to get us all barred if he ain’t careful,” said Bob.

“Are you gonna tell him, I’ll be fucked if I’m going too, said Joe, “I want a lift back to yours.”

“So do I,” replied Bob with a cheeky grin as he stood up and ventured into the bar to get Jim a pint of stout and cider. Their normal local was a few miles away in Ruislip, but on an occasion they’d do a bit of shopping in Uxbridge.

Jim grinned at Joe and sat down opposite. “Where did you get to last night?”

Joe laughed, “That would be telling!”

Bob reappeared seconds later with Jim’s pint. 

“Just quizzing Joe about where he disappeared too.”

“Let’s just say if I’d passed my test last month I’d have saved a lot of shoe leather.”

“But was it worth it?” asked Jim.

“I ain’t saying,” replied Joe.

“That means you got none,” laughed Bob.

“Sounds about right,” Jim added.

Joe just grinned. 

*****

Joe was right, the Argentina game was a bad tempered affair, resulting in Rattin being sent off. The booing’s and swearing from Bob’s parents small, but comfortable front room could be heard up and down the street. Bob’s mum raced around the living room closing windows in a vain attempt to muffle the sound. “I wouldn’t bother Marg,” said Bob’s dad, “I think I’ve got a couple of bottles of Brown Ale. I’ll go and get them. Be a dear, and get some glasses.” Marg gave her husband a mock look of disapproval, then dutifully walked into the kitchen to get them.

It was left to Jim to dampen their spirits as the friends and Bob’s dad celebrated the England win. “They gotta beat Portugal on Tuesday, then maybe they’ll have a chance. That Eusebio is pretty useful.”

“Yeah,” said Bob’s dad, “we shouldn’t count our chickens before they’ve hatched.”

“We’ll worry about that come Tuesday, in the meantime we’ve Saturday night.” said Joe, his eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“Yeah, what time are we meeting,” cried Bob.

“About seven, down the George,” said Jim.

“I ain’t staying there all night,” groaned Bob. “Who fancies the Top Rank,” he suggested.

“Nah, but I ain’t staying in the pub all night, what about the Starlight?” said Joe.

“What about the Starlight,” echoed Jim sarcastically?

“Yeah, we were there last night, when you disappeared,” added Bob suspiciously.

“You pulled that old sort, didn’t you,” laughed Jim.

“Nah, she didn’t want to know and she ain’t old either, she’s twenty eight,” said Joe defensively.

“She’d eat you for breakfast,” added Bob.

“I should be so lucky,” said Joe and laughed, “the Clay then.”

“The Clay,” came the reply. 

		
	

Chapter 2

Joe stared into the mirror, his face all covered in lather. His thoughts were of that magical Friday night. He’d seen her around the hall a couple of times, their eyes had locked then nothing. Fortified by six pints and a couple of whiskey chasers, his heart pounding, he finally asked her if she wanted to dance. To his surprise she said, “I’d love to.”

The band was playing “A Groovy Kind of Love” Wow he thought as he placed his arms around her. She smiled at him, adjusting his position as they danced. Joe usually came out with one liners but found himself slightly out of his depth. The girls he’d dated and associated with were just girls. The lady in his arms was one classy chick.

“What’s your name?” she asked?

“Joe,” he replied.

“I’m Grace.”

A little repartee between them ensued, then all too briefly the song ended. Letting her go was the hardest thing he’d had to do in a long time. He watched as she walked back to a small group of girls. His heart leapt when she looked back and smiled. Ribbed by his friends he made light of it, “Thought I’d give the girl a treat,” he said, though deep down he hated himself for saying it.

The music was noisy and wild as the boys retired into the bar at the back of the stage. The usual suspects were seated around the bar, including a morose looking Keith Moon, staring into his drink. Eric Sullivan as dapper as ever was sitting in a back booth, a double scotch in his right hand, an expensive Rolex adorning his left wrist. He beckoned the boys over. Eric with his bespoke suits and handmade shoes was the epitome of a London gangster.

“Get the boys what they want,” he motioned to the bartender. The boys huddled into the plush leatherette seating of the booth. “Okay lads, what’s happening?”

“Just the usual, nothing special,” replied Jim.

“Where’s Terry tonight?” inquired Eric, “Understand he wants a word.” “News to me,” volunteered Jim.

“Family, I think,” said Bob.

“Whatever it is, it’ll wait I guess,” said Eric, “Tell him to get in touch.”

Within minutes the crew were talking about the ducking and diving they’d got up to since last they’d met. Eric regaled his friends with tales of daring do in the London Underworld, which the boys lapped up avariciously. At twenty nine Eric with his London underworld connections had become a local celebrity at the George. At twenty six he’d left the hustle and bustle of London and moved to the suburbs, with his wife Gloria. He’d bought a small shop and dealt in antiques. It was proving a smart move as things in London were turning vicious. In March there’d been the shooting at Mr Smith’s night club in Catford: worse was to follow. A day later a known villain had been shot dead in the Blind Beggar pub in Whitechapel. Eric had his suspicions but he kept them to himself.

Joe had other things on his mind; namely the classy chick with the darkest shaggy mop of hair he’d ever seen. Without a word he casually wandered back into the ballroom. It was getting late and Joe hoped to ask her for another dance. If she knocked him back, he’d re-join Eric and the boys. Panic set in as he spied the crowd Grace had been with; she was nowhere to be seen. He scoured the room expecting to find her dancing too closely with another guy. Realising she wasn’t anywhere to be seen on the dance floor he looked again at her small bunch of friends. She still wasn’t there. He approached the girls and asked of her whereabouts.

“She’s just left,” said a tall blonde.

Instinctively Joe raced for the exit, he took the stairs three at a time. The cool of the evening air hit him and he realised he’d had too much to drink. He looked left then right.

“Shit!” he exclaimed, she was gone. Feeling a little unsteady on his feet he turned back to the club. Just as he was about to enter, from out of the periphery of his left eye he caught a glimpse of a figure across the road. He focused both eyes and saw it was the girl he’d danced with waiting at the bus stop. What he was going to say he couldn’t hazard a guess. He only knew he couldn’t go home without asking for a date. He staggered into the middle of the road, ignoring the honks of the occasional motorist.

“Be careful,” she cried as he had a near miss with yet another motorist. “I’m not too late am I, the bus should be coming along about now,” he lied.

“Its due in three minutes,” Grace volunteered, “but this isn’t your bus home, is it?”

Joe ignored the question, “Why is a pretty girl like you taking the bus home alone?”

“Because I’m a big girl now,” she teased.

“Why aren’t your friends with you?” he asked.

“They’re not really my friends, they’re girls I work with; they live in different directions from me.”

“Okay, but you shouldn’t be going home alone, it’s dangerous for a young girl like you.”

“Thanks for your concern,” she mocked.

Just at that moment the bus pulled around the corner. “I think I should walk you home anyway,” said Joe.

“That won’t be necessary, go back in and join your friends,” she said with a slight edge to her voice.

She stepped onto the bus and began to climb the stairs, leaving Joe standing on the pavement. The conductor dinged the bell. Which broke Joe’s paralysis, he grabbed for the pole and swung himself forward, within a few seconds he was climbing the steep narrow stairs.

Grace looked shocked as he emerged on the top deck. He smiled drunkenly. She smiled back, in truth she was a little flattered by his persistence.

Joe moved forward as the bus swayed and lurched. He reached for support and eventually swung into the seats opposite Grace. The bus conductor wearily climbed the stairs and asked where they were going. Joe insisted on buying both tickets. The moment the conductor descend the stairs Joe turned to Grace, “I’m a pest, I know, but I couldn’t let you go without asking you out.”

“We had one dance, I’m clearly much older than you.”

“I’m twenty two going on twenty three,” he lied.

“Yeah of course you are, I’m nearly thirty. Much as I find your attention flattering, I can’t go out with you.”

