CHAPTER 1



John was lost.  It was ten past three and the auction had already started. Snow began to fall. It was mid- November in the Cumbrian hills.  It was bleak.
Just then John noticed an old man parked up in a battered Landrover.  “Is Harwood House nearby?”  “Up the hill, bear left and turn sharp right,” replied the old man. “Thanks!” John shouted as he sped up the hill. 
John had been given a tip from an old mate that a rare record was in a Cumbrian country auction, buried amongst boxes of household contents.  
At 3.30 pm, John burst into the auction room to the annoyance of the auctioneer and the small gathering of hardy souls in attendance.
“Lot 19, a box of assorted postcards, magazines…” 
Great, John thought, I’ve just got enough time to look for lot 28. 
Quickly, John rifled through the box marked lot 28.  Sure enough, amongst the usual tat were four single 45 rpm records.  Three were of no value.  However, the fourth was the classic song "Walking The Blues" by Willie Dixon on the famous London label.  “How the hell did this end up here?” John muttered to himself. 
“Sold to the tall gent at the back for £8.”  
“Name please?” 
“Quinn, John,” was the reply. 
John could hardly contain his excitement.  He thought he might get at least two grand for the record he had just bought for £8!
Suddenly, John felt a hand on his shoulder turning around he saw the old man who had given him directions earlier. 
“Is it worth owt?”  The old man asked, pointing at the record John was holding.  
“A few bob,” John replied sheepishly. 
“Harry,” the old man extended his hand to John.  
“Hiya Harry, I’m John, nice to meet you.”  
“That was the lot I was interested in. I was delayed and missed it because I had to give somebody directions to the auction,” said Harry. 
John gave a hearty laugh in response and offered to buy Harry a cup of tea, at the small cafe situated just outside the auction room.  After they had sat down with their drinks, John gave the box and contents to Harry, minus the Dixon record of course.  The old boy was as pleased as punch at this gesture and gave John a big toothless smile. 
“Do you know anywhere locally I could stay the night, Harry?”
“You might be lucky if you try the Fellside Arms. She might have a room.  I’m going home that way, you can follow me if you want,” replied the old man. 
“Cheers mate,” John finished his tea and grabbed his stuff to leave. 
The Fellside Arms is an imposing site at any time.  Set back from the main Garside road it commands a stunning view of the surrounding fells.  On this winter evening in November, it was pitch black save for a warm glow from a fire flickering through a small window.  Harry`s old Landrover putted up the road as John waved him goodbye.  John parked his Toyota 4x4 near the front door of the pub.  There did not appear to be much life in the pub as John disembarked. 
Just as he turned the handle of the front door, it opened from within.  A tall auburn haired woman stood in the doorway.  John was momentarily taken aback by this quite striking appearance. 
“Hello, can I help you?”
“Hi my name is John.  I was told you may have a room for the night.”  
“Hi John, my name is Tina.  Come in out of the cold.” 
John followed Tina into the pub, making a beeline for the welcoming log fire. 
“Would you like a drink John?” Enquired Tina from behind the deserted bar. 
“Best offer I’ve had all day. Pint of Jennings bitter please, Tina.” 
Tina pulled the perfect pint of bitter.  “Although I am not normally open for accommodation in November, I can let you have a small room at the back of the pub. I’ll show it to you in a minute,” said Tina. 
“That`s great.  I just wanted to break my journey and start fresh back to Norfolk tomorrow morning,” John replied. 
“Norfolk! You are a long way from home.”  
“Yeah, tell me about it!” replied John.  “I came for an auction at Harwood House.” 
"Was it worth it?" asked Tina. 
"It is now," replied John, laughing as he gave Tina a sly wink. 
This in turn brought a warm smile from Tina. 
John finished his pint and was shown to his room.  He thanked Tina and said that he would be back down in the bar later for something to eat. 
John was startled by a knock on the door, he had fallen asleep in his room. "Just wanted to let you know that we stop serving meals in 15 minutes."
“Thanks Tina,” John replied with bleary eyes. 
In a jiffy John was down at the bar ordering a pint of bitter and the house special, Cumberland sausage, mash , peas and onion gravy.  A part time barmaid had taken over behind the bar while Tina prepared meals in the kitchen. 
John relished the meal, the best sausages he could remember eating, washed down with excellent cask ale.  After the last customer had left the bar, Tina told Carol, the barmaid, she could go home.  With only John left in the bar, Tina came over and joined John with a bottle of whisky in her hand. 
“Bushmills, my favourite,” said John.  Both laughed with an ease suggesting that they had been friends for years, even though they had just met. 
After John had admitted he was a dealer in rare records and pop memorabilia, the conversation progressed to music.  
“I like Motown, Reggae and Ska, but my true love is the Blues,” Tina stated firmly. 
"I can`t believe that, I love the Blues too!" shouted John excitedly. 
An intensive discussion ensued, Sonny Boy Williamson, Leadbelly, B.B. King and other greats were lauded.  Favourite gigs were recalled. 
"That`s not a Norfolk accent John,” Tina said sarcastically. 
“No. Norfolk, via Seaforth in Liverpool,” replied John in his thickest scouse accent.  More laughter erupted.  
Just as they got to the point of naming their top five records of all time, John found his sensible shoes.  “I’ve got an early start tomorrow morning, so I’ll hit the sack Tina.  Thanks for a great evening, I really enjoyed myself.”  
“Goodnight John,” Tina replied, as she started to clear the glasses away. 
John woke early the following morning.  It was a beautiful winter day, the sun streaming through the bedroom window.  The view across the fells captivated John as he was not use to such dramatic scenery in Norfolk.  He washed and dressed quickly and made his way downstairs. 
"Morning John, did you sleep well?"
“Yes thanks Tina, like a log,” John replied. 
Tina had set the table for breakfast in the lounge area.  John sat down feeling quite hungry.  He noticed that Tina looked good despite last night`s drinking. 
"Would you like the works, the belly-buster special?" Tina enquired. 
“Too right,” John replied. 
Tina was true to her word, she produced a feast.  There was bacon, eggs, hash browns, black pudding, beans, mushrooms and tomatoes.  Plenty of thick toast and tea accompanied the meal. 
John thanked Tina as he cleared his plate.  “That will keep me going until I am back in Norfolk.”  
John paid his bill and said his goodbyes to Tina.  They exchanged phone numbers and promised to keep in touch.  As John did visit his family in Liverpool quite often, he told Tina he would call to see her on one of those trips. 
On the long trip home to Norfolk, John pondered his time in Cumbria.  Was it the extraordinary record purchase, the northern hospitality, Tina or the Jennings bitter which had made such a great impression on him? Maybe it was all of the above. 
He had been stuck in a rut in Norfolk for a while, being unsettled about this relationship with his live-in partner, Jane. 
He put such matters to the back of his mind.  Sunday was the giant Rayfield Market and Boot Sale. 



CHAPTER 2



John Quinn was born in Seaforth, Liverpool on 16th June 1947 to Patrick and May Quinn. He had a brother named James, who sadly died after only two days in October 1949.  Patrick and May had no other children. 
The Quinns were an Irish Catholic family who lived in the north end of the city.  John was six foot tall with light brown hair, which lightened in the summer.  He had a scar on his forehead arising from a childhood accident.  Although he wasn`t thin, John had a lean and wiry stature.  May always joked that John had inherited the attractive facial features of her dad, Carl, a Swedish sailor.  His large shovel like hands she attributed to Patrick`s side of the family. 
John began his banking career at National Westminster, in the Liverpool city office.  He remained on the counter for many years until a promotion.  He always quipped that the handsome Evertonians were always chosen for cashiers, whilst the Liverpool supporters were allocated to the backroom!
John moved to head office in the early 1980`s after a further promotion.  He worked just off Cheapside, in the City of London.  Promotions allowed him to buy a nice two bedroomed flat in the East End, while prices were still affordable. 
In the late 1990`s, John took advantage of restructuring at the bank and accepted a generous redundancy package.  He sold his London flat for a small fortune.  He moved lock, stock and barrel to Norfolk, a place he had come to love after summer holidays on the Broads.  
John was able to buy a lovely 3 bedroomed cottage in the Norfolk village of Tunstead.  He even had enough capital left over to start a new business selling rare records and pop memorabilia.  John had always been a music lover and a great collector of vinyl records, so this was his chance to make a business out of a hobby he enjoyed.  He found a vacant shop in the bustling village of Upper Somerfield, just before it became fashionable with the Chelsea set. 
He settled very easily into Norfolk life and was at home in his Tunstead cottage.  He had a great local pub selling cask ale, always a priority in John`s book.  The Plough was run by a lively cockney couple, who had also moved from the East End of London.  Terry and Hazel had injected much needed life and cash into the previously run down pub.  They started selling good food as well as cask ale.  Other ideas also went down well with the locals, including the Monday night quiz and darts leagues. 
It was at The Plough that John met Jane Derby. 
The most popular innovation by Terry and Hazel at The Plough was the fancy dress night.  It was held in the pub the first Saturday of every month from October to March.  Hazel would write lots for all the female regulars, Terry doing the same for the gents.  All would gather in the pub the Wednesday prior to party night.  Each person would draw a name of the opposite sex and provide clean clothing for them to wear the following Saturday night. 
John Quinn had seen Jane Derby at The Plough a few times.  He had liked what he saw! Pretty face, curvy body with a trim figure.  It was not reciprocated! Jane did not show any interest in John, although her friend Penny, who usually accompanied her to the pub, was more than interested.  
Jane did not like "incomers" as she classed John Quinn.  "They come here with the money they made in London, lauding it over us!" She had been heard to say on occasion in her broad Norfolk accent. 
Jane was 58, born and bred in Norfolk.  She had married her childhood sweetheart, Peter Derby, when she was just 20.  Sadly, Peter was killed in an agricultural accident at the age of 25.  Jane had moved to Tunstead and bought herself a cottage with the insurance payout, following her husband`s death.  Over the years, relationships had come and gone but nothing serious enough for Jane to settle down.  She worked as a secretary to a local farming company. 
The big draw was about to take place.  It was just after 8 pm on Wednesday night.  The Plough was packed and noisy.  Terry asked for order which he eventually got. 
Penny, Jane`s best friend, went to draw a lot out of the pint glass full of names of the male regulars.  She was hoping for John Quinn.  She drew Harry Forbes, an overweight local who still lived with his mum! She wasn`t happy!
John stepped forward and drew a lot from the girls’ glass.  "Jane Derby,” he announced loudly.  Jane`s heart sank.  "I wish I’d drawn Harry Forbes!" Jane muttered to herself. 
The following Saturday night, John decided to have a few pints beforehand, as he hardly knew this woman whose clothes he was about to wear.  He need not have worried.  John knocked tentatively on the cottage door.  Jane quickly appeared and asked him in.  She broke the ice by opening a bottle of Chardonnay.  Soon they were chatting away as old friends.  John was quite shy but soon warmed to Jane`s down to earth attitude. 
Jane had decided to make the best of the night and have a good time.  Although she nearly hit the roof when John produced a 1970`s cerise ruffled disco shirt for her to wear.  She more than got her own back though.  She dug out her tartiest and most sexy clothes for John to wear.  This outfit included red lace knickers, black stockings and suspenders with a tight pencil skirt split up the thigh!
John and Jane looked a sight when they arrived at The Plough, hand in hand.  The night was a great success in every way.  Even Hazel remarked, "did you see that Miss prim and proper Jane Derby with her tongue down John Quinn`s throat?”  
John stayed that night at Jane`s cottage.  They quickly became a couple. 
About 12 months after that fateful night, John astounded everyone, including himself, by asking Jane to move in and live with him.  She agreed and let her cottage to tourists. 



