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            Subdue by terror the enemies of liberty and you will be right, as founders of the Republic.

            Maximilien Robespierre
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            Terrorism is a terrible weapon but the suppressed poor have no other.

            John-Paul Sartre
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            Only in it fae the money!

            Duncan ’Jock’ McClean
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            Retribution

         

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

         Retribution is a novel in its own right although it is sequential to my first, Easier Than it Seems.

         
             

         

         Bob Bennett

      

   


   
      
         
            The Author

         

         Born in Leicestershire just after WWII Bob trained as a classical musician and spent his working life as a professional performing musician, music teacher and most recently in London’s West End as a full-time official of the Musicians’ Union. He is now retired and lives on the beach in Suffolk.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter One

         

         It was 1972 – Monday morning 4th December. It was cold and wet. It was dark as is only to be expected at this time of year and Ben Blake stood on Platform 2 at Ipswich railway station having just arrived on the 05.34 local service, the so-called Rattler, on time for once. The branch line had been reprieved from closure which had been recommended in the infamous Beeching Report in 1963 but only after a hard-fought campaign by the East Suffolk Travellers’ Association. The station clock said 06.12. Why, he pondered rhetorically, in the name of all that’s righteous, should he be obliged to drag his sorry carcass from a warm bed at such an unearthly hour, more often than not with a hangover which varied on the severity scale? Invariably the mainline service to London was late or even cancelled. But he knew the answer to his own question. He needed to get to work. His position at the Royal Academy of Music had been hard earned and he didn’t want to jeopardise it. Probably of greater importance from Ben’s perspective was the need to earn a living to support the way of life he and his wife had chosen to live since leaving their native Leicestershire. The home he now shared with Tina was a quaintly named cottage, The Lobster Pot, located in the village of Orford just a short distance up the River Ore from the estuary with views towards the bird sanctuary on Havergate Island, Orford Ness Lighthouse and the North Sea beyond. It was proving expensive to maintain but worth every penny if only for the isolation and the air.

         As he contemplated their lifestyle, Ben gazed into the station’s dim lighting reflected in the puddles. He wondered whether they would have been better off staying in Burton Overy in his mother’s cottage. ‘Sweet Memories’, the Roy Orbison song, drifted through his musings. Certainly the prospect of travelling to London was not one he relished, especially on a Monday. He hoped he would get a seat on the train. At least seated he would have an opportunity to sleep, perchance to dream. His reverie was interrupted by the station announcer, clearly a grade II glockenspiel player, he thought as she chimed the C major triad. Then, to the accompaniment of white noise came the distorted delivery of the all too familiar ‘British Rail East Anglia Region apologises for the delay…’ Even before the end of the announcement the crowded platform gave voice to their reaction. A C minor triad would have been more appropriate, Ben thought. The commuters’ incantation was hardly reminiscent of ‘The Chorus of The Hebrew Slaves’, thought Ben. However, the lyrical sentiments, accompanied by colourful expletives based upon the lines of ‘Oh, for goodness’ sake, not again’ somehow prompted a flashback to a recent production of Nabucco that he had seen at The Coliseum. He was reminded of music’s power to articulate political sentiment in a far more vociferous manner than anything else he was aware of. Anyway, what to do? Not a lot of options. Late again, that’s all.

         Then, as in a vision, there she was. He caught sight of her over the tracks on Platform 3. She stood with her back to the weather but, even in the poor light, Ben could see she carried a briefcase in one hand and her kiosk coffee in the other. ‘I bet it’s cappuccino,’ he thought. How did the Capuchin Franciscan Order take their coffee? When communing with himself, Ben always had difficulty staying focused! But there she was. Surely! He recalled the distinctive camel winter coat that used to hang in her wardrobe at Marsh Cottage, still looking as smart and expensive as the day she bought it. Was it really her? From what he could make out through the drizzle, the woman was certainly as attractive as he remembered but how could he be sure it was definitely her? How long was it since she left? Five years, six, seven? It was not the first time he had seen this woman but every time he’d attempted to get close enough he’d lost sight of her in the commuting crowds. He had to know. Was this his mother? He had a vague recollection of his dad once speaking of his mother having ‘buggered off’. Why had she done it again? He had to know. Even as he stared, mentally urging the woman to turn and face him, the train she was waiting for drew to a stop at Platform 3 with a screech of brakes.

         He who hesitates… in less than an instant, Ben set off at a charge like a wing-forward at the restart, pushing and shoving his way through the reluctant early morning masses of humanity and over the footbridge to the opposite platform. Without so much as a ‘What the hell am I doing?’ he got on to the waiting train, a Diesel Multiple Unit in the blue livery of BR East Anglian Railways. He spotted the woman almost at once and found a seat as close as he dared on the opposite side of the aisle. Why was he being so shy? The woman was intent on studying her magazine and didn’t seem to notice him. The big hand of the clock on the platform ticked over to 6.18 and the train’s engine revved, fit to bursting, and eventually pulled away to start its journey to who knows where – Ben didn’t. The only thing he could be certain of at this time was that the train’s steady acceleration was in the opposite direction to the London-bound track at Platform 2 where the slaves, more likely of a denomination other than Hebrew were still waiting.