Joe looked crestfallen, and sat there for a moment thinking. “Okay I get it, you’re older, but I really think we have a connection. Go out with me next Friday, as a friend. Let me talk to you when I’m sober. If after that you don’t want to see me, I’ll understand.”

“Joe, you’re a nice young man, but it’s not possible.”

She remembered my name, he thought. “Nothing’s impossible Grace.”

For the next ten minutes they sparred around each other, until Grace said, “This is my stop.” She gathered her things and made to get up. Joe immediately started to rise, until Grace motioned for him to sit down. She smiled down at him then added, “No.” It was the finality of that one word that made him slump down into his seat.

He watched as she swiftly reached the stairs, Joe asked her again just as Grace started to descend the stairs. It was the desperation in his voice that made her look back at him. He gave her a cheeky grin. Another step down and he would vanish from her life.

“Seven o’clock next Friday, this bus stop. Just talk okay.”

His heart leapt, “I knew you couldn’t resist me,” he laughed.

She smiled back at him, without saying another word. Her heart saying why not, her head saying this was all wrong.

Joe remained on the bus to the end, only to find he’d missed the last bus home.

Wiping off the excess shaving lather, he stared at himself in the mirror. His image stared back at him. Did he look nearly twenty three, he mused? His hairstyle was more a throwback to the old Teddy Boys, albeit a little more refined, although the proverbial duck’s arse was immaculate, his sideburns were more Presley than McCartney. His blue eyes which held a hint of mischief also betrayed the fact that to a keen eye he still had a lot to learn. Joe consoled himself that his five o’clock shadow and his dark hair compensated for his lack of years. He began to have doubts whether Grace would turn up. He’d truly been smitten, something that had only happened to him once before, a few years earlier.

		
	

Chapter 3

The talk in the George was all about England’s win over Argentina and the forthcoming match against Portugal. As usual Joe and Bob arrived first.

“Get them in,” said Bob, “You might as well get Jim’s while you’re at it.”

As Joe began his order at the bar Jim walked in with Terry.

“Mine’s a pint of Red Barrel, said Terry with a grin.

“Full house tonight then,” replied Joe.

The boys sat and chatted for nearly two hours, mainly about football, Joe’s driving test and why Terry had been allowed out on a Saturday night.

“Her mum’s come to stay for a couple of weeks,” he volunteered.

 Usually Terry made most Friday nights, but because he had to pick Heather’s mum up from Euston he wasn’t out. Which was just as well thought Joe. Terry was four years older and a couple of inches taller, more importantly he had an eye for the ladies. He’d been married to Heather for four years, had two kids and another on the way. Getting Heather up the duff at twenty wasn’t what he’d planned, but then he’d always been a sucker for blondes. Things could have been worse. They had a three bedroom council house on a nearby estate, a two year old Rover 2000 and the best Blaupunkt radiogram that money could buy. At twenty five, Terry Richards took risks with everything, his job, his wife and his freedom. Getting a job as a warehouseman at B.O.A.C meant cheap flights to Spain and faraway places like Cyprus, it also meant he was in the land of temptation, and Terry was tempted.

“Eric was asking after you,” said Jim, “something about a bit of business.”

“He down here Sunday lunch?” asked Terry. “He didn’t say.”

“Well he knows where to find me.”

“You gotta be careful Terry,” warned Jim.

“I’m always careful.”

“Yeah sure you are,” added Bob.

The Clay Pigeon was a large pub, saloon and public bar, with a hall attached, which held dances every Saturday and Sunday nights. Jim swung the Vauxhall Cresta into the car park of the “Clay” and the boys poured out. Bob crouching down looked at his reflection in the passenger window of the Cresta. He reached for his comb and a couple of swift movements with it and his blonde locks were in place. At twenty one he was the youngest of the bunch by three months. Tall and wiry but rippling with muscles which he’d picked up on local building sites where he’d learned his craft as an hod carrier and general labourer.

“Yeah you’re beautiful, you tart,” quipped Terry.

“I don’t know about you guys, I feel tonight I’m gonna pull.”

“The only thing you’re likely to pull is yah prick,” laughed Jim.

Joe said nothing, him and Bob were best mates, having gone to the same primary and secondary schools. Bob, not thick by any means, just wasn’t the learning type, whereas Joe was a tool maker. He’d studied hard, worked as an apprentice at a local factory, his apprenticeship over he was now earning reasonable money.

The place was alive with rhythm and blues, not the boys favourite, but the birds seemed to like it. With a couple of drinks inside them, they started to mingle. Chatting with other groups of lads and generally hustling the girls. Trouble could and did on an occasion flare up on the dance floor, but not that often. Most troublemakers were bounced out pretty sharpish. Because it was local most people knew each other or were on nodding terms.

Satisfying themselves that the music and the lack of action wasn’t to their taste Joe, Jim and Terry retired to the saloon bar, while Bob hung back. Saturday night wouldn’t be Saturday night without trying his luck on the dance floor. He’d had an eye on some ginger sort and asked her to dance, not that Bob was that much of a dancer.

“You fancy a dance?” he asked.

To his surprise she took him by the hand and led him onto the floor

“Hey,” he cried, “My name’s Bob, I’ve seen you around a few times.” “Yeah, I’ve seen you too. I’m Rebecca, just call me Becky.”

“What’da yah thing of the band, Becky?”

“They’re alright I suppose,” she replied.

“Not really my kind of music, Stones are all right, but I prefer the Searchers.”

“I like Keith, not that keen on Mick. Hollies are good though,” said Rebecca.

“Yeah, seen the Hollies at South Harrow, they were brill.” Tired of endless chat about rock groups, he went for the jugular, “It’s hot in ere innit,” It was his standard chat up line.

“Yeah, it is a bit,” Rebecca responded.

“Fancy getting a bit of night air?” ‘Where did that come from?’ thought Bob. ‘I normally say, wanna go outside? I must be getting a bit refined in me old age.’

“Yeah okay, but no funny business.”

‘Get in my son,’ thought Bob. “Yeah no funny business.”

They had no sooner passed through the double doors when she grabbed a hold of Bob and tried to snog the face off him. He pushed her against the wall and responded.

“Not here,” she said breathlessly. Bob took the lead and led her into the darkest corner of the car park. Quickly they found themselves in the shadows, their bodies thrusting against each other, their hands all over the place. She was a live on, thought Bob. He broke away from her and fumbled in his pocket.

“You won’t need it,” she cried.

He gave her a look of incredulity, and in that moment he caught a look at her in the street light from across the road, her long red hair framed her face giving her a gentle but wanton look, creating an air of mystery. He couldn’t believe his luck, she wasn’t half bad. “What the fuck,” he cried as he undid his belt and shuffled forward with his trousers around his ankles. Within seconds he was inside her. He thought it would have been over in a flash, but the five or six pints helped to prolong his climax. When he felt the tell-tale signs, Rebecca shrieked with excitement and pressed her lips to his and thrust herself forward. Bob wanted to pull out but the sheer passion of their fucking made it impossible. Sweating and breathless they clung to each other until the euphoria seeped away.

A brief moment of quiet reflection followed as Becky fixed her clothing and Bob pulled up his pants and trousers.

“I’d better go and get cleaned up,” said Rebecca, “See you in the dance hall.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there in a while, gotta pop into the saloon bar, people to see.”

“I’ll be waiting,” she said, then slowly she walked back into the hall.

“Oh fuck!” cried Bob to himself. “What if I’ve got her pregnant?” He’d gone the whole hog, normally he’d have either used a Johnny or he’d have pulled out and cum against the car or down her leg. “Fuck, fuck, fuck.” He lit up a cigarette, took a deep drag and tried putting his life into prospective. He was too young to get married. He laughed at even contemplating it, he’d known the girl five minutes. What did that tell you? It might not happen, but knowing his luck. On the flip side she was a pretty good looking girl and mores the point she fucked like crazy. He could either cut and run, then again he could go back in the dance hall and see where that took him. But first a pint with the lads to gather his thoughts.