Chapter 3



"Got my first real six string..."  
"John, shit!!" 
"Sorry luv, forgot to turn the alarm off.  I was just about to wake you.”  Apparently, Jane didn`t appreciate the Bryan Adams early morning call!
At 5.30 am on Sunday morning,  John had already been up 30 minutes.  It was the Rayfield market and boot sale.  Jane had agreed to help on John`s stall as Mick, his normal helper, was away on holiday in Australia. 
"I must need my head testing agreeing to stand in a muddy field at six o`clock on a Sunday morning,” Jane lamented. 
Rayfield was one of the most important sales of the year in East Anglia.  In the past it had attracted dealers from as far away as London and the midlands.  Setting up the stall in the dark wasn`t easy, but John and Jane had it sorted by 7 am.  Not the first stall set up though as many dealers had been camped out overnight in the lane outside.  John normally took somebody with him at major sales to allow him to make buying sorties, after all this was a boot sale as well as a market.  Jane was already regretting giving up her lazy Sunday morning. 
All the usual suspects were at the sale bright and early.  Big Tony from Birmingham, Duncan an avid local vinyl collector and Jake the cockney. 
Jake had the unfortunate nickname, “the peg,” arising from the limp he had after a serious motorcycle accident.  "Diamond Geezer" would have been a more apt description of Jake.  Born in Hackney in 1949, he moved to Essex in the 1970`s and finally to Norfolk 3 years ago.  Jake was not at the back of the queue when they were handing out looks, but he couldn`t see the middle from his position! What hair he had left was scraped into a pony tail, he had small beady eyes and a large pitted nose.  His two teeth were lonely in his large mouth.  Although Jake was a similar size to John he looked smaller because of a stoop he had developed. 
Jake was a hard case but had a heart of gold.  He got on well with john.  Both had a dry sense of humour and were known as straight talkers.  Jake did not have premises like John but did most of his business on line and at collector sales.  His favourite music genres were rock and roll, doo-wop and country.  He had recently made a shed load of cash selling a doo-wop collection to an American collector. 
The scene was set, it should be a good day.  The weather was crisp and cold but set fair with no rain forecast.  “I’ve priced all the stock luv, allow a 10% discount if pushed and check any £20 notes!” John said to his sleepy partner.  Jane just ushered him away as she wrapped her frozen hands around a coffee. 
John set off on a buying sortie, he had a reputation of being able to sniff out a rare record at fifty paces.  He had bought many a gem at Rayfield over the years.  However, more dealers and increased public awareness had made things more difficult of late.  They should ban all record price guides, John thought to himself.  As he looked to his right John noticed the classic sign, a forty something couple unloading boxes of lp records from the boot of their car.  This could be new goods to the market and John would be the first to look.  John had witnessed this scene many times before, the hen pecked husband being forced to sell his treasured record collection to make space in the spare bedroom. 
"Hi there, nice day,” John said.  The lady smiled, the bloke grunted something inaudible.  Fancy being made to sell your records and get up early on Sunday to boot, John thought.  "Can I look at your records?" he asked.  The lady smiled again and said to John, "Go ahead my dear, you can make us an offer for the lot if you want!" 
John steadily worked his way through the boxes as he had done hundreds of times before.  Unfortunately, this was not the golden find that John had anticipated.  The lp`s were all middle of the road genre with Mantovani and Jim Reeves thrown in for good measure.  You could not give these records away, mused John as he finished rummaging.  
Just as he was leaving the lady said, "A man stopped our car just as we were parking and asked if we had any records.  He gave us £20 for a box of lp`s.”  
"Did he have a limp?" replied John.  
"Yeah, why do you know him?" the lady shouted.  John smiled and continued to walk away, it was 1-0 to Jake!
John continued looking for bargains and checking in with Jane over the next few hours.  Sales were reasonable but John had only bought a handful of records and nothing of significant value. 
Just before packing up the stall John heard a familiar voice.  "Hey scouse, found any bargains today?!" It was Jake, lumbering around carrying two bags of records.  "Nothing to write home about,” replied John in a contrived casual manner.  Jake just smiled and said "might see you later in the Plough?"  John waved and continued packing his stock away in the car. 
John`s mobile phone rang.  "Hi Billy, haven`t heard from you for ages " John answered. 
"Heard you`ve got a Willie Dixon record for sale.  Walking The Blues? "
"News travels fast Bill! Who told you?" replied John. 
"Never mind that scouse, what`s the least you`d take for it?"
"£2600, bottom line."
"One offer only John, just say yea or nay.  £2,200! "
“It`s yours mate,” replied John. 
John turned to Jane who was scowling and struggling with boxes.  "Just sold the Willie Dixon record to Billy Berry from London.”   
"Great, the drinks are on you!" Jane shouted.
It didn`t take long to pack the rest of the stock away.  Jane was still cold and demanded a brandy in the Plough.  John agreed to head for the pub but just as they were about to drive out of the sale ground, an old man stopped them.  John wound down his window.  
"I’m glad I caught you, I meant to come earlier but had to take my wife to see her sister.  Somebody told me you buy records?"  
John gave the man a faint smile and replied "It has been known.” He had been approached to buy records at sales many times but it rarely resulted in anything worthwhile. 
Jane was not at all happy with this delay to the promised brandy.  The man who was called Peter, said he only lived over the road where the records had been stored in the garage.  John persuaded Jane to stay in the car and that he would only be 10 minutes. He followed Peter to his garage. 
Peter explained that his grandson had been a record collector but was off to University and needed cash.  Josh, his grandson, had asked Peter to get as much as he could for the records.  “I’ll take a quick look,” John said. 
The first box of records were mainly heavy metal albums of no great monetary value.  However, John got excited when he saw Stevie Wonder`s first Motown album.  Even better it was in near mint condition.  The whole box was full of early 1960`s LPs in great nick, mostly soul and blues artists.  After some haggling, a price of £300 was agreed for this box of records.  Peter seemed pleased, John also as he thought he might realize over a grand for the LPs. 
Jane cheered up with the news of the bargain purchase. 
"A worthwhile delay?" smirked John. Jane gave him a clip behind the ear. 
They forced their way into The Plough, grabbing the last two seats in the corner by the bar.  The pub was packed with regulars and people from the Rayfield sale. 
Jake, the cockney, saw the couple and came over with a drink for John and Jane.  "Here we are scouse, it looks as if you need a drink after the day you`ve had!"  
John laughed and said, "Cheers mate, but it turned out to be a good day after all!" Jane joined in the laughter. She watched John and Jake spar all night long. 



Chapter 4



"Ok mate see you at the bypass at 10.30.”  John put the phone down.  Jake the cockney had visited John late last night.  John hadn`t seen much of Jake since the Rayfield sale. 
Jake still had contacts in the Essex area.  He had been told of a major record collection coming to the market.  It was to be sold by private auction in a small village near Chelmsford.  He needed a partner to share the cost because it was anticipated that the collection would cost over £20,000.  Jake knew that John could always lay his hands on ready cash.  They agreed to travel to Essex the following morning to view and possibly buy the record collection.  “Best go in separate cars, we may need every inch of space if we score,” Jake said.  

They arrived at the cottage at 11.30 the next morning.  There were a few people milling about outside with mobile phones pinned to their ears.  London dealers John thought as he parked his car.  John smile when one of the dealers made the ultimate faux-pas by consulting the Rare Record Price Guide in public. 
“Should be a tasty lot,” Jake said as he exited his car.  “Rock and roll mainly with some blues and soul thrown in for good measure.”   
A tall thin man greeted the lads at the front door, handing them a typed list of all records for auction.  "On view in the back room,” he said as he moved to meet new arrivals. 
John and Jake agreed to split the viewing in order to speed up the process, there were nearly 3,000 records to inspect.   “I’ll take the LPs, you do the rest,” Jake said to John.  John nodded and got to work.  They did not have too much time as the auction was due to start at 2 pm. It was 12 noon. 
Unusually for an auction there were only four lots.  They comprised LPs, ep`s, 45`s and 78 rpm shellac records.  If John and Jake were successful, they could carve up the collection between themselves at their leisure. 
They had just finished viewing the records at 2 pm.  The tall auctioneer called the gathering, about 25 people, to order.  
"Gentlemen, I use the term loosely..." there was strangled laughter from the back of the room.  "I am instructed by the executors of the estate, to sell the private record collection of the late and sadly missed, Zak the cat Williams, former D.J. and pop promoter.”  All of a sudden a portable CD player was switched on to play Zak`s signature tune "Alone Again" by Love.  The rendition was given due respect by the assembly, many of whom knew Zak personally.  John had heard of the legendary D.J. although their paths had never crossed. 
The collection was first rate and in excellent condition.  There were many promotional 45 rpm records, acetates and London label albums.  The boys decided upon a strategy, John would take the bidding.  £6,000 for the LPs, £1,000 for the 78`s, £3,000 for the 45`s and £750 for the ep`s.  They would increase the sums by £1,000 pro-rata if pushed.  Jake saw some familiar faces in the crowd from his time on the London record scene.  He thought their chance of being successful less likely with the arrival of these big hitters. 
"Sold to Mr. Harris for £7250,” cried the auctioneer as he slammed the hammer onto his desk.  The boys had failed to buy the LPs.  John was the highest bidder for the 45 rpm records.  He bid £3,500, more than he intended but still a great deal.  John thought that they could realize about £8,000 with a following wind.  Although missing out on the ep`s, John secured the 78`s for only £450.  This final lot was a real bargain.  
"That`s two grand for those, scouse ,” Jake remarked with a smirk. 
"That`s half, let`s go and settle up" said John.  After paying the auctioneer, the lads began to load the records into John`s car, they didn`t need both vehicles after all.  Just as John put the final box of records in his car boot, he felt a shiver run down his spine.  It was as though somebody had walked over his grave. 
"Quinny, you old bastard!!" shouted a huge bearded man in a cowboy hat, wearing a long trench coat.  John shot bolt upright, hitting his head on the car tailgate.  
"Shit" he shouted.  He turned to see a face from his past he`d rather have forgotten.
"Hi Max, long time no see,” John said to the Demis Roussos tribute. 
"How long has it been John? 10 years?"
"More like 15," John replied. 
"That`s right scouse, it was Rollo`s stag night in Soho,” shouted Max. 
Jake interrupted, “Come on mate let`s get going, I’m starving.”  
"See you Max,” John muttered as he got into the car and followed Jake onto the main road outside the cottage.  John glanced in his rearview mirror to see Max staring as the two cars departed. 
A couple of miles up the road Jake indicated left and turned into a petrol station.  John followed him and parked up.  
"What was all that back there with the beard?"  Jake asked John as he filled up his car.  
"A very nasty piece of work is Max Scilla.  Met him through a mutual friend in London years ago.  Rumoured to be into drugs, loansharking and god knows what else!" John replied. 
"He seemed to like you scouse!" Jake said sarcastically.  "Anyway, an old mate of mine runs a transport cafe not far from here, so do you fancy a fry up?"
“Too right Jakey, let`s go!”   John shouted as he headed for his car. 
Jake`s mate Harry was a former record dealer from London.  He had got out of the business years ago and started up the cafe with his girlfriend Kathy.  They pulled off the main road and parked their cars in front of the cafe.  John chuckled to himself as he looked up at the sign, "The Greasy Spoon.”   
"Not very original,” smirked Jake.  
Harry came to the front door having spotted Jake through the window.  "Watcha, mate, great to see ya" as he gave Jake a bear hug.
"This is a mate of mine from Norfolk, John,” Jake said.  
Harry smiled and stuck his hand out to greet John.  John looked at Harry, all six feet four of him.  He had the obligatory pony tail, faded tee shirt and old rag blues.  He didn`t need to be told Harry was a record man, this species always recognised each other. 
Harry took the lads into a private back room of the cafe.  "I fancy a fry up, what do ya reckon mate?" Jake said.  John nodded his agreement.  Harry disappeared to arrange three large breakfasts.  After finishing their feasts, the lads settled down to record talk.  Harry kept his hand in by scouring for vinyl at charity shops and local boot sales.  He recounted his latest finds and the rarities that got away! Jake told Harry of the auction they had just visited and was surprised he hadn`t heard of it.  "You`re slipping mate!" Jake remarked as Harry roared with laughter. 
John nipped to his car and brought in a box of London label 45`s.  Harry`s eyes lit up as he saw the famous label the favourite of record collectors.  John did a fair deal with Harry on a couple of singles from the box.  More coffee was drank and former exploits were exaggerated.  John took to Harry immediately, he was laid back and had a wicked sense of humour.  As John and Jake stood to go, Harry shook John warmly by the hand and invited him down for a weekend with his partner Jane.  Just as the lads opened the door, Harry shouted "almost forgot, I’ve got something which may interest you!"  He rushed away and quickly returned with a box of CDs. 
Harry explained that he had picked the CDs up last Sunday at a local table top sale.  Jake said he was skint so John took the box off Harry.  He quickly scanned the contents to see if there was anything of interest.  John had stopped buying CDs in bulk because of the switch to downloading by punters.  However, he got excited by a disc towards the back of the box.  It had handwriting on it like most of the other CDs.  John thought it might be part of a D.J. collection.  He could just about make out what was written on the disc, "G B 1969 Master Series 2.”  Was this the famous lost Beatles album!? John thought to himself. 
After a bit of jovial haggling John gave Harry £20 for the box of CDs.  Harry was happy as he only paid a fiver for them! Jake never even looked at the CDs because of his lack of cash, he only had enough left for a pint in The Plough. 
The lads got back to Norfolk late, had literally 1 pint in The Plough before deciding to meet on Sunday to divide up the booty from the auction. 
Sunday came and an amicable division of the auction records was reached between John and Jake.  John had most of the 45`s, Jake the 78`s.  Both were happy and agreed to seal the deal over a pint at The Plough.  Jane joined them later in the afternoon and not unusually a quick pint turned into a session.  John and Jane bad farewell to Jake about 10 pm, stumbling their way home.  Jake would be holding court in the pub until the early hours. 