         
             

         

         Ben gazed through the window or so it appeared. There was nothing much to see in the still impenetrable gloom and anyway, he was actually staring at the reflection of the woman. ‘Tickets please’ jolted him back to reality and for the first time since his impulsive dash for the wrong train did he realise that his season ticket to London wouldn’t get him very far in the wrong direction.

         ‘I’m sorry,’ he said to the conductor, ‘I didn’t have time to get one.’

         ‘No problem sir. Where are you travelling to?’ What a question! He had not got a clue. Having come this far he wasn’t going to give up the opportunity to satisfy his curiosity now. If it was his mother, he’d finally get the answers to the questions which had haunted him for so many years. In a flash he came up with what he thought was a stroke of genius.

         ‘A Ranger ticket please,’ he replied.

         ‘Ah, sorry sir, the Ranger ticket is not valid until after 8.45,’ came the response, accompanied by a quizzical sideways look.

         ‘Yes, of course, silly of me,’ Ben mumbled mainly to himself. ‘Where does the train terminate?’ he enquired, as he felt himself beginning to get hot under the collar. In his peripheral vision he could see that the woman was now looking in his direction. ‘Ely’ came the reply.

         ‘OK, a day return to Ely please.’

         
             

         

         With his ticket transaction completed, Ben watched as the conductor examined the woman’s season ticket. ‘Aha,’ he thought as he registered the fact that she made this journey on a regular basis. Still not knowing exactly what he would say. If it was his mother it would almost be like the first time he met her when she came to tea at his grandparents’ house, shortly after his dad’s funeral. How old had he been then – sixteen, seventeen?

         Staring at the image reflected in the window he detected the first glimmer of a damp dawn. ‘What am I doing?’ he thought again. Try as he might, he could not justify ‘lured onto the wrong train by a woman I thought I knew’ as either an excusable or legitimate reason for not going to work, particularly with the Dean of Studies at the Academy. The Roy Orbison 60s hit was still echoing in his head. He thought he noticed her looking in his direction. ‘She’s bound to recognise me’ he thought ‘or maybe my moustache is too much of a disguise?’ His pulse began to race.

         ‘Next stop – Bury St Edmunds, Bury St Edmunds next stop.’ The conductor’s announcement could just be heard over the noise of the engine. Ben watched as the woman stood up and reached for her briefcase from the overhead rack. ‘She’s getting off. Shall I follow her?’ he wrestled with his conscience. The train shuddered to a halt. An older woman with an oversized shopping bag struggled to lower the window in the door to allow her to reach out for the door lever. Ben was about to go to her assistance but his act of chivalry came second to a that of a boy in a school uniform. Ben looked back towards his mother if that was indeed who the woman was, but the woman wasn’t getting off at all. She’d merely taken a book from her briefcase which she‘d then replaced in the luggage rack. She sat down and as she did so, she looked in Ben’s direction again.

         
             

         

         After his dad had died from ‘misadventure’ Ben, who hadn’t seen his mother since he was just a few months old moved in with her in a ‘chocolate box’ cottage in a picture-postcard village not too far from Leicester. She was worth a fortune having inherited a vast sum of money from various illegal activities that Ken, her husband and Ben’s dad, had been involved with during and after WWII. And on top of that there had been the crate of gold bullion – Nazi gold – that had turned up, the sale of which realised over a quarter of a million pounds.

         
             

         

         As the train approached Kennett, Ben became aware of someone sitting in the previously vacant seat behind him. He felt a tap on the shoulder.

         ‘Have you still got the MGB?’ Only one other person on this train could have known he owned an MGB. He turned around to face the person who’d taken the seat. It was his mother.

         ‘Mum? Is it you?’

         ‘Hello Ben – I’m not sure about the moustache!’

         There was an uneasy silence as the train pulled into the station at Kennett. The first glimmers of dawn were just about visible through the clouds and it was still raining judging by the number of people with their umbrellas raised.

         ‘Come and sit with me, would you Ben?’ his mother invited. Ben moved into the aisle seat of the row behind him. She took his hand and squeezed it tightly.

         ‘You cannot begin to imagine how much I’ve missed you,’ she whispered.

         ‘I’m sure’ said Ben suspiciously. ‘Be that as it may, you have got some serious explaining to do.’

         ‘Yes, I know, and I will tell you everything but not here. Not now on the train.’

         ‘OK, but where? When?’

         ‘Why are you on this train? Where are you going now?’ his mother asked.

         ‘I was told you were working in London at the Royal Academy.’