“Well, did yah score?” came the cry from the boys.

“Possible, if I work at it,” he lied.

“It was the tall ginger bird?” stated Terry. “I fancied having a go myself.”

“Leave it,” cried Bob too quickly, “I think I’m on a promise. Might walk her home.” ‘Where was all this coming from, normally I’d have breezes into the saloon bar, cocky as you like,’ he thought.

“I might still have a go at it,” continued Terry.

“Nah, leave it,” said Joe, sensing his best friend wasn’t telling all.

“I was only joking, wanted to wind him up.”

“Looks to me like you done the business already!” exclaimed Jim, “Judging from the flushed look on your face.”

Ignoring the comment, Bob said, “I’ll see you boys later,” then he grabbed his pint and walked out.

The coolness of the night air comforted him as he retraced the events that had so recently happened. She was a nice looking bird, and in truth he’d seen her down the Clay a few times. Yes he fancied her and if things hadn’t happened so quickly he’d have asked her out. That she fucked like crazy was a plus, but also a minus. “Oh what the hell,” he muttered as he took a swig and re-entered the dance hall

He spied her standing with some girls watching the group. “Oh, you came back,” she said.

“I said I would, didn’t I,” he shouted through the din of the band, then as if on cue they slowed things down a bit.

“You’d Better Move On.”

“Oh, I like this one,” and before he could say shit she had him in a clinch and pulled him onto the dance floor again.

“I thought you didn’t like Jagger?”

“I don’t, but I love this song.”

“Can I walk you home?”

“Where did that come from?” she exclaimed.

“What? Can I walk you home,” he repeated.

“Have you got a car? I live on the Race Course,” said Rebecca.

“Fuck,” thought Bob. It was a long walk from the Clay, to a council housing estate in Northolt.

“Nah, not at the moment. But my mates could give us a lift, he said innocently, but in truth he didn’t want that.”

“You gotta be joking, I ain’t getting in a car with four strangers.”

“We weren’t strangers a little while back,” he retorted.

She smiled, “We can catch a bus across the road, but it’s still a bit of a walk.”

“Why don’t we go now?” Bob said, nervous that she might change her mind.

Becky thought about it for a moment, “Yeah, why not!”

		
	

Chapter 4

Jim’s Vauxhall Cresta drove into the George car park and pulled in beside Terry’s Rover. It was five minutes to twelve, Sunday lunchtime drinking, the best two hours of quality drinking time. Two hours of chewing the fat, drinking beer and reviewing the weekend, before turning to the forthcoming working week. The boys got out and walked across the car park and joined Joe outside the pub’s double doors. Jim glanced at his watch as the sound of bolts being pulled back and the doors opened. “That’s what I call timing,” he announced as the boys walked through the open doorway.

“Anyone seen Bob since last night,” asked Jim. “Not usually this late,” he added glancing again at his watch. “A bit like you on Friday night,” he added.

“He’ll be here,” said Joe as he pulled a chair out and sat down.

“Talk of the devil,” cried Terry, as Bob breezed through the double doors, wearing the same dark blue suit he’d worn the night before. Seeing his mates he grinned before stepping up to the bar.

“Looks like he slept in that suit,” remarked Joe with a grin.

“Cheap suits don’t look much even when they ain’t bin slept in,” said Terry as he straightened his tie and brushed an imaginary piece of lint from his bespoke light grey suit. Nothing but the best for our Terry.

“Smug git,” mumbled Joe.

“I wonder whether it was worth it?” said Jim, eyeing the crumbled suit.

Joe laughed, “He looks like the cat that got the cream, dirty lucky git.”

Bob paid for his pint, turned and looked across to the table at an eagerly anticipating group that he called friends. He took a good swig of his frothy light and bitter, then poured in the rest of the bottle of light ale. He grinned to himself, they were sure going to be disappointed, thought Bob as he walked towards the table.

“I’ll get that,” said Jim as he handed Bob, half a crown.

“Cheers Jim.”

At half twelve on the dot, in walked Eric. Tall and roguishly handsome yet a devoted husband to Gloria, much to the disappointment of the ladies he brushed shoulders with. He glanced across, nodded an acknowledgement, ordered a double scotch with a single cube of ice then walked across and joined the boys.

“Bob’s holding out on us,” laughed Joe.

“Oh yeah,” cried Eric, “Come on Bob, put the boys out of their misery.”

“Nothing to tell,” replied Bob, enjoying the attention that last night’s escapade awarded him.

“We’re going to the flicks this afternoon,” said Joe. “You fancy joining us Eric.”

“No. Thanks for the offer, it’s not really my scene.”

“Count me out too,” declared Bob.

“He’s seeing that sort,” exclaimed Terry.

“Might be,” added Bob.

“He’s giving her one,” said Jim and Joe together. “There’s no other explanation!”

It was just before chucking out time when Terry pulled Eric to one side. “Got a big shipment of booze, they won’t miss a pallet. You interested?”

“How much are we talking about,” said Eric?

“I’d reckon around five hundred quid’s worth,” said Terry.

“Fifty alright with you? I’ll see to Harry’s end,” said Eric.

Terry was expecting a bit more, but he wasn’t going to upset the applecart, “Yeah fifty’s good.” The job was a piece of piss, no security cameras, well none that were working, but, he still felt a little resentful.

Eric never got his hands dirty. Harry was an old lag that Eric knew from the old days. He’d been around the block and back again. It was money for old rope. Eric had a lockup, a garage on a small council estate. Harry would pick up the booze, and deliver it to the lock up. A couple of days later Harry would deliver it to whomever Eric had sold it too. Yeah, Eric might look like a gangster, but he was smart with it, where ever possible he never got his hands dirty. Getting nicked for petty theft, still meant bird. Since moving from London, Eric had cultivated an image of respectability. Not to put too finer point on it, he had a couple of London’s finest, all too ready to do him a favour, plus the ear of certain members of the criminal underworld.

Eric liked Terry, he was a risk taker and in their game all you needed was nerve. He didn’t ask any questions, so he didn’t know any answers. Eric had big plans for Terry. The airport was ripe for abuse and getting riper. It was going through a transformation, a large cargo terminal was being built and should be up and running within a couple of years. There was big money to be had and Eric intended on getting his share, hopefully without breaking into a sweat.

		
	

Chapter 5

Sunday afternoon pictures was a tradition for the boys going back to when they were barely teenagers. Through the years they’d watched every Hammer horror that had been filmed, every western, Carry on, and the triannual Elvis movies. Jim the most avid filmgoer loved Westerns, in fact his Vauxhall Cresta had two wing mirrors set into a framework of two six-gun handles; to Jim it looked pretty cool. He’d studied hard at school and then college. Now a qualified electrical engineer, he found himself stuck in a rut, albeit with a decent wage, but now he was restless and looking for new horizons. He wanted to travel, he’d even thought about getting a job with Terry at BOAC, but his father had advised against it. Jim was his own man at twenty four but still living at home so he listened to what his father had to say, not that he always took his advice. On this occasion he did. “Yeah, you may be right about BOAC, but I’m still gonna put out feelers for something different.”

Jim picked Joe up a little after four o’clock and parked his car in the car park at the back of the Astoria. “Now we’re two, first Terry, now Bob,” he said as they paid for their tickets to see a double feature, “The Reptile” and “Rasputin, the Mad Monk.”

Joe laughed, “Terry yeah, but Bob I don’t think so. By this time next week he’ll be telling us all the gory details.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” replied Jim.

They both laughed as they walked into the cinema. They were greeted in the darkness by an usherette neatly dressed in a maroon uniform. In silence she shone her torch on their tickets then motioned for the boys to follow the dim light of the torch as she proceeded to walk down the aisle. The unmistakeable smell of the cinema invading their nostrils as they stared up at the big screen. Shipman and King were showing a trailer of the following week’s film. As they were being shown to their seats Jim asked Joe a question, “You’ve a decent job, have you ever felt like chucking it all in and doing something different?”