Chapter 5



Summer was late arriving in Norfolk.  It had been a wet spring, so the yellow and lilac coloured fields were a welcome sight.  John was pleased when the better weather invaded the county, as this was the time he did his major stock buying at markets and car boot sales.  The recent damp weather had limited acquisitions. 
It was 5.15 am on Sunday in early June which meant it must be “20 Acres.”  John slipped out of the cottage quietly hoping not to wake Jane.  He had decided to head for the large car boot sale just north of Norwich as early as possible.  People started setting up their stalls as soon as it was light in the summer.  20 Acres was the largest boot sale in this part of Norfolk.  A local farmer had taken the government`s advice and diversified, staging a weekly car boot sale on redundant arable land.  It was a success.  On any given summer Sunday, over 300 stalls could be set up at 20 Acres.  At a minimum of charge of £6 a stall, it was nice work if you could get it!
John pulled into the car park at 5.40 am.  He could see that there were already two rows of stalls set up.  He moved into gear, grabbed his trusted holdall from the boot of his car and started scouring for records, books and other items of interest. 
As he walked down the second row of stalls, John saw the usual collection of "Top Of The Pops,” Engelbert and Jim Reeves albums.  John didn`t only look for music related items to sell, he had an interest in old furniture and Art Deco figurines.  He had acquired a lot of choice pieces for his own cottage in this way. 
“John, hiya mate,” the loud voice belonged to Terry a local would be record dealer.  He was not exactly a friend of John, but an acquaintance who occasionally turned up a rare lp record which John would buy.  
“Hi Terry,” John replied.  Terry had approached John many times with a business proposal to open a record shop in Norwich.  John had resisted thus far as Terry was not the most reliable person, having suffered from serious depression for many years.  
“Thought any more about the shop in Norwich?” Terry enquired.
"Not really the right time, mate" John said in a way to close the conversation.  Terry persisted.  "I’m o.k. now, my psychiatrist has prescribed new tablets.”   John made a polite excuse and moved on before Terry produced a copy of his medical records. 
John stayed at 20 Acres until just after 8 am.  He had bought a couple of interesting LP records, but decided to move on as the boot sale was now swamped with punters looking for records.  He thought that he would make his way home via Fakenham, dropping in at the Wells road car boot sale. 
John parked at the back of the field just off the Wells road, he was late as it was now nearly 9 am.  Every sale in Norfolk had its own "record" men these days, quite different to when John first visited the county when he had more of a free rein.  The big cheese out here was Des, another exile from the east end of London.  In his early sixties, Des had the obligatory pony tail and an encyclopedic knowledge of 1950`s and 1960`s music.  Des and his son Paul, usually stopped cars on their way into the boot sale asking if there were any records on board.  This direct approach had sometimes paid off with some rare finds. 
John quickly moved around the sale and spotted Des` grey hair before hearing the bellowing cockney voice.  John steered clear of Des as he had a certain reputation and after all this was his patch.  After an unproductive hour, John was about to leave when he passed a fruit and veg stall. 
He noticed a shoe box full of what appeared to be postcards.  John idly thumbed through the box thinking it was unusual to see such items among the apples and pears.  At the bottom of the box he noticed a small pink card.  He picked it up, trying not to show his excitement.  
"How much is this?" he asked the old boy behind the stall.  
"Gi’ us 20 pence " was the reply.  John executed the transaction quickly. 
When John was back in his car he surveyed his purchase.  It was an original girl`s membership card from the legendary Casbah Coffee Club in Liverpool.  The club was started by Pete Best`s mother, Mona, and frequented regularly by the formative Beatles.  
"It`s a long way from West Derby to Fakenham!" John said aloud. 
John returned home in high spirits.  It was hot as he opened the front door of his cottage.  “Jane,” he shouted to complete silence. 
He noticed that the French doors were open to the back garden.  
“Hi babe,” he said to Jane, who was stretched out on a sun lounger, topless! 
“Hi darlin’,” she replied. 
"You naughty girl, giving the neighbours a cheap thrill showing your boobies!" John said in a mocking tone.  
Jane laughed and replied "There`s only old Mr. Thomas next door and he`s as blind as a bat!" 
John suddenly got the urge and rushed over to scoop Jane up into his arms.  “Whoa,” she shrieked.  
"I’m taking you upstairs,” he said firmly.  Jane made some half hearted protests which John ignored. 
Jane was deposited on their bed without ceremony.  John was getting more excited as Jane watched him undress.  
"You are pleased to see me!" she said in a bad Mae West impression.  John smiled as he moved down the bed, his dick now rock hard and standing to attention. 
Jane pulled her knickers off and threw them on the floor.  John caressed her and sucked her nipples.  Jane began to sigh.  John parted her legs and entered her smoothly like a knife through hot butter.  John was a great lover and had always took his time with the ladies, not rushing the process.  Jane certainly appreciated his way. 
The two sweaty bodies thrashed about in various positions for nearly an hour, on this hot Norfolk afternoon.  Jane ended up on top before they both collapsed in exhaustion after climaxing. 
“This is the only time I regret giving up smoking,” John said after a few minutes.  Jane just smiled as she enjoyed the soft touch of the cotton sheets. 



Chapter 6



John was 6 months behind with his accounts.  His accountant, Stuart Ellis, had been bending his ear asking for the figures.  John decided to work at home to sort the problem.  Jane was at an agricultural trade show with her boss.  It was quiet in the cottage. 
After about half an hour on his computer analysing expenses, John had already lost interest.  He moved from behind his desk and looked for the box of CDs he`d bought from Harry, after the auction in Chelmsford. 
John eventually found the box in the "glory hole" under the stairs.  He hadn`t had a chance to have a proper look at the CDs since he bought them. 
He immediately looked for what he thought was the rare Beatles recording, marked “GB 1969 master series 2.”   John put the disc into his home hi-fi system and pressed "play.”  Nothing happened.  He tried again and a message appeared on the LCD screen, “no disc.”  
“Shit!” John threw the cd across the room in anger. 
He looked at the other discs wondering if he`d been sold a pup.  Most of the CDs were “recordables,” the modern digital format for demo/promotional recordings.  John picked up one handwritten “Little Angels,” a band from the north John had always liked.  This disc played fine.  John thought that it sounded like an early collection of demo`s before the band signed for Polydor.  John cheered up as he would get his money back on this CD alone.  He went back to tackling his accounts to the backbeat of the Angels. 
After lunch, John finished compiling the figures and emailed the information to Stuart Ellis.  He sat down with a cup of coffee and went through the rest of the CDs in the box.  One disc at the back of the box stuck out.  It was gold in colour and had a typed label stuck to it.  The label detailed numbers only “01746 -99-5.”  John stuck it into his CD player.  The message on the player flashed "no disc" again!
John put the gold CD back in the box with the others and headed for his car.  He had to pop into Norwich to value a record collection, so he thought he might try playing the "faulty" CDs on his car stereo. 
“Jesus! These bloody CDs, give me vinyl anytime!” John shouted, as his car CD player didn`t like the discs either.  He threw them into the glove compartment and switched to “Planet Rock.”  



Chapter 7



About six months ago, John had been invited to do an occasional spot on Sunday evening at B.B.C Radio Norfolk.  His accountant, Stuart, had recommended John to D.J. Mike Reynolds who hosted the programme.  Apparently, Stuart did some freelance work for the B.B.C.
The Sunday evening show was a leisure and lifestyle programme with a phone-in element.  Occasional guests were experts on various topics.  John would value rare records for listeners who called the programme, and answer any music related questions. 
This particular Sunday night, it had been very quiet on the phone lines at Radio Norfolk.  As the programme entered its final half hour, Mike Reynolds said "come on folks, we have record expert John Quinn here tonight.  So if you have that rare Beatles lp in the attic, the old Elvis 78 or even that single record by our own Singing Postman, ring us now on 01603..."
Just as the programme was winding down, the producer put a call through to John.  “Hi John, it’s Kathy from Wroxham.”  
“Hi Kathy, how can I help you,” replied John. 
“Well it’s a long story.  In a nutshell, I am the sole beneficiary of a large estate from an uncle I never thought I had! The problem is that he made a stipulation in his will which must be satisfied before the estate can be distributed to me,” explained Kathy. 
"Sounds interesting" said John. 
"I understand from the executor of the estate who knew my late uncle well, that he was a reclusive eccentric who loved music.  Apparently, he worked as a record engineer in London in the 1960`s, and built an enormous record collection.  This collection forms part of the estate.  The stipulation is that I track down and acquire a recording by Elvis Presley of Hey Good Lookin`.  If I don`t succeed I don`t inherit!"
"How peculiar is that John?" remarked Mike Reynolds. 
“Never heard anything like it before, Mike,” replied John. 
"Listen Kathy, this sounds very involved.  As we are running out of time, can you give my producer your telephone number and perhaps John can call you back after the show?" said Mike. 
“That`s fine Mike, I’d appreciate any help John could give me,” said Kathy. 



Chapter 8



Somewhere in Essex a contentious meeting is taking place. 
"Where`s the fucking CD Phil?!" 
“I dunno Ron.  Mary had a clear out the other weekend and did a car boot sale.  She must have taken the CD then.”  
"What?!! You prat! You let your missus take a CD worth millions of pounds to a car boot sale?"
Just then one of Ron`s large associates dealt a hefty blow to the back of Phil`s head. 
"Ahh, shit.  I’ll get it back for you Ron,” Phil shouted as he rubbed his head. 
"You`d better my son, or there`s going to be a West Ham season ticket available shortly, and it ain`t mine!"  



Chapter 9



“Morning Kathy, it`s John Quinn, we spoke on the Radio Norfolk phone in.”  
“Oh, hi John, thanks for contacting me,” replied Kathy. 
“Kathy, I know we didn`t have much time to speak the other night, but my reaction to your question about the Elvis recording is that to my knowledge, he did not record Hey Good Lookin`.  You may be aware that this is a famous song recorded by Hank Williams, who had a major hit with it.” 
“Yes, I thought that was the case.  Have you got any advice as to what I should do? As I mentioned, there is a lot of money at stake for me as a potential beneficiary of my late uncle`s estate,” replied Kathy in an anxious voice. 
“I could research the matter for you and make enquiries.  In the music industry, there are lots of rumours and myths surrounding what major artists have recorded unofficially, after the scheduled studio time is over.  However, this would be a cost to you if I undertook such a project,” John said. 
“Listen John, I have a meeting in Norwich on Friday afternoon with Mr. Harris, the executor of the estate.  Is it possible for you to attend so we can discuss the matter further?” 
John had a quick check of his diary, it was clear on Friday.  “Ok Kathy, if you can text me the details of the meeting I can be there.”  