         ‘I am – I mean I do.’ Ben sounded a little flustered. ‘I’m on this train because you are. I have seen you in the past few weeks from across the tracks at Ipswich; well someone I thought I recognised as you. This morning I was determined to find out and I followed you onto this train.’

         ‘Won’t you be late for work?’

         ‘I doubt I’ll go today, now. It’s more important that I spend some time with you, my mother. I’ll telephone the Academy as soon as we get off the train.’

         ‘We?’ his mother queried. ‘I have to get to work,’ she insisted.

         ‘Can’t you call in sick or something? Don’t you think it’s really important that we catch up? There are seven years missing. Having missed so many years with my mother during my childhood, I’m not going allow the last seven to be written off just like that!’ Ben was equally insistent.

         ‘OK, I guess you’re right’ his mother conceded. ‘I work in Ely and we’ll get off there – it’s the last stop for this train anyway. I know of a quiet restaurant near the cathedral where we can ‘catch up’ as you say. Have you had any breakfast?’

         
             

         

         The train continued on its journey. With Newmarket in the distance Ben could see racehorses exercising on the gallops. The first hints of morning were beginning to manifest themselves and it appeared that the rain had stopped. Neither of them spoke. The countryside began to even out as they rode through the edges of Cambridgeshire and into the Fens. Beyond, the land was levelling to become completely flat and soon the majestically imposing sight of the West Tower of Ely Cathedral hove into view, but still neither of them spoke.

         ‘Next and last stop, Ely – Ely last stop. All change please, all change,’ came the announcement. Ben got out of his seat and collected his mum’s briefcase from the overhead luggage-rack. She slid across the seats and stood in the aisle facing her son as she did up her coat. The train braked suddenly and as it lurched forward Ben bumped into his mother and she took her chance at this opportunity and wrapped her arms around him.

         ‘You can give your mum a hug for a start!’

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Two

         

         It had been 1964 when Ben and his then girlfriend Tina celebrated their eighteenth birthdays with a very memorable party at his mother’s cottage in Burton Overy to the south-east of Leicester. It had only been a few months prior to that occasion that he had ‘found’ his mother for the first time since he was only a few months old. She had been missing for most of Ben’s first seventeen years. She was wealthy; very wealthy albeit with ‘dirty’ money the source of which Ben had never wholly got to the bottom of. And when she bought him a Steinway Boudoir Grand piano and a brand new MGB convertible sports car he hadn’t really been too inclined to probe too deeply. But now, having been abandoned again for almost seven years during which time he and Tina had graduated from their respective higher education establishments and subsequently married, Ben was determined to learn the details of his mother’s secrets.

         They alighted from the train. The morning was now dank and miserable after the earlier rain. They walked quite briskly against the cold towards the city and Ben became aware that his mother had slipped her arm through his. He didn’t mind. In fact he rather liked it. Neither of them had eaten breakfast so they went into the Almonry Restaurant & Tea Rooms. They both decided on toasted teacakes and coffee.

         ‘After you left school and went away to music college,’ Ben’s mother began, ‘I became very lonely. Apart from occasional visits to Frank’s farm, the farm where I worked as a land-army girl during the war, or to see Albert and Mabel, your grandparents, I saw no one and I had no friends to talk to. My past life, when I, the irresponsible and impetuous Helen Blake ran away and joined the black-market trade on a narrowboat had begun to haunt me. I should have told you this at the time…’

         ‘What?’ Ben interrupted out of curiosity.

         ‘Please Ben, don’t interrupt. Let me confess everything now I’ve started. This is all very difficult for me.’ She took a handkerchief from her bag.

         ‘I know it was you who discovered your dad’s body in the canal. I never told you before, but, but…’ There was a lengthy pause as she hesitated before continuing; her voice trembling.

         ‘I know how it got there.’

         Despite his mother’s request not to interrupt Ben couldn’t help himself. He was deeply disturbed by this revelation.

         ‘What do you mean, “I know how it got there”? Explain please!’ No longer was the interruption out of curiosity. Ben’s tone was accusatory. His mother continued.

         ‘He was pushed. It was no accident. He was hit over the head with a winch handle, knocked unconscious and shoved from the boat into the lock.’ Ben was visibly shocked. His mouth gaped open in disbelief.

         ‘He was murdered.’ There was a finality in the manner the three words were spoken.

         ‘He was murdered,’ she repeated as the silent tears began to run down her face. After a few moments, during which Ben tried to get his head around what he’d been told, his mother continued with more of the background.

         ‘Before I upped and left you, your dad had left me, even before you were born. He, Ken, your dad, had been in league with a mate, Jock McClean, from his army days and the war. Together they had set up a very lucrative black-market business and made some shrewd illegal investments that would pay huge dividends after the war was over. From what I could make out at the time there was a mate of Jock’s, Ron Nicholls, who occasionally did a bit of fetching and carrying who was trying to muscle in. It might even have been one of the reasons your dad left me. Anyway…’ she interrupted herself. ‘He left me, I left you with your grandparents and I must have been mad but I joined Jock in his racket.’ Ben could hardly reconcile what he’d so far been told. His mum continued with her narrative.