“All the time, but that won’t happen, my dad would go mad,” said Joe as he took his seat.

“Baby!” cried Jim.

The lights dimmed and the main features began. “You having a swift pint after,” enquired Jim.

“Yeah, I suppose, but I ain’t staying all night. Work in the morning.”

“Exactly!” said Jim sarcastically.

Three and a half hours later, they emerged from the darkness, “Well that was crap!” exclaimed Jim.

“It weren’t that bad,” replied Joe.

“You need to raise your standards, now let’s get that pint.”

Joe just smiled, ‘If Friday pans out the way I hope, my standards will go through the roof,’ he thought secretly.

Little did Joe and Jim know that Bob and his new girlfriend were up in the balcony, in the far corner of the back row to be precise? As it happened neither of them could give an opinion on the double feature as they were too engrossed in each other. Bob was feeling a little more relaxed than he’d been on Saturday night. On the bus home Rebecca had reassured him that it was the wrong time of the month to get pregnant, so he had no reason to worry.

“Can I see you again,” asked Bob as they reached the front door of Rebecca’s parents’ council house?

“If you’d like. Do you want to come in for a coffee, it’s a long walk home.”

Bob thought about it for a moment, there was the chance of a late bus, then he looked at Becky. “Why not,” he grinned as Rebecca made a shushing motion with her finger to her lips. She reached into her handbag and retrieved her door key. They both giggled as Rebecca fumbled with the key in the lock.

“Is that you Rebecca,” came a voice from upstairs.

“Yeah, it’s me Mum,” replied Rebecca. “Gonna make myself a cup of coffee, then I’ll be up.”

“You tell that boy you’re with, to behave himself.”

“Bob walked me home, just making him a coffee,” said Rebecca, “Anyway, how’d you know I wasn’t alone?”

“I wasn’t born yesterday. Don’t be too late for your bed.”

“Oh Mum.”

“Goodnight.”

It was two thirty in the morning before Rebecca came to bed, Bob had tried to join her. “Best not push it, Mum’s pretty cool, but she don’t like having the piss taken out of her. You can kip down on the sofa if you like, catch a bus in the morning.”

Bob overslept, the smell of bacon awakened his nostrils. This wasn’t what he was expecting, breakfast with the family. It seemed that seeing him asleep on the couch must have allayed Rebecca’s Mum’s fears. Sitting down to breakfast with the entire family was a bit daunting, but once Rebecca’s father asked him what he did for a living, things took on a life of itself. Tom laughed, “Been in the building game most all my life. Being a good hod carrier is one thing, but you can’t do that your whole life.”

“I’m doing okay,” replied Bob.

“You need to look to the future son. Learn a trade, electrician, plumber even a bricklayer, that’s what I did. Staying a labourer in the building trade is a mugs game.”

“I’ll bear that in mind,” he said.

After thanking Becky’s mum for breakfast he made his excuses and said he had to be going. Becky walked him to the front door. He hesitated for a moment then asked, “Look Becky are you free this afternoon?”

“Yeah, I guess so.”

“Good, then meet me around 4 o’clock at Ruislip station.”

Bob caught the bus and after giving his blonde locks a final comb in a shop window, he walked into the George.

		
	

Chapter 6

Much as beating Portugal 2-1 in the Semi Final was a reason to celebrate, Joe’s mind was elsewhere. Passing his driving test that Friday morning was uppermost in his mind, that and meeting Grace at the bus stop near Wembley. He had one more lesson just prior to the test and the use of the instructor’s car during the driving test. At a pound a lesson, driving a crappy Vauxhall Viva, Joe vowed that if he didn’t pass, he’d use his Zodiac the next time.

“I’m gonna pass,” he kept saying to himself. “I’m gonna pass.”

‘Oh shit,’ he thought, ‘that fucker failed me last time. I hate the bastard.’

The test was a nerve racking experience, Joe experienced a gambit of emotions, but although his inner self was raging, his outer remained calm.

A few questions at the end of the test and it was all over. The moment of truth was upon him. “You’ve passed!”

Joe stared at the examiner, unable to comprehend what he had said.

“You’ve passed,” he repeated and handed Joe the coveted pink slip. “Goodbye,” he added curtly and in one swift motion he was out of the car.

Joe could hardly believe it, he sat motionless staring at the pink slip. It was only when his instructor walked back to the car that Joe realised what had just happened.

“I passed!”

“Congratulations. Now shift over and I’ll drive you home.”

Joe wasted no time when the instructor dropped him off. He untied the two L plates attached to his gleaming Ford Zodiac. Since leaving school at fifteen he’d put some of his meagre wages towards the purchase of this car. His dad had encouraged him to save and had matched Joe’s savings in his Post Office account. For which Joe had been extremely grateful until the moment of truth when they arrived at the second-hand car showroom.

“That’s the car!” he said excitedly.

“Hmmm. It’s a bit big, don’t you thing,” said dad.

“No, it’s perfect,” declared Joe, a slight hint of panic in his voice.

“What about that one,” his father suggested.

“No way, I’m not buying a Ford Prefect.”

“I’m not sure that car is right for you,” his father insisted.

“Dad, you don’t own a car! How do you know what’s right for me?”

It took a stand up argument with his father before Jim who’d accompanied them to the showroom explained how much safer you were in a larger car. It was a hard fought victory.

*****

Now sitting inside the Zodiac, he was on cloud nine. Knowing he could now legally drive without an experienced driver sitting next to him, made him feel on top of the world. His thoughts quickly turned to Grace. He’d thought about her all week; now with his driving test out of the way he started having doubts. She was a classy bird, older than him by five or six years, he guessed. Would she have given him more than a cursory thought, be flattered and then laughed the experience off, or would she turn up? At least, he thought, if she doesn’t turn up, the boys would be none the wiser.

Washed and shaved, a dab of Cusson’s Imperial Leather, suited and booted, Joe left his house around six thirty, to a chorus of “Be careful,” from his mum, “keep your eyes on the road,” from his brother Bill and the proverbial “Don’t drink too much,” from his dad.

The petrol gauge read full, he checked his wallet, he had eight pounds and a ten bob note, more than enough he hoped, to impress the girl of his dreams.

His excitement gave way to butterflies in his stomach as he drew nearer his destination. His week of dreams could possibly be about to go up in smoke. He’d panicked earlier as he’d been caught up in the remnants of Friday night’s rush hour, but still arrived a few minutes early. She wasn’t there, he thought as he looked down the road towards the bus stop, then his heart skipped a beat, he spied a solitary figure walking towards the stop. His heart leapt, it was her. He slowed down and brought the car to a gentle halt, then leaned across and wound down the window. “Hi, you showed,” he said hoping to appear confident.

Grace looked taken aback, “You’ve a car!”

“Hop in,” he pushed the door open.

“Joe, it is Joe isn’t it.” She looked upset, a little worried. “Last Friday was a mistake. I only came to apologise for leading you on.”

Joe’s euphoria disappeared. “Can’t we just talk about it? At least give me five minutes.”

“I don’t think so Joe.”

“This is where we were last Friday. Five minutes,” he pleaded.

Grace looked up and down the street, “Five minutes,” she said as she stepped inside. “Very swish,” she remarked.

Joe was about to state his case when Grace said, “Drive, please drive.” The urgency in her voice jolted Joe into action. He slipped the Zodiac into gear and drove up the road, “Take a right,” she commanded. “Drive for a couple of hundred yards then turn into that car park.”

Joe did what she told him. He put the car out of gear switched off the ignition and pulled on the brake. “What’s with the cloak and dagger?”

“I’m married!”

Joe’s world crumbled. “But, I thought.”