It was Friday afternoon, and John was walking down Cathedral Close in Norwich City centre.  John was looking for the solicitors, Ellison Makin.  
Suddenly he saw Kathy waving to him, from outside of a 3 panel door of an impressive Georgian building. “Hi John, pleased to meet you.”  
“Likewise, Kathy,” John replied as he shook her hand. 
“Mr. Harris is waiting for us in his office,” she said as she opened the front door.  John followed. 
Mr. Harris was a senior partner of the firm Ellison Makin, which had several offices in East Anglia.  He was a tall man with a shock of grey hair, well dressed in a traditional pin striped suit.  His office was well appointed if old fashioned.  Kathy made the introductions.  “Please take a seat,” Mr. Harris gestured to them. 
“Mrs. Richards has advised me of your discussions, Mr. Quinn.  Do you think that you can help establish whether the Elvis Presley recording exists, and if it does assist in acquiring it?” Mr. Harris said in an officious manner. 
“Yes, I believe I can help here.  I can research the matter and confirm that to the best evidence held, no recording was ever made by Elvis Presley.  Alternately, if I do find out a recording exists then I would make every effort to locate and acquire it,” John replied. 
He continued, “However, I have two questions.  If such a recording exists, it would be almost priceless owing to its rarity.  Indeed it may be worth more than the value of the estate! Can you let me know how much the estate is worth? Secondly, if I am able to confirm that no recording exists, would this be sufficient for you to distribute the estate to Kathy?” 
Mr. Harris had a sharp intake of breath, taking off his horn rimmed glasses and placing them on his desk.  
“Mr. Quinn, as to your second question, I, in my position as executor of the estate would probably have to seek Counsel`s opinion, if a disposition could be made in those circumstances.  As to the value of the estate, Mrs. Richards has authorised me to let you have sight of the preliminary account.”  
Mr. Harris passed a file across his desk to John, who flicked through the pages. 
“So we are talking about £450,000?” John said after a few minutes. 
“Yes, but that is not including a large record collection owned by the deceased, which I believe Mrs. Richards mentioned to you,” Mr. Harris replied. 
“Yes, ok I see.  It may be sensible to arrange another meeting if Kathy wishes me to proceed in this matter.  Maybe to draw up a simple contract for my services?” 
Mr. Harris smiled and agreed that this would be a sensible way forward.  Kathy also seemed happy with this plan.  Mr. Harris stated that he could not represent Kathy in this context as it would be a conflict of interest.  However, he recommended a local lawyer who could help.
A week later, John and Kathy attended another solicitor`s office in Norwich.  Terms were speedily agreed for John`s services.  Briefly, John would receive a fee of £1,000 plus expenses to research the matter. If he established that no such Elvis recording existed, he would confirm same in a formal letter and submit this to the executor of the estate.  At this stage he would receive a further fee of £1,000.  These fees were not dependent upon the outcome of any decision by the executor, as to the disposition of the estate. 
If in the unlikely event John tracked down the Elvis record, he would attempt to buy it and deliver it to Kathy Richards.  He would be paid a fee of £5,000 on completion of this service, and have first refusal to handle any future sale of the record.  His commission of any future sale would be 5% of the value achieved. 




Chapter 10



John and Jane were having a lazy Sunday.  They had just got out of bed and were on their first coffee.  It was 2 pm and the sofa was buried in the Sunday papers. 
“Do you fancy a trip to Liverpool? I’ve got to see my mum and do a bit of business at the same time,” John said on his second coffee.  
“What business do you have in Liverpool?” Jane enquired. 
“You know, the research for that woman who rang into Radio Norfolk last month.”  
“Oh yeah, that`s right, you have to find Elvis!” Jane replied, laughing. 
“Elvis is dead Jane! I do have to find out if he recorded a specific song.  It`s worth a lot of money to Kathy Richards if I succeed,” John said with a straight face. 
“Elvis is dead! When did that happen?!” Jane said as they both started to laugh. 
“Sorry babe, but you know it`s my busiest time of the year, I can`t get any time off work” Jane said after a few minutes. 
“Guess I’ll have to go on my tod” John said with a glum face. 
Later that day, Jane was busy in the kitchen preparing the Sunday dinner.  John sat out in the garden as it was a lovely day.  On the spur of the moment he decided to ring Tina, the pub landlady he met in Cumbria. 
“Hi Tina, it`s John Quinn from Norfolk.” 
“Oh hiya John, how are you doing? I was just thinking about you the other day” Tina replied. 
“Only good thoughts I hope!” said John. 
Tina laughed.  After a few minutes of catch up conversation, John asked if Tina was free to meet up for a drink in Liverpool. 
“When are you coming up north?” she enquired. 
“I think it`s going to be the weekend of the 22nd and 23rd of this month, but I’ll get back to you when I finalise the details,” John replied. 
“Good, that will give me time to arrange cover for the pub.” 
“Ok luv, speak soon,” John said ending the call.  He headed into the kitchen following the smell of roast beef and Yorkshire pudding. 
Later that evening, John makes another call north.  “Hiya Kinny, it`s John Quinn, long time no see!”
“Hi John, it must be about three years, maybe Freddy Smith`s 50th birthday party?” 
“Jesus, yeah that`s the last time all the lads got together,” replied John. 
John continued.  “Listen Paul, I coming up to Liverpool to see my mum and do a bit of business later this month, maybe the 22nd.  Can we meet up for a drink in town?” 
“Yes, that will be great to see you again.  Let me know the exact details nearer the time and I’ll see if any of the lads are available,” replied Paul Kinsella. 
“Cheers mate, bye,” John put his mobile down.  He was pleased to touch base with Paul Kinsella as he had not only been a great mate for many years, but was a renowned expert on Elvis Presley. 



Chapter 11



Max Scilla was sitting in his local pub in Chelmsford, The Nag`s Head.  He growled at Terry the barman for another pint of Stella.  It was a wet Tuesday afternoon and Max was studying the form in his newspaper. 
“Any luck with the horses Max,” Terry asked as he delivered the pint of beer.  “Na, not had a winner for weeks,” grunted Max. 
All of a sudden a group of men entered the empty pub, if there was a piano player he would have stopped playing.  “Hiya Maxi, howya doin`?”  Max looked up from his paper and recognised Ron Stevens and his friends. 
“Hi Ron,” replied Max. 
“Another pint of Stella for my friend, barman,” Ron said to Terry. 
Ron sat down next to Max, his large friends stood at the bar blocking the light out in this small pub. 
“I’m looking for some information Max.  A little bird tells me that you know most of the record and music dealers in these parts.”
“Yeah, I know some of the players here, Ron.” 
“Well, I am trying to locate a dealer, possibly a collector, who bought a valuable CD of mine for a pittance.  I believe it was sold by a friend in error at a local car boot sale, round about 6 weeks ago.”  
“That`s a longshot Ron, even if you find the geezer he may have moved the CD on by now,” said Max. 
“You don`t have to tell me it`s a longshot you fat bastard! Just ask around and get back to me quick!!”  Ron bellowed into Max`s ear. 
Ron calmly stood and the gangsters left the pub. 



Chapter 12



John walked to The Plough for a quiet pint.  Jane had gone to bed fancying an early night. 
“Hi John. Usual, mate?” said Terry the landlord.  
“Yeah, cheers Terry.” 
“There you go mate, a pint of my finest bitter.  Your mate is over there, he`s been asking about you.”  
John looked over to the dart board and saw Jake losing badly to Annie Flanders. 
“Hi Jake, haven`t seen you for a while, you ok?” 
“Not so bad scouse.  Let`s sit down over there and have a natter.  Annie is hammering me with the arras.”  John laughed and moved over to the corner of the lounge bar. 
“Listen John, remember my mate Harry in Essex who sold you the CD`s? Well he reckons that another large private record collection is coming up for grabs shortly.  The only problem is that mega cash will be required to buy the collection.  It may go to sealed bids!” 
“How much are we talking about?” asked John. 
“Not sure yet, Harry has feelers out with his contacts.  Could be 100 grand plus in total!” Jake said. 
“Even if we share, that`s a bit too much wonga for me at present.  Business has been slow recently,” John remarked. 
“Same here mate, even if Harry could raise some cash it would still mean over 30 grand each.  Look, I’ll keep you in the loop when I hear more from Harry,” said Jake. 
“Another pint Jake?”
“Ok mate, last one!” replied Jake laughing. 
When John returned to the table with the beer, he noticed Jake was fiddling with his smartphone.  “Have you seen this scouse, a geeky friend of mind sorted out this special application for me.  I can track any smartphone in the country just by tapping in the number and pressing start!”
“Wow, never heard of that before.  Is it legal? Try it with mine Jake see if it locates The Plough!”  John said. 
Jake tapped in John`s i-phone number and sure enough the pin dropped on the map, indicating The Plough in Tunstead, Norfolk.  Jake held his phone up in triumph showing it to John. 
Terry, who had overheard the conversation from behind the bar, commented dryly, “So you two geniuses have established that you are actually sitting in The Plough, in Tunstead.  Well done!!” The lads just fell about laughing. 



Chapter 13



John is preparing for his trip to Liverpool on Thursday night.  Just as he finishes packing his holdall, Jane appears at the bedroom door.  She has a towel wrapped around her head folded in a turban shape, as only a woman can do. 
“All set to head north?” she enquires. 
“Yeah, already for an early dart tomorrow morning.  Should be at my mum`s house by lunchtime,” John replied. 
“Who is this Paul Kinsella you mentioned you`re meeting?” Jane asked. 
“Who is Paul Kinsella?”  John slowly repeated the question aloud.  After a long pause he said, “He`s the brother I never had!”  
John first met Paul when they were put in the same class at St. Mary`s College, Crosby in Liverpool.  They hit it off almost immediately, having similar tastes in music, football and girls! John was into the blues and therefore preferred The Stones, while Paul was a Beatles fan.  However, Paul`s one true musical love was Elvis Presley, the king of rock and roll. 
Both lads were altar boys at St. Mary`s and fanatical Everton supporters.  They worshipped idols such as Alex Young, Roy Vernon and Jimmy Gabriel at Goodison Park during the 1960`s. They often chased the same girls although John was more successful owing to his looks and chat up lines. 
After school, John drifted into a number of different jobs before he landed at National Westminster Bank.  Paul, always the more organised an methodical, had his career well planned out.  He was taken on by a local firm to train to be a chartered accountant.  He qualified by passing his professional exams at the first attempt.  Paul was now a partner at a large accountancy practice in Liverpool City Centre. 
Paul had an encyclopaedic knowledge of Elvis Presley, what he didn`t know you could write on the back of a postage stamp.  He also had the best record and memorabilia Elvis collection John had ever seen, and that was saying something.  Years ago, John had been through the collection and valued it at nearly £200,000!
“Who else is going to this weekend in sin city?!” Jane said sarcastically, breaking John`s thoughts.  
He laughed and replied, “Well I arranged to meet up with Tina from Cumbria, you know the pub landlady I told you about who put me up on that trip I made last year.”  
“Oh I see, and I suppose she will be bunking in with you at your mum`s!” Jane said with a straight face. 
“Of course not,” John replied.  “I think she`s coming down with a friend and they`re staying with family Tina has in Liverpool.”  
With that Jane smiled.  “I’m only winding you up you idiot! Do you think any other woman would be interested in you, Quinn? Whiskers in the basin, the toilet seat always left up and clothes all over the bedroom floor!”
John smiled as Jane disappeared into the bathroom. 