         ‘We’d mainly been at Foxton on the Grand Union canal, that is Jock and me, and I’d decided that I’d had enough of living on a narrowboat. For the best part of fifteen years I’d been dealing in illicit, illegal or stolen property and I’d finally realised that there was more to life, not to mention the lifestyle in general and Jock in particular. I’d had enough. More than enough! We were taking the boat to Kilby Wharf and from there I was intending to go back to my sister’s, your Aunty Rosemary’s,’ she clarified. ‘When we got to the lock at Newton, Ken, your dad was standing there almost as if he was expecting us. As the boat went into the lock, he stepped aboard. There was a confrontation between Jock and Ken. This led to a hateful argument and they were threatening each other… It was horrible. They started to fight with a ferocity which was frightening. I was screaming at them, trying to get between them, pleading with them to stop but Jock picked up the winch handle and swung it quite viciously two or three times connecting with Ken’s head.’

         ‘But,’ Ben reminded his mother, ‘the coroner’s verdict was “death by misadventure”.’ Ben had always been disturbed by the inconclusive nature of the verdict.

         ‘Yes, I know. And the fact that I was the only person who knew the truth was eating away at me. Being the only witness, I was becoming a mental and nervous wreck, forever looking over my shoulder, expecting an unwelcome visit from a murdering Scotsman who wanted to keep me quiet. It got to a state where I couldn’t handle it any longer. My health was suffering, I couldn’t concentrate, I just had to get it all off my chest. So, I went to the police and told them everything; the black market, the narrowboat, Jock, your dad, everything. Thing is, your dad was probably not the only one of Jock’s victims to have been fished out of that lock. They pulled a corpse out fairly recently. Poor fellow had been shot in the head and it was generally reckoned that it was Ron Nicholls and that Jock had shot him.’

         Ben could hardly believe what he was hearing. He tried to speak but no words came until he managed to choke out the obvious question,

         ‘What happened?’

         ‘I think the corpse in the lock was never pursued because the police couldn’t find the one suspect they had. As for the rest, I was charged with handling stolen goods under the Larceny Act of 1916 and of withholding evidence in a suspicious death. The judge at Leicester Assizes said I was lucky not to be charged as an accessory to murder. I was sentenced to seven years at East Sutton Park Prison.’

         ‘Where’s that?’

         ‘It’s a women’s prison somewhen near Maidstone in Kent.’

         ‘Seven years? But that means…’ Ben pondered while he did the calculation.

         ‘Yes I know. I was released on licence after I’d served five years but I then had a year on probation.’

         Ben was lost for words again.

         ‘How long did Jock get? Life I hope!’

         ‘Don’t you remember?’ his mum asked. ‘We went to Foxton and saw Fred the lockkeeper, just before you left school, remember? He told us that Jock had disappeared into thin air.’ Ben did remember and immediately sprang to his mother’s defence.

         ‘Well it hardly seems fair that you should have gone to prison when the murderer, perhaps even a double murderer has got away with it and the other guilty party in the black-market racket is no longer with us to be answerable.’ He was most resentful.

         ‘I wouldn’t worry too much about that. If you recall, I’ve been more than generously compensated, financially speaking, and what’s more,’ she whispered conspiratorially, ‘just between you and me, I’ve still got it all, invisibly laundered and secreted away in various accounts!’

         Ben looked at his watch and remembered he should have telephoned the Academy. He excused himself and went to find a telephone kiosk. He returned ten minutes later. His mother had ordered a fresh pot of coffee.

         ‘All OK?’ she enquired.

         ‘Yes thanks, all OK. I’ll make up the time later this week.’ He was now anxious to learn more of his mother’s recent past.

         ‘So, who else knows any of this? Does Frank know? Do my grandparents know? How come you work in Ely? Where are you living?” The questions were coming thick and fast. ‘Why didn’t you let me know?’

         ‘Nobody knows. I haven’t told anyone, well, only Frank my one true friend. He knows part of it. I just couldn’t bring myself to tell my sister or you – the embarrassment in admitting any of this would have been harder to bear than being in prison. As far as anyone knows I no longer exist. I wanted a fresh start in a fresh place. I always knew that there would be only one person that I would share any of this with. You – my son Ben. I have a new identity now. I’m not Helen Blake any longer, I’m Hazel Black.’