“It’s my fault Joe, I was out with the girls from work. I was enjoying myself for the first time in ages. I saw you looking at me and I felt flattered. You asked me to dance. To be honest I was over the moon. I was being treated like a lady for the first time in years. I didn’t want the music to stop, when it did I felt very down. You were nice, you smiled at me and protocol told me to walk away. I glanced back and you smiled. I knew at that moment I shouldn’t be there, I was a married woman.

“You had every right, you hadn’t done anything wrong.”

“In your eyes maybe. I went back to the girls, made my excuses and soon after I left. Then you miraculously appeared braving the traffic, I felt my heart leap.”

“You still hadn’t done anything wrong.”

“Maybe so, but I did agree to see you, that’s where I went wrong. I should have told you I was married, but I was frightened you’d walk away. I didn’t want that. By saying no to your advances I believed I wasn’t doing anything wrong, but deep down I knew.”

“Okay, let me speak now. I’m a few years younger than you. I’ve been around the block a few times and like most of us I guess I’m searching for that one special somebody. That might not be you, I might have to search for a few more years before I meet my soul mate.”

Grace’s face twisted in anguish.

“What I do know is I’ve never met anyone like you and I’d like to get to know you better. If it means as a friend only, then so be it. Let the chips fall as they may. So how about using me as a sounding board and having a couple of drinks while you tell me all about you.”

“Oh my God, you are such a smooth talker!” She smiled, reached across and planted a kiss upon his cheek. “I’ll have that drink with you, but not here. Somewhere far, far, away.”

“Okay, I know just the place, only joking!” He laughed at her. She smiled back. Thirty minutes of chit-chat mainly about nothing followed until they found a small quiet pub nestling in the hills of the Chilterns.

		
	

Chapter 7

Terry, Jim and Bob glanced at the clock above the bar, it was just after eight and no Joe. They’d all heard the news about Joe passing his driving test, and half expected him to pick them up. When he didn’t show Jim spoke to Bob, “Are you sure he didn’t say anything to you.”

“Of course I’m sure.”

“Then something must’ve happened with that older bird last Friday, the dirty dog,” concluded Jim.

“He didn’t say anything to you on Sunday?” asked Bob.

“No, and where the fuck were you?

“He must have been screwing that ginger bird,” said Terry as he placed a tray of drinks on the table.

“She’s not ginger, her hair’s a deep red, and her name’s Rebecca,” said Bob.

“Deep red, get you, you queer boy,” laughed Terry. “I still might have a go at it!” he added.

“You can fuck right off Terry,” snapped Bob, “Or else.” The look he gave Terry spoke volumes.

“Easy, easy, just pulling your pisser!”

“Okay children! No point in falling out over crumpet,” said Jim.

“She’s got a name!” snapped Bob.

“Okay, change the subject, this bird Joe’s seeing, what’s she like?” asked Terry.

“Out of your league,” said Bob, still smarting about Terry’s remarks.

“Classy looking, not really Joe’s type,” said Jim.

“And you’d know all about classy birds,” chipped in Bob, glad the attention had switched to Joe.

“Oh yeah, you had a crush on that girl from the big house that went to private school,” added Terry.

“I ain’t seen her in ages,” replied Jim.

“You didn’t even ask her out, did yah?” goaded Terry.

“No, I didn’t, missed my chance.”

“She’d probably have said no,” said Bob.

“Probably, but I was young then, wasn’t sure of myself.”

Bob looked at the clock, it was quarter past nine and Joe hadn’t shown. It was two or three minutes later when Eric walked in with Gloria by his side, both looking like movie stars. He nodded to the boys, before seating his wife at a small table.

“Flash git,” said Terry.

“He owe you money?” asked Bob.

Terry ignored the question, “We staying here all night or are we going elsewhere?”

“If we win tomorrow, there’s bound to be some celebration, so I reckon I’ll stick here tonight,” replied Jim.

“Yeah, me too. Might be a heavy night,” agreed Bob.

“It’s alright for you two, I’m gonna be stuck with the missus and her mother.”

“Come off it Terry, if you wanted you could easily wrangle a night out,” said Bob.

Everyone knew that Terry had it made. Heather wasn’t a bad sort, quite nice looking really, her only flaw was she let Terry get away with murder

Half an hour later Eric rose from his seat and walked into the gents. Seconds later Terry got up, smiled and followed him.

“If I didn’t know better I’d think they were a couple of poofs,” said Jim. “As long as he’s washed his hands when he come out, he can get the drinks in,” laughed Bob.

		
	

Chapter 8

In a quiet corner of the quaint little pub in Chalfont St Peter’s, Joe listened intensely to Grace’s tale of woe.

“When I first met Sean, I fell head over heels for him. He was tall, worldly and ten years older than me. He was everything a woman could wish for.” Grace couldn’t help but notice Joe’s expression change. “Don’t forget I was very impressionable, after all I was only just eighteen. A week before actually.”

Joe smiled, “I can’t imagine you a love struck teenager.”

“Believe me, I was as green as grass, butter wouldn’t melt.”

For the next ten minutes Grace and Joe talked about the movies, the films they liked and just about anything than wasn’t directly related to Grace and her wonderful husband.

“Do you need another,” he indicated to her glass. “I’ll just get us a refill.” He walked across the flagstone floor, negotiating his way passed a couple of tables and stepped up to the bar. “Light and bitter and a vodka and lime, with just a cube of ice.”

While he waited for his order he glance across and gave her a little wave. He cursed himself for being soft. She was even better looking than he’d first thought. He began to doubt himself, what the fuck was she wasting her time with him for. Gathering his drinks he steeled himself for the walk back. Act casual, he kept telling himself. He needn’t have worried, she smiled as he placed her drink on the table.

“Right where were we?” he said, trying to appear worldly.

“I’m not going to lie to you Joe. Life with Sean was great. He took me to exclusive clubs and casinos in the West End. He showed me a side of life I’d never seen before. It was a whirlwind romance, he swept me off my feet. I loved him, he was so manly, so together.”

Joe was beginning to feel inadequate as pangs of jealousy set in.

“Within a year he asked me to marry him. I said yes, who wouldn’t, I felt like the luckiest girl alive. He was far more considerate than I expected. When my parents suggested we wait until I was twenty one Sean looked at me and said, “Why not, we’ve got the rest of our lives together. My parents loved him, he was the ideal prospective son-in-law.”

Grace stopped for a moment gathering her thoughts, she choked back an involuntary sigh, reliving it was becoming painful. She steeled herself to go on. “We got married at Caxton Hall just over a year later. Our future looked assured, we had a detached house, small but comfortable. Sean was in line for a promotion, the future was looking bright. When Sean suggested we try for a baby I was over the moon.” She smiled reassuringly at Joe, “Sorry.”

Joe forced a smile. “Go on.”

“We didn’t panic when nothing happened, but as month followed month, I noticed subtle changes in his demeanour and the way he treated me. Sean was always agitated. I told myself it was down to the sheer frustration and disappointment. We rowed constantly, well actually it was more Sean flying into a rage.”

“Just because you couldn’t conceive?” asked Joe.

Grace nodded, “I’d tell him, it’s nobody’s fault and it’ll happen in its own time. We just have to be patient.” Joe could see by the look upon her face that she was hurting inside. He tried telling her it was enough, but she shushed away his protest.

“He’d come back at me with, I don’t want parents at the school gates thinking I’m old enough to be a grandfather, fuck no!”

“Couldn’t he see how much he was hurting you?”

“I don’t think he cared. Things had begun to change between us, he’d stay out all night. At first he blamed it on the job, but as one disappointment followed another, he stopped with the reasons. I could smell the drink, the aroma of different perfumes. “It’s the job,” he’d cry. But I knew he was seeing other women. Then one night around two in the morning he burst into our bedroom, so drunk he could hardly stand. “I’m gonna make you pregnant even if it kills you!” Then he forced himself on me.”

Joe let out an involuntary gasp.

“I’m sorry Joe, I have to finish telling you everything. In the morning he was sorry and begged my forgiveness. I recoiled from him. He was not the man I’d married. It was becoming a living hell. A week later he came to me and said we should seek help. He had contacts with doctors at a nearby clinic close to Harley Street.”