Chapter 14



John`s early start the next morning really paid dividends.  He was on the M 62 at Leeds by 11 am, travelling via the A 17 and the A 1.  Another couple of hours and he`d be at his mum`s house. 
John`s mum, May Quinn, was 83 now and physically frail.  However, she still had her wits about her, indeed May was as sharp as a tack.  At five feet May was dwarfed by her only child, who she adored. 
May had moved from Seaforth just after her husband, Patrick, had died in 2001.  John had helped with the purchase of a nice 3 bedroomed semi - detached house in Crosby.  She loved it although John had to persuade her not to “donkey stone” the step anymore.  May loved going to the beach looking at the Gormley statues and watching the kids play in the sand.  “Your dad would have loved it here,” she often said when talking to John. 
May was looking out of her bay window, expectantly.  All of a sudden she got excited as John`s Toyota pulled into the driveway.  She was at the front door in a flash.  
“Hiya gorgeous,” John shouted as he got out of the car.  
May came down the path to meet him. “Lovely to see you, son,” giving John a great big hug. 
May had the kettle on quickly as John sat down in the lounge.  They caught up with what was happening in their lives, John hadn`t visited for over 8 months.  After an hour or so, John took his bag up to his bedroom and unpacked.  He shouted down to his May, “Hey mum I’m going to see Paul Kinsella tonight, hope you don`t mind?”
“That`s fine luv, you enjoy yourself while you`re here, I am just glad to see you.  By the way, when am I going to see the new lady in your life, Jane isn`t it?”
John came back downstairs.  “Yeah, Jane was going to come up with me this time but she`s so busy at work.  She couldn`t get any time off.”  
John had something to eat at tea time.  He left just after 8 pm to visit Paul Kinsella.  Paul only lived a short distance from May Quinn, in Waterloo.  John fancied getting the Merseyrail train which brought back many memories commuting into Liverpool city centre.  It was only one stop from Blundellsands. 
John alighted at Waterloo, walking down South Road towards the beach.  Paul had done well for himself.  He owned an impressive Edwardian villa on the Marine Crescent.  Paul lived here with his wife Rachel.  They had one daughter, Mary, who was away studying medicine in London.  John always joked with his great mate that he had a “mixed” marriage as he`d married a Liverpudlian !
John approached the impressive front door, which had been painted since his last visit.  He knocked and a familiar face appeared.  “You`ve put some beef on Kinny! Has Rachel been taking some cookery lessons?” Paul smiled as a loud female voice from inside said “I heard that Mr. Quinn!”  John hugged Mr and Mrs Kinsella. 
They all sat together in the cosy back room with the gas fire on.  It was early autumn and there was a cool breeze blowing in from the Irish Sea.  Many drinks were consumed and tales told.  Rachel excused herself at just after midnight and headed for bed.  She left the boys to carry on into the small hours. 
Just before he had too many drinks, John raised the subject of Elvis and the matter he was researching for Kathy Richards, the potential beneficiary of a large estate.  He retold the story to Paul who stared at John in amazement. 
“You know Elvis did not record Hey Good Lookin’, John, you don`t need me to tell you that!”
“Yeah, I know Paul, but owing to the money involved here I must be 100% certain that is the case.  Can you help?”
“Look mate, you know it is more difficult to prove somebody didn`t record a song rather than he did.  However, I do have some original Sun Studio log sheets from the fifties which relate to Elvis`s recording sessions.  Let`s look at these before you go back to Norfolk.  I might even let you have copies if you buy me a pint of Bass,” Paul replied. 
“Trust you Kinny, only you could have original session logs for Elvis Presley from the 1950`s.  Long live rock and roll!” John shouted as the boys clinked their glasses together. 



Chapter 15



It was a cool but gloriously sunny Saturday morning when John awoke.  Although it was 9.30 am, he was still a bit groggy from the drinks with Paul the previous night.  John had a quick shower which revived him.  As he emerged from the bathroom he noticed the smell of frying bacon.  This evoked a memory of family breakfasts on Saturday mornings many moons ago, in the old back kitchen in Seaforth. 
“Morning mum, hope I didn`t disturb you coming in early this morning,” said John. 
“Morning son, no I slept like a log, nothing disturbs me especially when I take my hearing aid out!” replied May giving John a cheeky wink. 
“Full English son? “
“You do spoil me mum.  I think I’ll need a big breakfast with the day I’ve got ahead.  I’m going to meet Paul in town,” replied John. 
John left his mum`s house and decided to catch the number 53A bus to Liverpool City centre.  It took longer than the train, but the bus passed through John`s old neighbourhood and he was feeling nostalgic.  He boarded the bus and moved to the back passing two young girls, sprawled out on separate seats.  Just as he sat down, the volume of the chatter increased.  “Oohh my god, did ya see what she just tweeted,” “Yeah, silly cow,” followed by high pitched squealing and laughing.  Whatever happened to civilised conversation, John lamented to himself. 
At the next stop just past Seaforth Docks, two men boarded, one of whom suffered from Down`s Syndrome.  The younger man who had the disorder seemed agitated.  He started blowing raspberries and shouting out in an irrational manner.  His carer, who maybe was his father, smiled at John saying “he`s a bit excited.”  John smiled back.  These latest passengers had at least quietened the “O.M.G.” girls!
As the bus neared town passing through Kirkdale, a tall lanky man joined the bus.  He was wearing an extraordinary outfit consisting of a white waistcoat, sharp black pants and a bright red bow tie.  He also had a large top hat on his head, embroided with an intricate pattern on black felt.  The design looked like that seen on a lady`s basque! Just another day in Liverpool, John thought. 
John Quinn and Paul Kinsella met at 12 noon, in the back room of the White Star pub in town.  Another John and Paul had frequented this world famous Liverpool establishment many years ago, but that`s a different story!
The two lads sat at a corner table each with a pint of Bass.  They reminisced about past friends, former escapades and sessions enjoyed in the pub.  The White Star had a prominent part in the Merseybeat story and 1960`s Liverpool.  Most of the beat groups drank in the pub.  Alan Williams, the Beatles` first manager, was a regular and often used the back room as an impromptu office.  Similarly, the legendary Cavern disc jockey Bob Wooler, often held court in this place.  To say that this pub was full of characters was akin to saying Einstein was bright!
Just then a young lad in a hoodie came to their table, “Any batteries lads, lighters or cig papers?” He shouted.  “No thanks mate,” John said. 
John walked to the bar to buy another round.  Whilst waiting for the drinks, a Chinese man asked him if he wanted to buy any DVD`s.  John had a quick look but said no, some of the titles had not even been shown on the cinema yet.  When he delivered the pints back to the table, he remarked to Paul “things don`t change here mate, do they? A lad just asked me if I wanted to buy any DVD`s, the unofficial type!”
“Did he have any Elvis titles?” quipped Paul. 
John laughed and said “Yeah, he had Elvis live from the Dockers Club!”  
Tina Matthews and her friend Charlie entered the “White Star” just after 1.30 pm.  She spotted John in the back room deep in conversation.  “Hi Mr. Quinn, how are you?”
John jumped up and gave Tina a hug. 
“This is my friend from Ulverston, Charlie Hawkins,” said Tina.  John shook hands with Charlie and introduced Paul to the Cumbrian visitors. 
John and Paul then sat down in their seats doing their usual party trick.  They sat next to brass plaques on the back of the seats, referring to some other lads who had made it big in the 1960`s.  “These seats are always reserved for us!” They said in unison, laughing.  The laughter was reciprocated by Tina and Charlie. 
After a few more drinks, John said, “How do you like my pub Tina and Charlie?”
“It`s great,” the visitors replied. 
“You`re not the only one with a pub Tina,” John Quinn said dryly. 
“What you own this place?!” Tina replied. 
“Well it is also known as Quinns, isn`t that right Paul?”
“That`s right,” Paul added laughing. 
John then explained some of the pub`s history to Tina and Charlie.  How a Mr. Quinn had bought several pubs in Liverpool after the second world war.  Apparently, he never changed the names of the pubs but etched the name Quinns onto the windows.  This pub also had a mirror suitably inscribed located in the front bar for many years, although it had gone missing of late. 
Charlie Hawkins was enjoying the history lesson, as he was a great fan of Liverpool as a city and a football team.  “That`s great John, do you give guided tours of the city? Don`t you have to have a license these days for this service?!”
John laughed and replied “I haven`t charged you yet, I’ll pass the hat around later!”
As more drinks were consumed, the volume increased as the conversation became more animated.  John could not take his eyes off Charlie.  At six feet four tall with a muscular build, a bull like neck and a mass of blonde hair, he was an imposing figure.  Charlie also had the most striking blue eyes John had ever seen.  If he ever wanted a career change, Charlie would be a shoe–in for the model in the Joop! homme advert ! No wonder he was popular with Tina, John thought to himself. 
“Have we met before Charlie? Have you ever worked in London?” John enquired. 
“Here we go, he thinks he knows everyone,” Paul interrupted. 
“Yes, I have worked in London.  In the 1980`s I worked for a South African mining company who had offices in the city,” replied Charlie. 
“I worked for Nat West bank at that time in London.  Our paths may have crossed,” said John. 
“It`s possible mate, but I can`t remember,” said Charlie in a manner which closed off that topic of conversation. 
“How did you two meet?” Paul asked, changing the subject. 
“Charlie is a regular at the Fellside Arms.  He first came into my pub when he was working on a large engineering project nearby.  The digs he were in were so poor that he asked me if I had any accommodation available.  Like you did that time you were in Cumbria, remember John?”  Tina explained. 
“Oh yeah, sure, the best B & B this side of the Lakes,” John replied to much laughter. 
“Actually, I’ve worked all over the world for various companies in the construction and engineering field.  But in the last couple of years, I bought a house and settled in Ulverston. I started my own business working mainly in the north of England,” Charlie said. 
“Look before we all get sizzled, what do you say we take a break and go for a coffee?” John asked.  They all agreed and trooped out of the pub. John suggested a little Italian coffee house he liked. 
After finishing their coffee, it was already 6 pm.  “I’m hungry, fancy a Chinese anyone?” Paul said out of the blue.  
“Too right,” replied Tina.  
With that the party headed for Chinatown.  On Paul`s recommendation, the Yuet Ben restaurant was chosen.  This establishment was now run by the daughter of the original owner, who made it famous to many Liverpool families and tourists alike. 
“Let`s order a whole range of different dishes and we can sample, o.k.?” suggested John.  Everyone agreed. 
After devouring 10 different main dishes, the previously hungry patrons were now satisfied.  They ordered coffee but no sweet, the extra portions of rice and chips saw to that.  It was about 9.30 pm when Charlie said “I fancy another drink.  Is there a good pub we can walk to from here?”
“Listen, let`s go to The Globe in Casey Street.  It will give us a breath of air and walk this food off,” said Paul.  
“Mr. sensible, as usual ! Lets go,” replied John. 
The Globe was yet another traditional Liverpool pub, smaller than The White Star but with no less character.  It had an infamous sloping floor which caught out many a tipsy reveller in the past. 
They managed to squeeze into the back room of the pub and get the last seats available.  Tina went to the bar to buy a round.  “Thanks luv,” John said as Tina came back with the drinks. 
“That barmaid isn`t very friendly, wouldn`t have her working for me!” Tina exclaimed. 
John and Paul laughed.  Paul explained.  “Tina, some Liverpool barmaids never made it to charm school like you!” 
With that they all fell about laughing and started to join in the singing, as Little Ole Wine Drinker was played on the juke box. 