         Hazel continued to explain how she had taken a legal secretarial course whilst in prison and gained a level two diploma, and how with her new identity she had successfully applied for a position with a firm of solicitors in Ely; Meadows, Coleman & Pettegrew. She went on to describe how she was living in rented accommodation in Pin Mill, a village in Suffolk from where she drove to Ipswich every day to catch the train. She admitted that it was a long daily commute to Ely but her cottage, overlooking the River Orwell, afforded peace and tranquillity of a kind that she had never before experienced.

         ‘I’m sure there’ll be more you want to know in time, and I’ll gladly answer all your questions. But now, I want to know about you. The last time I saw you was as you drove off to London to start your course at the Royal Academy of Music. So tell me, have you also taken on a new identity, what with the moustache? Tell me all about your last seven years. How was it?’

         
             

         

         For the next hour Ben talked his mother through his college course and how he had returned to the Burton Overy cottage that first Christmas holiday only to discover no one at home.

         
             

         

         ‘I was worried sick. I got in touch with everyone I could think of who might have had a clue as to where you were; Frank, Ernie, Aunty Rosemary, Kate and Stuart. I even went to see Fred at Foxton.’ Ben proudly mentioned how he had achieved his Bachelor of Music degree and Associate Performer’s Diploma in piano, but lamented the fact that, as a result of the accident at the lock when he was attempting to recover his father’s body, he would never be quite good enough to earn a living as a professional pianist. However the Governors of the Royal Academy had offered him a position as music librarian. Ben went on to describe at some length how Tina had found a position with a prestigious gallery after she had obtained her fine art degree. He gave his mum chapter and verse on his wedding to Tina at St Cuthbert’s Church in Great Glen, which had been followed by the reception at the Three Greyhounds. Jamie, his long-time best friend had been his best man, and Diane, now Jamie’s fiancé, Tina’s bridesmaid.

         ‘It was a better party even than our eighteenth. There was just one thing missing.’ His mother had been listening intently and knew full well what he was now alluding to.

         ‘I know. I’m so very sorry.’

         Ben related how it was as a result of Tina’s mum dying that her dad, Dennis, had moved to live with his brother in Aldeburgh. The new Mrs Blake had wanted to be close to her father hence she and Ben had, coincidently, also moved to Suffolk.

         ‘I was particularly keen on moving somewhere close to Snape Maltings Concert Hall, with its Benjamin Britten connection and the Aldeburgh Festival. We found a small place in a village called Orford. We love it there!’ he exclaimed. ‘Given the peace and quiet of the area it seems incongruous that we can see the buildings of the Atomic Weapons Research Establishment on the Ness. Thank goodness they’re no longer used.’

         ‘I know the area vaguely, I’ve been to Snape Maltings and heard the City of Birmingham Symphony Orchestra play the ‘Sea Interludes’ from Peter Grimes – so atmospheric.’ Returning to other matters, she asked ‘What about our cottage in Burton?’

         ‘It’s OK – I’ve let it and it’s in the very good hands of ideal tenants. When I thought we’d lost you I heard that Kate and Stuart Cross had been forced to move from their house in Fleckney and were looking for somewhere. That left me and Tina free to move to Orford. I hope you don’t mind?’

         ‘Mind? After all that Kate and her dad Ernie did for me? Of course not!’ Hazel reminded Ben how Frank’s brother Ernie had let her live in one of his tied cottages after Ken left her when she was carrying Ben. Kate, Ernie’s daughter, had helped the midwife with Ben’s delivery, and she had subsequently married Stuart. It had been Kate and Stuart who had come upon the abandoned narrowboat Emily Rose. They chatted on for ages, reminiscing, with each offering their respective recollections of how mother and son had been reunited after Ken’s funeral.

         ‘Goodness, is that the time?’ Helen was looking at the clock on the far wall of the café.

         ‘I’d better pop into the office and speak to one of the partners face to face. I‘m sure they won’t mind. Why don’t you go the cathedral? There’s sometimes a lunchtime organ recital, you might be lucky. One of my bosses is a great organ fan and he tells me Arthur Wills, the cathedral organist, is brilliant. I’ll come and find you there as soon as I can.’ Ben paid the bill and they left the Almonry Restaurant & Tearooms together.

         
             

         

         It had begun to rain again. Fortunately, the café was not too far from the Cathedral and as his mother had intimated, there was indeed an organ recital scheduled for that lunchtime. Ben joined a small queue of people waiting to go in through the Galilee porch. He was almost overwhelmed by the colossal building; its Romanesque yet Gothic style. ‘What a stunning place,’ he thought. The majestic feeling that Ben experienced upon entering was of monumental proportions; not unlike the building itself. Ben had time to walk around before the recital began. And as countless thousands before him, he was mightily impressed by the central octagonal tower surmounted by the lantern skylight. The length of the nave, he learned, was one of the longest in Britain. He took a chair facing the vast array of pipes of the magnificent example of what Mozart had called ‘the king of instruments’ and sat staring in awe. The events of the day thus far could not have been further from his mind right at that moment. He was lost in wonderment. When Arthur Wills launched into Bach’s Fantasia and Fugue in C minor Ben experienced that incredible sensation that sends shivers down the spine. For all the world he was transported to another dimension and completely unaware that his mother had taken the seat next to him. Both mother and son were hypnotised by the might and power of the music; the unbelievable sonority as the sounds reverberated around the ethereal vaults of the Cathedral. Equally compelling were those moments of tranquillity; of beauty and delicacy. Perhaps above all it was the dazzling and masterful versatility of Arthur Wills and his unfaltering virtuosity.