Tears began forming in Grace’s dusky brown eyes.

Joe placed a hand upon hers, employing her to stop. She gave a small shake of her head.

“I was given a thorough examination and physical and they took all sorts of x-rays. We went back again a week later, they said there was a slight concern, something to do with my ovaries. They did another series of tests. All this time Sean was the man I’d married, kind and attentive. We were sharing a new experience together. I thought we’d turned a corner and somehow forcing himself on me had brought him to his senses.”

“I’m so sorry,” replied Joe, feeling a little out of his depth. He noticed a nervous twitch and her tears fell gently down her cheeks. “Grace, you don’t have to say anymore.”

She took a deep breath, “Oh but I do. Two weeks later the clinic sent us their report. My fallopian tubes were not functioning properly, which caused the doctor some concern. The follow up examination had found one of my ovaries had stopped working while the other was damaged. The chance of me becoming pregnant was zero. I was devastated. But instead of giving me the support I needed Sean went into his shell. He didn’t seem to understand or care how I was feeling. Our life hadn’t been great up until then, now it came crashing down with a vengeance.”

“The bastard,” exclaimed Joe, a little too loud.

“Shush,” she said and placed two fingers gently across his lips. “I understand your anger, but as my friend,” she squeezed his hand gently, “you need to let me tell you all of it.”

Joe nodded, took a sip of his beer and felt really foolish.

“The problems in our marriage spilled over into his job. Two or three cases folded partly because he’d dropped the ball. He was passed over for the promotion. His future career in the Metropolitan Police was put on hold.”

“He’s a copper!”

“Detective Sergeant in the Flying Squad. That’s why I didn’t want to meet you. He can be very bad news!”

“Okay, I understand. But why have you stayed with him. Has he changed?”

“He’s changed alright. He’s become cold and distant. He blames me for everything. He treats me like dirt, like I’m his property. Our marriage has become a sham. I’m nothing more to him than a charade. The Met’s social gatherings are a place for him to mix with the top echelons of the force, networking he calls it. Having a sound marriage is important to the top brass and his chances of a promotion.”

Grace’s voice was rising almost hysterically, “Most of the time I’m living a lie, while he’s hardly at home, spending most of his time either catching crooks or he’s fucking any number of women.”

A number of pub customers turned their heads. Grace rose from the table, her face flushed with embarrassment. “I think we should go, this has been a mistake!”

Joe looked stunned at the outburst. “Okay, he said, still a little shell-shocked from Grace’s revelations.

Within seconds they exited the pub and ventured across the road to the car park. As Joe opened Grace’s door she turned and faced him.

“So Joe now you know why I can’t see you. He’s a very dangerous man, you don’t know what he’s capable of.”

She climbed inside and Joe quickly raced around to the driver’s side, a dark thought entering his head.

“Has he hit you?” he asked as he closed the door.

Grace hesitated.

Joe fought to contain his rage, he knew that to go off half-cocked would show Grace his immaturity. “The fucker doesn’t deserve you.”

Grace gave half a smile.

“Don’t take this the wrong way, I want you to be honest with me. How old are you?”

Grace looked puzzled, “I’m twenty eight. Why?”

“I’m twenty two” he lied, just a white lie he told himself, “I’m twenty three in September.”

“The difference in our age doesn’t matter, you’re my friend.”

“I want to be more than a friend. I’ve known you only a few hours, but I’m hooked.”

“That’s very sweet, but I don’t think you understand.”

“I understand enough. Daft as it sounds, I think I’m in love with you.” The words were out, he’d been struggling to restrain them all evening.

Grace smiled, sighed and smiled again. “Yes it does sound daft, you can’t possibly be in love with me. Joe you’re a nice man, yes I believe we are attracted to each other, but attraction isn’t love.”

Joe had a wounded look in his eyes, his stomach churned. He wanted this woman more than life itself. He couldn’t give up without a fight. In desperation he played his last hand. “Answer me one question. I haven’t stopped thinking about you since we met, have you thought about me?”

Grace looked sad, uncertain and unsure what to say next. Through the illumination of the street light Joe saw Grace’s eyes overflow with tears. Her guard was fully down, she looked vulnerable, his heart felt like breaking in two. “Yes,” she said softly, “every day.” Joe slid along the leather bench seat of the Zodiac, put his arms around her and stared into those glistening dark eyes and leaned forward. Grace reciprocated his advance. Their lips grew closer, they were past the point of no return. Their lips met softly and their world changed in that unforgettable moment.

		
	

Chapter 9

“They think it’s all over, it is now,” those words took on a life of their own. England had just won the World Cup Final, and the boys were going out to celebrate, along with millions of England fans up and down the country. Terry had told Heather he was going out with the boys to celebrate. As usual, as long as there was a good excuse she’d let him go.

Washed and shaved, Terry added the finishing touch as he combed his premature blue grey hair back and admired the distinguished look it gave him. “I could kiss you,” he said to his reflection. His clothes for the night were all neatly lined up on his bed. He was looking to have a good time and if there was any chance of pulling a bird he was up for it. ‘Nothing like a bit of stray,’ he thought.

Heather was getting the kids their tea, while her mother was wearing out her welcome. There was nothing like your mother telling you what you already knew, Heather gave her a withering look.

“You let him have too much of his own way. Nothing good will come of it, mark my words.”

“He’s a good husband, he provides for me and the kids, said Heather.

“No more than he should.”

“You shouldn’t say that mum, he’s taking us all for a meal at the Swan and Bottle in Uxbridge tomorrow evening, it’s a Berni Inn,” she said proudly.

“He’s flush.”

“He got a bonus in his pay last night, Terry works hard, shift work’s no joke and nights are a killer,” said Heather, with an edge of impatience creeping into her voice. ‘Another six days,’ she thought wistfully.

Joe picked Bob up at seven. “About time I got to be driven around in this heap,” said Bob.

“Great game, weren’t it?”

“Yeah, great game,” replied Joe with no real enthusiasm.

“What’s got into you?” asked Bob.

“I’ll tell you down the pub.”

“Can’t wait,” said Bob with a hint of sarcasm.

Minutes later they stepped into the George saloon bar. They ordered their drinks and sat down in a far corner, away from prying ears. “Okay, what gives? You were obviously seeing that bird from the Starlight.”

“Yeah I was, but it’s not what you’re thinking. It’s complicated,” said Joe.

“Oh fuck! She’s married!” exclaimed Bob.

“Why’d you say that?”

“I might not have the education that you have, but it don’t take a genius to work that one out.”

“You’re my best mate, what I tell you, stays between us,” said Joe

“That goes without saying.”

“Bob, I’ve never met anyone like her. She’s gorgeous!”

“Yeah, they all are, replied Bob. “Get on with it before Jim and Terry arrive.”

“She’s married, but not happily.” Joe looked at Bob, he wasn’t sure he should continue, but he needed to tell someone. “We haven’t done anything yet. I’ve only kissed her,” he paused for the briefest time, “it was the most wonderful moment of my life.”

“Oh for fuck sake, have you heard yourself.”

“Yeah, I know I sound daft, but I can’t help it. I love her.”

“You think you do, once you do the business you might think otherwise,” said Bob. ‘Who the fuck am I to give advice, no one’s more cunt-struck than me,’ he thought.

“You’re wrong Bob, believe it or not, but she’s the one.”

“Okay, so I’ll go along with you. First, you’ll be involved in a messy divorce, then if you come out of that with anything more than pocket change, what happens then?”

“It’s early days, we’re taking it slow.”

Bob laughed, “You might be taking it slow, but me, I’m in the fast lane.”

Joe relaxed, “Yeah, I forgot, you’ve tied yourself up with a fiery redhead. Be careful, you don’t want to end up like Terry.