Chapter 16



“John, John luv, it`s half one, are you getting up today?!” May was shouting. 
“What…what, where am I…” John replied bleary eyed. 
“Come on son, it`s your last day here, don`t waste it in bed.  Paul Kinsella just phoned, can you give him a call?” May said as she went back downstairs. 
Fifteen minutes later John struggled downstairs and was glad to see his mum had made him a strong coffee.  “Thanks mum, just what the doctor ordered.”  
“Do you want anything to eat son?”
“Not yet mum, maybe later,” replied John. 
“Are Paul and Rachel still coming for Sunday dinner?” enquired May whilst John was on his second coffee. 
“Yeah, mum.  I’ve just spoken to Paul, they`ll be here about 4.30.  What are we having?”  
“I’ve got a lovely leg of lamb in the oven.  Roasties, carrot and swede not forgetting the mint sauce,” replied May. 
“Sounds great,” said John unconvincingly, still being a bit green around the gills. 
Later that afternoon, John got a call from Tina Matthews.  She was at a loose end.  She told John that Charlie had been called back to work in Cumbria, some sort of emergency.  He had taken the car so Tina was stranded.  “Mum, you got room for one more for roast dinner?” John asked. 
“Come over here, Tina, my mum just said there`s plenty food to go around,” John said. 
Paul and Rachel arrived at May`s house just before 4.30 pm.  Tina had already arrived and was talking away with May in the kitchen. 
As the diners sat down to the feast prepared by May`s fair hand, John enquired “So what happened to big Charlie? Couldn`t take the pace eh!”
“You didn`t look too healthy when I woke you up earlier,” replied May in a sarcastic way to much laughter. 
“I don`t know.  Charlie didn`t say much, just that a big client was all in a panic and needed his help urgently,” Tina said. 
“How are you getting back home now your lift has gone?” asked Paul. 
“Oh, I can get a train from Lime Street.  I checked earlier today.  There`s an hourly service on weekdays,” replied Tina. 
“Whereabouts are you staying in Liverpool,” May asked Tina. 
“With my cousin Mary who lives in Kensington.  It`s where my aunty used to live until she died a couple of years ago.  I used to visit her a lot, especially in the 1960`s.  My aunty Carol was a big Gerry Marsden fan so she used to take me to the clubs in town, including the Cavern,” Tina explained. 
They finished their roast dinner and proceeded to polish off a home-made treacle tart and custard.  
“That`s the best roast dinner I’ve ever had,” Tina enthused.  
“Here, here,” John, Paul and Rachel joined in, making May blush.
“I’ll wash up,” offered Tina.  
“I’ll help,” replied Rachel. 
Just as Tina headed for the kitchen, she turned and said, “John I hope you don`t mind, I gave your mobile number to Charlie.”  
“Why,” said John. 
“Oh, he was talking about rebuilding his CD collection after he lost a pile following a burglary last year.  Apparently he`s not into downloads.  I think he wants a list of CD`s you have for sale,” Tina replied. 
John and Paul sat down in the lounge with a cup of coffee.  Paul had brought some information for John.  “I’ve made copies of the complete Elvis Sun Studio sessions.  These are the log sheets compiled by the various sound engineers.  As you will see, no recording was ever made by Elvis of the song Hey Good Lookin’,” said Paul. 
“What about his time at R.C.A.?” asked John. 
“Obviously, R.C.A. was later in the king`s career.  I am certain he would not have recorded Hey Good Lookin after leaving Sun Records, especially as the original was done by Hank Williams at R.C.A.“ Paul replied. 
“Listen Paul, can you let me have a typed letter, in your capacity as a respected Elvis expert, just confirming what you`ve told me?”  
“What`s it worth,” replied Paul the accountant. 
“Me not telling Rachel how much you spent buying the original Sun Records engineer logs!!” said John, laughing. 



Chapter 17



John arrived home just after 5.30 pm on Monday.  It had been a long and stressful journey back to Norfolk, the traffic had been particularly heavy on the M6. 
“Hi babe, just got back home, a nightmare of a journey.  Look do you fancy a meal in The Plough tonight? Save cooking a meal,” John asked. 
“Yeah, that`s fine.  You go ahead and I’ll meet you in the pub.  I’m running a bit late,” Jane replied. 
Jane arrived in the pub about 7.30.  John had a corner table reserved.  He jumped up to greet her by giving her a kiss, before ordering some drinks.  They both decided to have the special; liver, bacon, mash with a rich onion gravy. 
As they finished their meals and moved to the comfy chairs adjacent to the bar, John regaled his partner with an account of his enjoyable weekend up north. 
“It must have been exciting for your mum having a full house for Sunday dinner,” Jane said. 
“Yeah, it was like the old days, she loved it,” replied John. 
“Paul Kinsella confirmed what I thought about the Elvis recording.  I only hope that the letter he is going to send to me will be sufficient for Kathy Richards to get her inheritance.  Only time will tell,” John said in a worried tone. 
A loud voice broke John`s train of thought.  “Hiya scouse.  I hear you`ve been up in Liverpool doing missionary work!!” shouted Jake.  Both John and Jane laughed. 
“Here John, I had a call from a mate of mine in Chelmsford.  He said some big boys had been asking around if anybody has been buying CD`s at boot sales recently? Have you been back down to Essex buying all the available stock?”
“Na, not me mate.  I haven`t been to Essex since our auction trip together.  My visa expired!” John replied. 
Jake smiled and moved to their table with a tray of drinks.  It`s going to be a long night, John thought. 
The next morning John was working from home.  The post arrived, and good to his word, Paul Kinsella had sent John an impressive written report.  This document concluded “In my opinion, based upon extensive research and evidence obtained, Elvis Presley did not make a recording of the song Hey Good Lookin’.”
“Nice one Paul,” John said aloud.  
“Kathy, hi it`s John Quinn.  Hope you are o.k. Look I’ve just returned from Liverpool where I mentioned your problem to a friend of mine, who is a respected authority on Elvis Presley. He did some research and confirmed that Elvis did not record Hey Good Lookin’.  He sent a written report to this effect which I received today.  I think that we should arrange another meeting with Mr. Harris, the estate executor.”
“O.k. John.  I’ll give him a call and set a meeting up,” replied Kathy Richards. 
The following Monday morning, Kathy and John were shown into the office of Mr. Harris.  After the usual pleasantries, they proceeded to business. 
“Thank you for your work Mr. Quinn.  I have the report from Mr. Kinsella giving his opinion upon the existence or not, of the alleged Elvis Presley recoding.  I have studied the document and discussed its content with my colleagues.  My thoughts are that I would not be able to distribute the estate to Mrs. Richards, on the basis of the evidence presently held.”
“Oh dear, are you sure Mr. Harris? I really need that money,” said Kathy in a plaintiff voice. 
“Mrs. Richards, I’m merely conveying my thoughts on the current position.  As I previously mentioned, I may have to obtain Counsel`s opinion owing to the unusual stipulation in the will of your late uncle.” 
“What do you think John?” asked Kathy. 
“Well, obviously, I am not a legal expert on wills and estates; I defer to Mr. Harris on that.”  The lawyer smiled and nodded at John. 
“However, all I can suggest is that I visit Sun Studios in Memphis and see if I can track down any engineers or other employees, who were working there back in the 1950`s.  If I can obtain a definitive statement from an ex-employee of Sun Recording Studios, confirming that Elvis did not make any such recording, would that be sufficient Mr. Harris?”
“Well, I could not give a definitive answer without seeing the evidence.  All I can say is that Mrs. Richards would have a stronger claim of entitlement if such additional evidence were submitted to me,” replied Mr. Harris. 
“Thank you Mr. Harris.  I need to consider this matter carefully, especially as any further research would cost me a significant amount of money,” said Kathy. 
As Kathy and John exited the law office of Mr. Harris, Kathy said “Well John that was disappointing.  I’ll give you a call next week.  I need to speak to my husband Fred before I can make any decision.”  



Chapter 18



“Hi Ron, it`s Phil Cook,” he said nervously. 
“Hello Phillip.  I hope you`re ringing me with some good news,” said Ron in a dismissive tone. 
“Yeah, well, Ron, I have a lead on tracking down the missing CD.”
“Get on with it, idiot!” Ron growled. 
“One of my contacts tells me that a local collector has bought a shed load of CD`s recently at car boot sales.  The description that my missus gave me of the buyer fits with what my contact has said.  I am going to visit this guy when I get confirmation of his address,” explained Phil. 
“Don`t do that! When you have the address text it to me immediately, and I’ll make the visit,” Ron stated as he ended the communication. 



Chapter 19



“That`s fine Kathy, we`ll agree on that.  I’ll be in touch when I finalise the arrangements.”  John put the phone down. 
“What`s up?” asked Jane. 
“I’ve got to go to the States.  Kathy just confirmed that her husband has agreed to pay a fee of £1,000 plus expenses, for me to research the Elvis matter.  I’m off to the land of the Delta Blues.  I’m gonna be walkin in Memphis!” John finished in a crossover tribute to Marc Cohn and Cher. 
“Before you leave on a jet plane, shall I pack your blue suede shoes?” Jane said laughing her head off. 
John ignored the jibes from his partner and coolly left the building. 
Later that Sunday before preparing their meal, John and Jane relaxed in the lounge.  John looked pensive. 
“Your excitement on going to Memphis soon disappeared,” said Jane. 
“Yeah.  It`s just that Mick can`t cover the shop for two weeks because he is on holiday.  Add to that I’ve got a visit from the V.A.T. man due.  It`s one giant headache!” John replied. 
“Look we`ll sort something out.  Ask Jake if he could help in the shop, he`s done it before when you`ve been pushed.  Also my work is quiet at the moment, I could get some time off and help out,” Jane offered. 
“Thanks luv.  Yeah, I’ll be more positive.  Jake will be in The Plough later, I’ll have a word with him then.  Between the two of you the shop should be staffed while I’m away,” John replied. 
John`s mobile phone rang.  “Hi John, it`s Charlie Hawkins from Cumbria.  Tina gave me your number.”  
“Hello Charlie, how are you doing?”
“Fine mate.  Look, sorry I had to cut short my trip to Liverpool last month.  There was an emergency at work.”
“Yeah, Tina mentioned that,” said John. 
“Anyway, I am down in your neck of the woods next week.  In King`s Lynn quoting for an engineering project.  Is it possible to pop in and see you in your shop?  I’m on the prowl for compact discs to replace some I had stolen,” explained Charlie. 
“No problem mate.  Tina did say you had a burglary at your house.  Depending on the date, I might be away as I have a trip to the States scheduled.  However, the shop will be open.  I’ll text you the contact details.”  
“Thanks John.  Hope to see you soon,” Charlie signed off. 
Later that night in The Plough, an agreement was hammered out for Jake to run the shop while John was in the States.  Jane would help when she could get time off work.  After consuming copious volumes of alcohol, whether either party would recall the detail of the agreement was debateable. 



Chapter 20



Jake was driving John to Heathrow, as he was booked on the 13.30 pm flight to Chicago, O`Hare airport.  John had made a few phone calls and arranged to stay with a friend, Frank Baumer.  Frank was a lawyer with his own practice in Chicago. 
As John retrieved his case from the boot of Jake`s car he shouted, “Look after the shop mate, don`t run off with the stock!” Jake just smiled and waved back to John.
John had met Frank Baumer some years ago on an early record collecting trip to the east coast of America.  In those days, John was solely into collecting and visited the States at least once a year.  He used to buy old blues 78`s and early rock and roll singles.  Frank had a stall at the busy Chicago International Record Sale, staged at Claremont Hall. 
John had struck up a good relationship quite early with Frank when buying a rare Leadbelly 78 rpm record.  The two men loved the blues and after a few meetings, John was asked back to Frank`s Chicago apartment.  They talked, swapped collecting experiences, drank beer and listened to some giants of the pre – war era blues. 
John`s 747 descended into O`Hare.  He was musing on his early meetings with Frank. How much easier it was in those days to buy blues records, before the chattering classes made the genre their own.  Was it really 20 years ago?
John had piqued Frank`s interest when he mentioned his Elvis project during a telephone call.  Frank was enthusiastic and offered to help John with his research. 
“Hey buddy!” John knew that deep voice instantly. 
“Alright mate, great to see ya,” John replied with a huge smile. 
Frank Baumer was a bear of a man.  He stood six foot three inches tall, had receding black curly hair with a bushy greying beard.  John thought that Frank had put on a few pounds since his last visit, as the two embraced in arrivals. 