         
             

         

         With the recital over, it took Ben some considerable time to regain a state of mind approaching an ability for rational thought. The revelations of the day followed by such disarming yet captivating music had his mental faculties in disarray.

         ‘What shall we do now?’ enquired his mother.

         ‘I need a drink,’ responded Ben as he steered his mum towards the Minster Tavern.

         
             

         

         After a couple of drinks and a very nicely presented plate of homemade and most excellent pastries, the couple continued with and revisited some of their earlier exchanges. The more he thought about it, the more Ben became incensed by the fact that his mother had acquired a criminal record for what amounted to nothing more than being in the wrong place at the wrong time. He felt certain that had it not been for the fact that she had witnessed a murder, and not just any murder but the murder of her estranged husband, his father, her conscience would not have been too troubled by the ‘handling’ and it is unlikely that she would have confessed to the police. She was fairly gung-ho about the vast amounts of cash and the proceeds from sales of Nazi gold when they were reunited back in 1964. What was more and if anything, Ben was guilty of having been living off the illegal earnings of the black-market and associated enterprises as much as she was. So, what to do? They both readily agreed that they would stay in regular contact with each other, having rejected the possibilities of house sharing in either of their homes. Reciprocal visits to each other on alternate weekends were mutually thought and agreed to be a good idea. They left the pub and walked to the station. It was no longer raining.

         
             

         

         The density of the twilight had thickened to a deep purple which was gradually turning darker by the time the train arrived at Ipswich. They said their goodbyes and embraced in a manner befitting mother and son. It was drizzling again as Helen walked off to the carpark. Ben stood on Platform 1 waiting for his connection to Melton. He churned over and over what his mother had told him as he travelled back to Orford. He needed to talk everything over with his wife. He valued Tina’s judgement in all things very highly. Surely matters could not be left where they were with his father’s murderer at liberty.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Three

         

         Ordinarily, although they left for London at different times in the mornings, Ben and Tina would aim to catch the train home together from Liverpool Street. She would leave the gallery in New Bond Street around 4.30 pm and he would leave the Academy in Marylebone Road at 4.00 pm allowing them time to comfortably make their regular rendezvous in the Great Eastern Hotel at 5.00 pm. If Ben was not there before Tina, she would know not to wait and make her way home independently. Almost home, he turned off the main road and into the lane leading to the Lobster Pot. As he approached the cottage the absence of Tina’s Ford Escort in the drive indicated that she hadn’t yet returned. Ben parked his MGB and went indoors. For all that it was cold outside, the cottage was warm. The wood-burner was still alight albeit in need of refuelling. He changed out of his suit into a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt and threw another couple of logs into the wood-burner. Rather than wait for his wife to get home and cook an evening meal he decided that he’d walk the few hundred yards to the Jolly Sailor, the local pub, have a few drinks whilst waiting for her to arrive then eat supper at the pub. He left a note to that effect.

         
             

         

         By the time they left the pub and had walked home, their sitting room was cosy and the stove was glowing most satisfyingly. Ben had already told Tina that he had finally ‘found’ his mother and spent the day with her rather than going to the Academy. Tina was intrigued beyond measure to know more and not having had much of an opportunity to talk in the pub, they now sat together on the sofa whilst Ben related all the detail of what had happened to his mum, now Hazel, in the preceding eight years. Tina’s intrigue metamorphosed into incredulity. In discussion they agreed that something had to be done to bring the murderer to justice, but what and how. The issues would require a great deal of thought and careful handling. They were also in agreement regarding keeping Hazel in the picture, well aware that mounting their own private vigilante investigation might be unlikely to get them very far. Tina took the initiative.

         ‘Let’s go and see your mum at the weekend and get ourselves organised.’

         ‘Not exactly a plan, but at least a step in the right direction to making one,’ Ben responded.

         ‘Perhaps we could go on Friday evening and stay over? Does she have a spare room?’