“Did someone call my name, mine’s a Guinness and bitter as you’re in the chair,” laughed Terry as he and Jim crashed through the double doors.

“And a stout and cider,” echoed Jim.

Moments later they were all sitting huddled together talking about the match, “Stuffed the Germans good and proper,” laughed Bob.

“Don’t care what they say, Hurst’s goal was over the line,” said Terry.

“Didn’t matter in the end,” added Jim

“Time to decide where we’re off too. I fancy the Oldfield,” said Terry, “last time I was there, it was wall to wall crumpet.”

“We ain’t been to Top Rank in Watford for a while,” suggested Jim.

“Chances are we’re gonna have a skin-full, so I reckon we should stay close, maybe the Clay.”

“You just want to check that your bird ain’t putting it about!” laughed Terry.

“Fuck off,” cried Bob. In truth, Terry had hit the nail on the head.

“I’ll go along with where ever you decide,” volunteered Joe. Since his night out with Grace, he’d no desire to chat up girls.

“The Oldfield, it is then,” announced Terry, “Seeing as no one can decide, plus it’s closer than Watford.”

“Bob looked aggrieved, but said nothing.

“We’ll go in my car,” said Terry. “But I have to warn you, if I pull, you’re all walking home.”

“We’ll meet you down there,” said Joe. You ain’t likely to pull, but if you do, I ain’t walking. You riding with me Bob?”

“Yeah.”

“Thanks a lot, leaving me with Romeo,” cried Jim as he glanced at Terry.

The Oldfield was heaving. It was as Terry had predicted, wall to wall crumpet. He wasted no time chatting up the ladies, mainly because shift work and family life got in the way far more than he liked. At twenty five, Terry was tallish, good looking and above all confident. His looks and his easy charm, made him a hit with the ladies wherever he went. Dressed in the latest style, with his blue black hair swept back, exposing a manly forehead, he had it made.

‘But,’ as Bob reflected, ‘he got caught at such an early age,’ It amused him. Terry was a good mate, but he could irritate the fuck out of you, on an occasion.

After negotiating his way around the dance hall and the bars, searching for but hoping not to see Becky, he relaxed. She’d told him she was babysitting at her sister’s. She’d even asked him if he wanted to join her, he declined, hoping the footie would live up to expectations. He’d told her he thought he and the boys would probably end up at the Clay, so ending up at the Oldfield and bumping into Becky would have been awkward. He’d known her barely a week, but had found himself looking forward to being with her. He thought of how Terry had messed his life up. He hoped his didn’t end up the same way. Becky was wild and free; sexually her behaviour was exciting and he couldn’t get enough of her. His only fear was that he didn’t know whether he could trust her.

He looked at his best friends, there was Terry, trying to squeeze every bit out of his life, Jim the strong silent type, good job, earning decent, but of late, looking for something else, but what. Finally there was Joe, his mate since primary school, head over heels in love with a married woman, love-struck or what.

Then the inevitable happened. The evening was jumping, everyone was happy until Terry tried pulling this little blonde. He as usual was winning her over when her bloke a tall hefty Scotsman, came back from the bar. He took her by the arm and pushed her towards the bar. Terry realising the situation and not wanting to get his face smashed in, backed away.

“Sorry mate, my mistake!”

“Yeah it was pal!”

Terry never saw it coming, the Jock landed a haymaker to the side of Terry’s jaw. He went down like a ton of bricks. The big Scotsman turned and had begun walking back to his girlfriend when Terry picked himself up.

“That the best you can do?”

“Oh fuck” thought Bob.

“What the fuck did you just say?”

“You heard. Besides your girlfriend has already given me her phone number,” he lied.

The Jock glanced at his girlfriend, then in a mad rush, as Terry expected he charged. Terry cool as you like sidestepped and kicked the legs from under him. The Scotsman’s momentum sending him crashing to the floor. Terry was on him in an instant, landing blow after blow. He needed to finish it as quickly as he could, before the big man got his second wind. The element of surprise only works once.

Before he could finish the man, a bouncer had lifted him off the Scotsman and was marching Terry to the exit.

“Time we went,” said Joe as the three of them followed the bouncer to the car park.

Terry got a couple of smacks from the bouncer, before Bob grabbed the bouncer’s arm. “That’s enough, we’re going.”

The bouncer glared at Bob and saw the wild look in his eyes. His job was done, no point in escalating the situation. “Get on your way! That fucking mad Jock will be baying for your blood, now fuck off!”

Joe had already read the situation, and was now reversing his car back to the boys.

“Get in now!” he screamed.

“What about my car,” shouted Terry?

“Fuck your car!” said Bob

“Jump in, we’ll come back for it!” added Jim.

The Zodiac burning rubber sped out of the car park with the Scotsman and five of his mates shouting and hurling pint glasses at the speeding car.

The noise inside the Zodiac was deafening. The laugher and bravado took a while to calm down but eventually was replaced by a more sombre reflection of the night’s events.

“If that fucker had got hold of you, we’d be visiting you in hospital!” laughed Jim.

“Why the fuck did you taunt him about his bird,” asked Joe.

“It seemed like a good idea at the time, and besides the fucker hit me first. Now can’t we circle back so I can get my car?”

“Give it a few minutes, then how’s about a Chinese,” suggested Joe.

“Yeah, a good idea, oh and by the way, I didn’t think you had it in you,” laughed Bob. “I suppose on the plus side we ain’t visiting the Oldfield again anytime soon.”

		
	

Chapter 10

Jim pulled into the George car park and was surprised that Terry’s Rover wasn’t in its usual place. Then he remembered Terry was spending the entire day with his family. Joe should be arriving soon, he thought. When Bob breezed in at half past twelve Jim was feeling agitated. “Where is everybody?”

“Everybody is me,” said Bob, “Terry’s playing the family man and as for Joe, fucked if I know.”

“Maybe he’s seeing that new bird.”

“Possibly, but I doubt it,” said Bob.

“What do you know that I don’t?”

“Nothing. All I know is it’s a bit complicated.”

“She’s married. The dirty lucky git!” exclaimed Jim.

“He don’t tell me anything anymore.”

Jim was a thinker, a dreamer even, but above all he had an itch that needed to be scratched. His friends didn’t see it, but each of them was going on their own journeys. He’d been thinking about it for some time, but with Terry domesticated, well at least as domesticated as Terry could be, Joe besotted by some woman that would eventually blow him out, the writing was on the wall. As for Bob, he didn’t know it yet but he was very soon to follow Terry to that prison called marriage.

Eric walked in around twenty past one and sat down with the boys. “What’s up?” he asked.

“The future,” said Jim.

“Go on, I’m intrigued.”

“You’re married, you’ve a decent house, you’re well dressed and money doesn’t seem a problem. What’s your secret?”

“Don’t get caught,” laughed Eric.

“No, I get that Eric, but what is it you’re striving for?”

“Fuck me Bob, who pulled his chain?”

Jim ignored Eric’s quip, “You don’t get it. I don’t want to be here in this boozer doing the same things, day in day out, in ten years’ time.”

“Ambition! That’s what you’re talking about. I get it,” said Eric. He took a sip of his scotch, savouring the taste as the warming liquid went down. “I ain’t knocking you guys, but you’ve had a relatively easy life. Me, I was brought up in the East End, didn’t have two farthings to rub together. I started nicking when I was four years old. A clip round the ear, if I was lucky, the strap if I weren’t, taught me one thing. If there’s something I want, go out and get it, just don’t get caught. Most of my mates did bird, partly because they couldn’t care less or they were plain stupid. I learned early on the art of stealing. It’s simple, look at the Great Train Robbers, where did they go wrong. The greatest heist in history, but their plans were flawed, they got caught!”

“I ain’t talking about stealing, I’m talking about life,” said Jim.

“It’s the same Jim. Whatever you do in life, someone always gets hurt. The secret is making sure it ain’t you.”

“Who wants another beer?” cried Bob.

The theoretical discussion met its end.