John relaxed back into a chunky leather armchair as he surveyed Frank`s apartment.  He had remodelled since John`s last visit.  All straight lines, sharp angles, lime greens together with stark black and white.  It worked; John liked it.  The plan was for John to get over his jet lag in Chicago before they travelled to Frank`s ranch near Kansas City. 
Frank was a successful Chicago lawyer dealing with property, trust and estate matters.  He was divorced, twice, had three kids, only one of which he had occasional contact with during summer holidays.  The two buddies talked into the night swigging Coors beers, the sounds of Blind Will McTell accompanying Frank`s tale of his property acquisition. 
Apparently, on a business trip last October in Missouri, Frank had visited an old lady to sort out problems regarding her late husband`s will.  As Frank left to return home to Chicago, he drove past a large farmstead virtually in the middle of nowhere.  For some reason Frank stopped the car, parked off the road and walked across to the dilapidated entrance to the property.  Only one of the wooden gates was still hanging at the entrance to the long driveway.  Suddenly, a voice behind Frank almost made him almost jump out of his skin. 
“Howdy,” said an old man, short, white whiskered in badly worn clothes.  
“Hi,” replied Frank, after feeling his heart returning to a normal beat. 
The old timer was called Esra Titmus.  He explained to Frank that he had lived in Grover County all of his life, and he was now 87 years old.  The Allen ranch that so interested Frank had been vacant for ten years or more, since Joss Allen died leaving a wife and two young girls.  The widow, May Allen, tried to keep the ranch going but eventually the bank pulled the plug and repossessed the property.  “Joss Allen didn`t have any life insurance, not so popular round these parts,” explained Esra. 
The story was further complicated, Esra went on, because the bank had not been allowed to sell the property since the repossession.  Apparently, a relative of the Allen family had hired a hot – shot New York lawyer, to challenge the validity of the possession court order.  However, the relative had run out of money to pursue the issue and withdrew from proceedings. 
“The land of the free and expensive lawyers,” quipped Frank. 
Esra smiled and continued his story.  “The land and buildings are to be sold at public auction on Monday morning.  Expect the bank will be glad to get rid of the place!” Esra finished with a broad toothless grin. 
Frank, not used to acting upon impulse, asked Esra if there was a nearby motel where he could stay the weekend.  Esra directed him to an imposing establishment on the edge of town.  Frank decided to stay for the auction on Monday.  What the hell, he thought to himself, I’ll have a weekend in the country as he advised his secretary of his change of plan. 

“Are there any more bids for this imposing ranch, including 65 acres of prime grazing land.”   
It had worked out just as Frank had dreamed.  A poorly attended auction held on a bitterly cold morning.  
“Sold to the guy at the back in the sharp suit.  Name sir?”
“Baumer,” Frank bellowed in an excited voice. 
Frank had acquired the ranch home, outbuildings, stables, sundry equipment and 65 acres of land.  All this for only $74,000! 
“That`s what I call a bargain,” said Frank smiling to himself. 
After the telling of his adventure, John congratulated Frank on his purchase.  He couldn`t wait to see the ranch when they set off for Missouri the next day. 
Before retiring to bed John said, “Listen Frank, did you manage to set anything up in Memphis in relation to this Elvis matter I’m   researching?” 
“Oh, yeah, buddy.  I’ve booked us on a V.I.P. tour of Sun Studios.  Also, I made some enquiries and found out that on Thursday afternoons, one of the original sound engineers makes an appearance for the tourists.  You know the routine, pay 10 bucks and get your picture taken with the guy,” Frank said. 
“That sounds promising.  We`ll make sure we get to Memphis on Thursday,” replied John. 



Chapter 21



“John, you idiot!” Jane shouted.  She was toiling in the back office of John`s shop.  She was trying to balance the accounts in advance of the impending visit of the V.A.T. man.  Although John was a former banker, he was not noted for his accountancy skills. 
It had been a quiet Wednesday in the shop.  Jane had taken the opportunity to finalise the quarterly accounts.  Her train of thought was broken by the shop door opening suddenly.  She wandered through to the shop to see a tall, tanned and athletic man standing in the doorway. 
“Hi, are you Jane?”
“Yes.  Who are you?  Do I know you?” Jane replied, thinking she wouldn`t have forgotten such a hunk. 
“I’m Charlie Hawkins from Cumbria, Tina`s friend.  I mentioned to John that I’d be popping in to look for some compact discs.”  
“Oh, hi Charlie.  Sorry, John did tell me about you.  My attention has been elsewhere, I’ve been wrestling with the V.A.T. returns!” said Jane. 
“You have my sympathies,” replied Charlie. 
Jane laughed and offered Charlie a coffee.  After chatting over coffee for a few minutes, Jane said “Look Charlie, I must finish this work.  Why don`t you have a good look around the shop and see if you can find something that interests you.”
“O.k. that`s a plan,” said Charlie, as he moved back into the shop from the office. 
About 40 minutes later, Charlie tapped on the office door with a bundle of CD`s in his hands.  Jane smiled and moved into the shop behind the till. 
“That comes to £169 in total, Charlie.  As a friend, John told me to allow you a 10% discount, reducing the amount to £152.  Let`s say £150 for cash.”  
“That`s great Jane, much appreciated,” Charlie replied as he handed over the cash. 
“Would you like a bag?” asked Jane. 
“No thanks,” replied Charlie as he stuffed the discs into a large rucksack he had with him. 
“I’ve got to dash Jane.  I have a meeting in King`s Lynn in an hour.  Nice to meet you,” Charlie said, as he made a quick exit from the shop. 
Later that night Jane receives a long distance call from Chicago.  “Hi babe, arrived o.k. I’m a bit jetlagged but Frank is looking after me.  We hope to go to Frank`s ranch near Kansas City tomorrow.”  
“Oh, bully for you.  I spent the whole day in the shop finalising the V.A.T. returns ready for the inspection visit,” Jane replied. 
John laughed.  “Any other news?” he enquired. 
“Oh yeah, your mate Charlie came into the shop and bought some CD`s.  How well do you know him John?”
“I don`t know him really, he`s Tina`s friend. Why?” said John. 
“Well he gave me the creeps John, I didn`t like him one bit!”



Chapter 22



John and Frank set off early the next morning for Grover, near Kansas City.  Frank took the S.U.V. planning to avoid Chicago rush hour traffic.  John hated driving in the UK especially the narrow windy roads of rural Norfolk.  However, as soon as they cleared the city, John marvelled at the wide open spaces as the lads made good progress on their journey. 
John asked Frank if he could drive the final leg of their trip from St. Joseph to Grover.  Frank agreed taking a rest in the passenger seat.  This was really enjoyable for john; powering down the long straight road in Frank`s gas guzzling Ford Bronco, whilst admiring dramatic scenery. 
They made great progress, arriving in Grover just after 2.30 pm.  It was a beautiful day as John edged the Ford Bronco through the entrance to the ranch.  Frank had named the property “Crossroads.”  The Robert Johnson connection amused John as he passed the newly painted sign.  “Frank, did you sell your soul to the devil to get this place?” John asked with a broad grin on his face. 
Frank and John agreed a plan to relax at the ranch for a couple of days before heading for Memphis on Thursday. 
John had to change some travellers cheques so he headed into Kansas City, borrowing Frank`s Bronco.  Frank was expecting a long distance call from an important client so decided to stay at Crossroads. 
John spent an hour or so wandering around Kansas City, had a coffee and read the local paper.  He even managed to see the location of one of his favourite radio stations, “101 The Fox.”  
He headed back to the ranch a little before 5 pm.  He noticed a hand written sign just off the highway about two miles out of town.  It said “Garage/Yard Sale Today At 2 pm.”  On a whim John turned off the highway and down a dirt road.  After about a mile on the bumpy track John came upon a cluster of 3 houses and a large barn.  He noticed another “sale” sign in front of the end cottage, where he parked the car.  He walked to the front door and knocked to complete silence.  The place appeared deserted. 
Just then a middle – aged man came from the side door of the cottage.  “Howdy,” said the man.  
“Is this the right place for the garage sale?” John enquired. 
“Yup, sure is, follow me,” replied the man.  He beckoned John to follow him into the back garden were he opened the doors of a large out building.  John`s eyes lit up as he entered the building.  There were hundreds of items strewn over the floor, hung on the walls and stored in boxes. 
“Had many visitors?” asked John. 
“No sir, you`re the first one to see this stuff.”  
“I’m John, by the way.”   
“Jacob, pleased to meet you.”  
John began rooting through the stuff.  45 minutes later, John had only bought one item.  A lovely old Columbia wind up gramophone for $20.  As he was about to leave, John asked Jacob if there were any records to go with the gramophone. 
Jacob said that he thought there were some old 78 rpm records somewhere.  He explained that he was clearing out his wife`s grandma`s house, so he wasn`t sure of all the contents.  Jacob fished about in his pocket and gave John a crumpled business card.  “If you want to give me a call Friday, by which time my wife will be back.  She`ll know if there are any records for sure.”  John thanked Jacob and sped down the dirt road heading back to Crossroads. 
When John got back to the ranch, he found Frank on the back porch.  “Here John, pull up a rocking chair and have a cold one,” bellowed the lawyer.  
John laughed and replied “I could get used to this.”  
He regaled Frank of his visit to the garage sale and showed him the gramophone.  Frank leapt up and quickly returned with a case of old 78 records.  “Lets`s try it out!”
The record player was fine with a lovely rich sound.  It was the perfect end to a great day John thought.  As the light faded on this Missouri Landscape, John felt like a pioneer sipping his cool beer on the porch, whist rocking to the beat of Bo Diddley.  “Not bad here, mate. Would you like to rent it out?” John said bringing a raucous laugh from his friend.  



Chapter 23



The following international telephone conversation took place on Tuesday afternoon.  The words have been translated into English from the original Afrikaans. 
“May I speak to Piet Strauss, please?”
“Yes, who is calling? “
“Henrik Boersma,” came the curt reply. 
“Henrik, my friend.  How are you? What news from the UK?”
“Piet is this line secure?” replied Henrik. 
“Of course mate, you know how obsessive I am with security measures!”
“Good.  I have progress to report on our British target.  Stage one is complete.  The call has been made to the appropriate authorities.  Our friend has a shock coming!” said Henrik. 
“Why don`t we just eliminate him, like I suggested when you were in Jo`burg?”
“Be patient my friend.  Our target has to suffer before his ultimate fate!” replied Henrik. 
“I know why I always liked you mate, you`re a true humanitarian!” said Piet laughing into his phone. 



Chapter 24



Wednesday morning dawned cool, bright with a gentle westerly breeze in Grover.  Frank was already pottering around the kitchen when John surfaced.  
“Morning John.  I’ve just made a pot of my special coffee, help yourself,” said Frank. 
“Morning mate, just what I need,” replied John. 
John surveyed the kitchen of the farmhouse, it was vast.  Measuring about 25 feet by 30 and in reasonable condition. 
“Have you done much work in the house since you bought it Frank?”
“Not really, buddy.  I haven`t had the time.  I spent a few long weekends here, painting, cleaning up and completing some minor repairs.  To be honest, the place is structurally sound any work needed being cosmetic.  I’m going to take my time and remodel properly.  I’ll give you the grand tour after breakfast,” said Frank. 
John loved the simple form and layout of “Crossroads.”  Although not an expert on American architecture, Frank said he thought the building dated from the early part of the 20th century.  It had two porches, front and back, with a large imposing wooden panelled door.  The construction was of a timber frame under a steeply pitched roof.  There were 4 good sized bedrooms, an attic and a dark basement. 
After spending an hour wandering around the property with Frank, John announced, “You certainly got a bargain here mate.”  
“Can I use your Mac, Frank? I need to catch up on my e mails.  My phone isn`t working here,” John said. 
“Sure John, I’ve got the computer set up in the lounge, go ahead.”  
John keyed into his g mail account.  One item stood out and he quickly opened the communication which read:
From jfaz-daz161@gmail.com
Hi John
I thought I’d contact you about that CD you sent me.  I can see why you could not “play” the disc as it is an encrypted text file, not an audio CD!
Anyway, I managed to decode the contents and have reproduced the text as an attachment.  It`s interesting reading I think you`ll find!
I understand from Jane you are currently in the States.  Have a great time! Speak on your return to blighty. 
Regards
Terry

Terry Riley was an old friend of John`s from London who was a freelance computer expert, a real geek. John had first met Terry when he came to Nat West to sort out systems problems in John`s office.  They got on well, both liking real ale and football. They use to meet for a drink in Watling Street after work. 
John studied the e mail attachment carefully before acknowledging Terry`s message.  John suggested an early meeting when he was back in the UK.