         
             

         

         Having forewarned his mum, Ben and Tina arrived at Pin Mill the following Friday evening 8th December. Hazel and Tina were mutually delighted to get together again, especially since they were now officially related albeit by marriage. The weekend was spent in relaxing, walks in the early winter Suffolk countryside along the banks of the River Orwell, two visits to the Butt and Oyster, where they sat and considered all the possibilities; all the options by which they might get somewhere close to the bottom of solving the mystery of McClean, the missing murderer. Quite understandably and not at all unreasonably, Hazel was somewhat reluctant to open the old wounds. After all, she had done time for her involvement with the crimes that Ben and Tina now wished to find the solution to. One thing that would be needed was time; a commodity that neither Ben nor Tina would normally have in abundance. However, Christmas was coming. There would be holidays. The Academy had already closed at the end of November and would not reopen until mid-January. Tina had less flexibility. The run-up to Christmas was a busy time at the gallery with wealthy clients looking to buy expensive pieces, prints and even originals as gifts. Hazel announced that she would hand in her notice. She’d decided that the legal secretariat was not her calling any way and MCP her employers in Ely, who were fully conversant with her chequered background, would probably be relieved to let her go. Being a private investigator in a quasi-family-firm sounded like much more fun.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter Four

         

         It was on a December afternoon in 1964 that the narrowboat Sheldrake with Brummie boatman Pat Henderson on the helm stopped to offer Emily Rose a tow to Foxton. Emily Rose had, according to her owner, shredded her water-pump impeller and he was waiting by Taylor’s lock Number 20 for delivery of a new one from a chandlery store in nearby Kibworth. Pat Henderson and Jock McClean, the owner of Emily Rose knew each other fairly well. They’d often got drunk together in the Foxton Locks Inn and Pat, on more than several occasions had bought black-market hand-rolling tobacco and Scotch whisky from Jock – so much cheaper than going to a genuine retail outlet. On this particular trip, Sheldrake was only running up to Foxton Bottom, Number 17, to drop off some bicycle parts then she would be heading straight back down, ultimately to Harris’ yard where the Grand Union Leicester Line joined the River Wreake at Syston.

         
             

         

         In truth there had been absolutely nothing wrong with Emily Rose’s impeller. If anything at all had been faulty it was the boatman’s nerve. For reasons he couldn’t explain, irrational imaginings beyond his understanding, Jock was petrified by the Saddington Tunnel. Every time he’d been through the tunnel his pulse raced at an alarming rate and his heart pounded like a steam hammer out of control. He’d been moored on the bank just past Kibworth Number 18 for several days in the hope that a combination of sleep interpolated by bouts of binge-drinking would be sufficient remedy to overcome his Saddington paranoia. It was a demon he had to confront. It was on the last trip down to Kilby Wharf when the engine had cut out in the tunnel and he’d witnessed all manner of sensations that to Jock’s disturbed mind might well have come from some fourth-dimensional cataclysm in space. He’d half expected to disappear into a black hole. Then, as if by an unseen hand, the engine had restarted and he had emerged into the daylight, a shivering, perspiring, psychotic loon. Was it all about to happen again?

         Jock’s worries on this occasion were compounded by the news that Pat had previously mentioned when he had offered the tow. Apparently, according to Pat, a corpse had been recovered from Number 25. Given the description of the bullet hole in the skull it could only have been the rotting remains of his former mate Ron Nicholls; the friend he had impulsively shot in the head and then ‘buried’ in the watery grave which was Newton Top Half Mile lock. Jock took some comfort from Pat not having mentioned anything about another body; that of Ken Blake; also one of Jock’s victims disposed of in the same lock. Then in a flashback he recalled two other deceased victims that were probably set in concrete somewhere, given that he’d dumped he bodies into a wagon loaded with aggregate. He had to get away. He had to get to Foxton, leave the boat with Fred and flee the Country. Otherwise it would only be a matter of time before the police came looking for him. He could return to come looking for his share of the gold in the future when the heat had died down.

         
             

         

         Wally Whitehead, on the helm of the Nancy Blakemore was just approaching the Smeeton Road bridge northbound just as Emily Rose tentatively drew into the Saddington Tunnel southbound. It was pitch dark. Emily Rose’s Russell Newbury engine gave a cough and died.

         ‘Oh no!’ cried Jock in a state of morbid dread. ‘Nae again, please no!’ he pleaded. But it was happening again. There was a rapid drop in temperature which took his breath away. Instantaneously there were totally blinding, kaleidoscopic, incandescent flashes of lividity accompanied by an ear-piercing oscillation of high frequencies accompanied by white-noise and an amplified scraping noise which sounded like over-long fingernails scratching at the inside of a coffin.

         ‘Where am I?’ Jock screamed, totally freaked out.

         ‘Bloody ’ell Jock, look where yo’re a-gooing will yo’. Strewth, watch out yo’ daft Scotch bugger! Yo’ pissed again?’ yelled a voice Jock half recognised just as the bows of Emily Rose and Nancy Blakemore came together in a glancing collision, followed by the boats scraping down the seventy-two feet length of their respective sides with a terrifying screech. Blinded by the light and totally enervated, Jock initially staggered as a result of the jarring jolt of the collision. Then, having seemingly lost his sense of spatial awareness he passed out and tumbled headlong into the open hold of Nancy Blakemore. At the exact same moment, the Russell Newbury on Emily Rose fired into life and propelled her gently towards the light at the end of the tunnel and ultimately into the reeds and on to the mud at the edge of the canal just beyond the south portal.