Jim arrived home for Sunday roast with his mum, dad and his sister Pauline none the wiser. Apart from his desire to do something different. He’d always been a saver, in fact his pride and joy the Vauxhall Cresta, had been his first project in the art of saving. Jim had always worked. From the paper round, to sweeping up at the local shops, to being kitchen staff in a nearby hotel, all before his fourteenth birthday. He supplemented his wages as an apprentice with two or three different part-time jobs. Now earning a decent wage he’d spent most of his spare time with the boys, the occasional girlfriend, drinking, smoking and raising hell. One girl in particular had caught his eye, he’d first noticed her as a school girl, because her uniform was different to others from surrounding schools. He soon learned it was a private school, that and the fact she lived in a big house on one of Ruislip’s prestigious roads. She was definitely out of his league. Years later he met up with her at a dance at Harrow Tech, where The Who were playing. They chatted for a while, she seemed nice and friendly, but just as he was getting into his stride she was swept away by some of her Hooray Henry friends. Out of her league, he might have felt, ‘but one day, one day,’ he thought.

“I’ve made a decision,” he announced, just as mum served up the roast lamb.

“Oh!” exclaimed dad, “What’s that then?”

“I’ve decided against giving up my job, at least for the foreseeable future.”

“Glad you’ve come to your senses,” said dad.

“I’m going to buy a house!”

Mum and dad looked at each other, then at Jim, a shocked expression on both of their faces.

“I thought you’d be pleased?”

“We are son, but it’s a lot to take on.”

“Does this mean I get your bedroom,” said Pauline his soon to be teenage sister.

“Quiet!” said mum, “Let Jim explain.”

“Yeah, I know, but I’ve been thinking, most people my age start thinking about getting married. No, before you jump to conclusions I think I’m a little too young to settle down yet.”

“Oh, thank God for that,” said his relieved mum.

“Some of my friends, like Terry either get a girl pregnant and apply for a council house, or they get married and take on a mortgage. My idea is different. First I’ll apply for a mortgage, I’ve got my saving to put down on a deposit. My job is secure. That’s my first step. Second step, find a suitable two, three bedroom terraced or semi at the right price, then do the place up. Third step, once it’s done up, I’ll rent out a room or two, depending on how things are at the time.”

“Blimey, you’ve given this some thought,” said dad.

“Yeah I’ve been thinking of this kind of project for some time,” he added. Having listened to Eric at lunchtime, he realised that following his example would either land you in prison or worse. He could see that within a couple of years things would begin to change and although he’d known the boys most of his life his idea of the future was vastly different.

*****

A few hours earlier Joe pulled up at the gates to a park in Wembley. He turned off the ignition, glanced at his watch and waited. He’d hastily said good night to Grace on Friday night and asked when she could see him next. A brief kiss, “Do you know the rear entrance to Barham Park,”

“No, but I’ll find it,” he’d whispered.

For five agonising minutes he worried that he’d got the wrong entrance. Then he spied a woman heading in his direction. ‘That can’t be her,’ he thought, ‘she’s a dog walker.

His heart skipped a beat as he realised the woman with the headscarf was indeed Grace. Furtively she looked around then both her and the Corgi leapt into the front seat of the Zodiac. “I can’t stay long, Sean’s with a colleague at his club. He’ll expect me home before he gets back.”

“I’m so glad you came,” he said as he put the column change into gear and drove away. Joe smiled at Grace and his heart turned to mush. He drove around for a time, wasting the precious minutes they had together, before pulling into a car park. He turned off the ignition, slipped the column change into neutral and pulled on the brake. He turned towards Grace and stared into two pairs of dark brown eyes.

“This is Dusty!” exclaimed Grace.

Within moments Dusty was transferred to the passenger foot well. Joe reached under the seat and pulled a lever which sent the bench seat sliding back. He moved close to Grace and she responded. They embraced and Joe kissed her softly. Their embrace and kiss lasted an eternity before both of them came up for air

“Oh Joe, if only we’d met years ago, things could have been so different.” Joe grinned, “If we’d met years ago, I’d have been in short trousers.”They both laughed, the elephant in the room long gone. “Seeing you is all I’ve thought about the whole weekend.”

“Likewise,” replied Joe.

“Seriously, this is madness. He’d kill you!”

“Madness, but worth it,” said Joe. “You told me you feel nothing for him. Yet you’re still with him? To me it’s simple. File for a divorce, do whatever you have too.”

“If only it was that easy. On the surface everyone thinks we’re the perfect couple, but we’re not. He’s got lawyers in his pocket, he could tie me up with legislation for years.”

“What if we make it public?”

“Don’t even think like that!” she cried. Joe’s outburst had suddenly brought clarity to their situation. Although a man in size his immaturity was clear for her to see. It was sheer madness. “We’ve known each other for a week, not even that. This isn’t working. I thought you’d understand. It’s my fault I should never have agreed to see you.”

“Don’t say that Grace.”

“I’m sorry, you’re a nice man, but I couldn’t subject you to Sean, he’d eat you alive. I don’t know what I was thinking. Take me back.”

“Sorry! I’m sorry, it was a dumb thing to say. I want you, and I believe you want me. Please don’t throw us away.”

Tears fell from Grace’s eyes, smudging her makeup. “If things had been different…” Words weren’t enough. “Take me back.”

At the gates of Barham Park, he tried one last time. “Don’t give up on me.”

She smiled leaned over and kissed his cheek. “I’m sorry.” Then her and Dusty quickly climbed out and walked briskly through the gate entrance. Joe watched through teary eyes as his world was shattered into tiny pieces.

		
	

Chapter 11

Friday 12th August changed many lives. It was all over the news by 6 o’clock. Three police officers had been gunned down on the streets of Acton. After the euphoria of the World Cup, England descended into darkness. Joe had never had bad thoughts about anyone, but for the briefest of moments as he scanned the newspapers, he hoped one of those police officers was Grace’s husband. He’d been in a dark mood for the best part of two weeks. Bob had tried talking to him but to no avail, Jim was wrapped up with buying a property, but Terry seeing his mate so forlorn decided on direct action.

On the Saturday afternoon he contacted Eric.

“What the fuck are you calling me for? Have you read the papers?”

“Yeah, it’s nothing like that. That bird Joe pulled at the Starlight, she’s given him the elbow. But all he does is mope about.”

“Tell him to grow up!”

“We’ve tried all that. You see, her husband is a copper, his first name is Sean and he’s a detective sergeant in the Flying Squad: he’s in his late thirties. Oh and his wife’s name is Grace.”

“So, what’s that to me?”

“Can you make enquires as to what this geezer’s full name is, and where they live.”

“You want a lot!” exclaimed Eric. “My best advice is for you to tell Joe to forget about her. Coppers is bad news.”

“Just make enquires, I’ll owe you.”

“You bet, you’ll owe me. I ain’t making promises, I’ll see what I can do.”

A massive manhunt had begun. Two of the three men suspected of the murders were apprehended within a couple of days. Harry Roberts’s name was on every policeman’s lips. He’d gone to ground literally. Police leave was cancelled for the foreseeable future as they began the search.

“Bob, a word!” cried Terry

“Yeah, what do you want?

“It’s Joe, I asked Eric if he had any contacts who could find out where this bird lives.”

“What good will that do?”

“If Eric comes up with the goods it might help Joe to realise he’s backing a loser.”

“Okay, but don’t mention this to anyone, least of all Joe.”

“Do you think I’m daft?”

“I won’t answer that,” laughed Bob.

*****

Jim had made tentative enquires with his bank and a local building society. He met with negativity at his branch, the manager of his bank said, “Usually we have young couples coming to see me. They have what they believe is enough of a deposit. Sometimes the hard facts put them off. It is an important step and shouldn’t be taken lightly.”

‘Pompous old git,’ thought Jim. “How far will one thousand go towards a deposit?” The bank manager looked surprised. “Check my account.”
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