         ‘Jock, yo’ silly bastard! What’re yo’ playin’ at? C’mon, wake up, wake up.’ Wally had manoeuvred Nancy Blakemore into the shallow water at the edge of the canal bank. He had jumped into the hold which was empty apart from the lifeless form of Jock McClean. Despite Wally’s insistence that he should ‘wake up’ Jock remained comatose. Wally went back to the cabin and returned to the hold with a blanket, cushion and a large tot of whisky. He raised Jock’s head onto the cushion and covered him with a blanket. He was about to waft the scotch under Jock’s nose when he remembered that he’d read somewhere that hot, sweet tea should be administered to casualties in a state of shock. He downed the tot himself and went back to the cabin again and put the kettle on. By the time he’d made the tea and returned once more to the hold, Jock’s eyes were wide open, staring as if confronted by an apparition, his face as white as a sheet. His penetrating stare was symptomatic of a state of terror and most unnerving. Wally was unsure of what to do for the best.

         “Jock, Jock are yo’ OK mate? Speak to me Jock, it’s me, Wally. Oh my gawd!”

         Jock turned his head slightly and tried to speak but no words came. Wally proffered the mug of tea and Jock took a sip. A few seconds passed and he came round.

         “Och Wally thank God it’s yoursel’, but have ye nothing better? Och man, ah’ve just had wan near-death experience and ye expect ma tae drink tea? Get ma a bloody dram!”

         Wally was visibly relieved and rushed off to the cabin and returned with two glasses and the best part of a full bottle of Glenfiddich.

         “Yo’ ’ad a near-death experience? What the bloody ’ell do yo’ think I’ve ’ad? Damn near shat mesel’!’

         After they had both knocked back several good measures, Jock eased himself up with Wally’s assistance and they both made it into the cabin and finished off the bottle. Jock slumped back on the bed, comatose again but this time for an altogether different reason. Nancy Blakemore moved down the fifty yards or so and made fast in the moorings by Fleckney Bridge. Wally opened a tin of condensed chicken and vegetable soup added water and put it on the stove to heat up. When the soup was ready he managed to persuade Jock to have a little after which he tucked him up in the bed and walked off down the track to the Old Crown in Fleckney village. After the way his trip had gone coming through the Saddington Tunnel, and with his last remaining bottle drained, Wally needed another couple of stiff ones.

         
             

         

         The morning after Jock’s ‘near death’ experience he awoke feeling stiff and sore and with an aching head. He rolled and lit a cigarette and thought about his next move. He was sure the police couldn’t be far behind him, ignorant of the fact that the investigating officer six years earlier, Detective Chief Inspector Mosely had consigned the mystery of ‘the body in the lock’ to the ‘cold cases’ archive. Jock desperately needed to get away. While his bank account was still very healthy, he regretted leaving the stash of cash on the narrowboat. There was no way he would attempt to retrieve it now anyway. He was thinking that it had also been a mistake to leave the revolver on the boat as well. It was a murder weapon as indeed was the winch handle. Wherever the Emily Rose had ended up, the police would have crawled all over her by now and going back to the boat would be tantamount to handing himself in.

         ‘Why and where had it all gone wrong?’ he asked himself as he stood urinating into the canal. ‘Where shall ah gae? What shall ah dae? What dae ah want to dae?’

         ‘Who’re yo’ talkin’ to?’ Wally Whitehead had been roused by Jock’s incoherent mumblings to himself which, when coupled with the need to relieve himself, had been sufficient to get him up and about.

         ‘Och man, sorry Wally. I didnae mean tae wake ye. Look, I cannae thank ye enough fae saving ma life, but I’ve got tae get awa’.’

         ‘Where’re yo’ a-goin’ then?’ Wally was at the stern, himself taking a leak into the canal.

         ‘I dinnae ken yet but I’ll let ye know when ah get there.’ And so saying, he checked the inside pocket of his jacket and reassured that his wallet was there he stepped from the Nancy Blakemore and moving gingerly, made his way across the Fleckney bridge and up the track towards Kibworth and the railway station.

         Jock and Wally had been mates for several years. In fact, Wally was the boatman who had given Jock some practical and ‘other’ advice on boat handling the first time they had almost collided on Jock’s maiden voyage. He was a true salt-of-the-earth pal. He’d become a good customer as well as a reliable friend and Jock knew that he could trust Wally Whitehead to say nothing about this encounter. Jock was mightily stiff and sore from his tumble into Nancy Blakemore’s hold. ‘If only she’d been carrying straw,’ Jock thought as he staggered off rubbing his backside.
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