Chapter 25



It was the day of the V.A.T. man in Norfolk and Jane was apprehensive, the meeting had been changed at short notice to Thursday morning.  Not that John`s business had anything to hide, but Jane had been through many V.A.T. inspections in her job as a farm secretary.  She preferred root canal work at the dentist than visits from the tax man!
Jane was in the office in John`s record shop early as she wanted to double check all the quarterly account figures.  Precisely at 10 am she heard a knock on the shop door.  John normally opened the shop at 10.30 on weekdays and 10 o`clock on Saturday, although the times were flexible. 
As Jane went to unlock the front door, she saw a short, stout man standing there.  He had an official looking briefcase and seemed to be wearing black N.H.S. style glasses. 
“Good morning, Richard Perkins from Her Majesty`s Revenue and Customs,” said the man. 
“Morning, Jane Derby.  I’m the partner of Mr. Quinn the proprietor.”  
Jane showed Mr. Perkins into the back office and offered him a coffee. 
“No thank you Ms. Derby.  I’d rather crack on with the inspection if you don`t mind.”
Jane gave a forced smile and sat down opposite Mr. Perkins.  She supplied him with the accounts. 
After 45 minutes of questions and answers the ordeal came to an end.  “That`s it Ms. Derby.  No major problems, I’m pleased to say.  A small underpayment of V.A.T. has arisen owing to an error in input tax calculation.  As the amount is only £36.54, no interest or penalties will be levied this time.  I will write to Mr. Quinn with confirmation of the details next week.”
With that the little V.A.T. man said goodbye and scurried away to his next appointment.  Jane breathed a great sigh of relief and celebrated with a fresh cup of coffee.  
“No wonder Jake dodged working in the shop today, he must have known about this visit!” Jane said to herself aloud. 
The shop had a steady stream of visitors during the day and trade was quite brisk.  At just after 4 pm the shop door opened and three men walked in. 
“Hello, can I speak to Mr. Quinn Please?” Said a tall well-built man in a dark suit. 
“No, I’m afraid he`s away on business.  Can I help?” Jane replied. 
“And you are?” 
“Jane Derby, I’m Mr. Quinn`s partner.”  
“Well, Ms. Derby is it?” Jane nodded in the affirmative. 
“Well Ms. Derby, my name is Trevor Smith.  I’m a senior investigator from Trading Standards at Norfolk County Council.  These are my colleagues.  We have received a report that Mr. Quinn is selling counterfeit goods from this store.  We are here to conduct a thorough inspection of all retail goods.”
Jane was gobsmacked to say the least in fact rendered speechless. 
“Here is my identification, Ms. Derby, and my authority to search the premises.  We will try and be as quick and unobtrusive as possible.  You may wish to close the shop for a while during the inspection.”  
Jane locked the front door and gave John`s solicitor a call on the office phone.  Mr. Gilbert was on holiday and would not be back in the office until Thursday.  Jane left a message for John by e mail given the time difference between Norfolk and Missouri.  Then she decided to hunker down in the back office out of the way of the inspection team. 
“Ms. Derby, we have found a number of compact discs and digital versatile discs which we believe are counterfeit copies.  Here is a receipt for Mr. Quinn detailing the suspect items which we are confiscating and taking back to the office for further investigation.”  
Jane looked at the list, puzzled. 
“We will be in touch with Mr. Quinn to state the formal outcome of our investigation.  This may result in a significant fine, a criminal case being instigated by Norfolk Constabulary or indeed both courses of action.  Of course if the items turn out to be legitimate, then they will be returned with our apologies.  When is Mr. Quinn back from his business trip?” said Mr. Smith. 
“Next Monday or Tuesday, I’m not sure,” Jane replied, stunned. 
“Ask him to call me urgently,” said Smith as he pushed his business card over the desk before quickly departing with his colleagues. 
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Ron Stevens received a text message from Phil Cook. 
It read, “Ron, I’ve just heard that the guy who bought the CD off my missus owns a café just north of Chelmsford.  His name is Harry Radford.  He lives above the café which is called the “Greasy Spoon,” at Bersford Road, Faulkbourne, Essex.  Phil.”  
Ron and associates fired up the Mercedes and sped north to the “Greasy Spoon.”  
It was after 4 pm and the café was deserted save for Harry, who was washing down the tables.  Ron entered followed by three friends. 
“Are you Harry Radford? “
“Yeah, why?”
“Well Harry, I believe that you have some property of mine which I would like back,” said Ron, pulling a chair up and inviting Harry to sit down in his own café. 
“What property?” asked Harry. 
“A CD coloured gold with numbers hand written on the surface.”  
“Don`t think I’ve got any CD like that mate, the better half has “Abba Gold” on CD ,” replied Harry in a truculent manner. 
One of Ron`s large friends wandered over and stepped forcefully on Harry`s right foot. 
“Ahhh! What the hell are you doin`?” shouted Harry. 
“Look Harry.  We can do this the hard way or the easier way.  You choose, but make no mistake we will be leaving here with my gold CD,” Ron stated.  
“I haven`t got any CD like that I told you.  Come upstairs and see my CD collection for yourself,” Harry said getting more worried. 
Ron and company followed Harry upstairs to his living accommodation. 
“Who told you that I had this gold CD anyway?” Harry asked. 
“Never mind that, show my colleagues here your CD collection, and make it quick.” 
Ron`s men tore through the treasured collection of CD with little regard.  After the discs and cases were strewn about the lounge, no gold CD was found. 
“Do you sell CD `s to friends, at markets or maybe on line?” asked Ron. 
“Not usually, I trade some now and again when I have a clear out or if a mate wants a particular album,” Harry explained. 
“Make a list now, of all the people you have traded with or sold to in the last three months.  Include addresses as if I have to return here they will have to rename your café the “Bloody Spoon,” Ron threatened.  
Harry started scribbling names and addresses down on the back of an envelope.  His hand was shaking so much that his writing was barely legible. 
When back in the Mercedes Ron telephoned Max Scilla.  “Maxy, Ron Stevens.  I’ve got a list of names I’m going to read to you, tell me if you know any of them.”  



Chapter 27



John Quinn and Frank Baumer hit Memphis on a gloriously sunny day.  They were headed for the famous Sun Recording Studios at 706 Union Avenue.  For music lovers such as Frank and John, this journey was akin to a pilgrimage to Rome or visiting the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem. 
The boys had time before their pre-booked V.I.P. tour of the studios began, so they wandered around the town to take in the atmosphere.  Neither had visited Memphis before. 
The tour of Sun Studios started promptly at 2 pm.  It was conducted by an attractive woman in her forties, with long blonde hair and a welcoming smile.  John and Frank were among ten other tourists being appraised of the history of the recording studio.
“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the birthplace of rock and roll.  My name is Karen and I will be your tour guide today.  Sam Phillips opened his Memphis recording studio here alongside the Sun record label at the start of 1950.  It is widely accepted that the first rock and roll record produced was “Rocket 88” in June 1951, credited to Jackie Brenston and his Delta Cats.  What you may not know is that this recording was actually made by Ike Turner and his Rhythm Kings, after being recommended by B.B. King to Sam Phillips.  Apparently, Sam wanted to produce a different song under Ike`s name, so he changed the credit for “Rocket 88.”  
John turned to Frank and whispered, “This girl knows her stuff.  I’ve never heard of Jackie Brenston, have you?” Frank just shook his head. 
Karen beckoned the gathering to follow her into the studio were many famous recordings were made. 
“This is where Elvis Presley paid to record “My Happiness” and “That`s were your heartaches begin” in August 1953.  These were his first recordings at Sun which were produced onto a two sided acetate disc.”  
Spellbound, the crowd followed Karen further down the hall savouring her every word. 
“That first Elvis Presley acetate would have been made at this very machine,” Karen said, pointing to a record cutting machine which looked as though it had come out of the Ark. 
“Unfortunately, not long ago, we lost one of our legendary record producers to that great recording studio in the sky.  Ladies and gentlemen, please show your respect for “Cowboy” Jack Clement who worked here in the 1950`s.”  The gathering bowed their heads and gave due reverence to the moment. 
John and Frank were really enjoying the tour, not least due to the entertaining and informative presentation by the tour leader Karen.  The tour continued for another 30 minutes, with amusing anecdotes, stories and detailed background delivered in a unique manner. 
“As we come to the end of our V.I.P. tour, don`t forget you can have your photograph taken with Hank Meredith for just 10 dollars.  Hank started off sweeping the floors of 706 Union Avenue, and worked his way up to the right hand man of Sam Phillips at Sun Records,” Karen enthused. 
“Frank, let`s get the pictures taken.  Maybe we can schmooze this guy Hank into getting some information about the Elvis recordings.”   
“Good plan John,” replied Frank. 
After both lads had paid their money and had their photos taken, they chatted to Hank Meredith.  They struck up a rapport with ex-employee of Sun Records and offered to buy him a drink at a local bar. 
“Look fellas I’m working here until 5 o`clock.  But I can meet you later at Clinton`s Bar and Grill about 6, it`s two blocks down the street on the right,” said Hank. 
A little after 6 pm, Hank Meredith walked into Clinton`s Bar.  John and Frank were sitting in a corner booth with a good view of the front door.  John jumped up to greet Hank and buy a round of drinks.  
“Listen Hank we really appreciate you giving us your valuable time, I’m sure you`re in great demand around here,” John said.  
“You bet partner, a real pleasure to meet ya,” replied Hank, taking a seat opposite the boys.  After some small talk, John cut to the chase. 
“Hank, were you ever around when Elvis was making recordings at Sun Studios?”
“Sure man, yeah.  I was at Sun through 1954 and 1955.  At first I used to arrange the times for artists to come in and record, set the guitars and other instruments up ready, get the guys coffee and sandwiches.  In fact, I used to do whatever Sam Phillips wanted,” replied Hank as he drained his glass of J.D. Frank got up and replenished his glass. 
Hank went on for another 40 minutes explaining how important his role was at Sun Records and how indispensable he was to Sam Phillips.  Then, he excused himself to visit the bathroom. 
John looked at Frank and said “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”
Frank nodded in reply saying, “This guy is a phony!  I bet the first time he went to Sun Recording Studios was as a tourist!”
When Hank returned to the booth he looked at his empty glass, expecting that it would have been refilled by now. 
“Thanks for talking to us Hank, we`ve got to go now,” said John.
Hank looked dejected and made his way to the exit.  John and Frank watched him from their booth as he stood outside the bar talking to a group of Japanese tourists, who were taking pictures of him.  
“Guess he`s bummed a few more drinks,” said Frank. 



Chapter 28



John decided to go to the bar and get some more beer to help them decide on their next move. 
After he ordered the drinks, he noticed a small old man at the end of the bar smiling at him. 
“Hi there,” John said. 
“Howdy,” the old man replied.  “I see you met Hank, our local Sun Records celebrity!”  
John laughed and replied, “I bet he gets a load of free drinks in the tourist season.” 
“My name is Woody Durant, I did work at Sun Studios and I knew Sam Phillips very well,” said the old man. 
John looked at Woody, he had a wisp of pure white hair on his head with a thin matching goatee beard.  His face was weathered and lined, when he smiled he exposed two lonely teeth. 
“Hi Woody, my name is John Quinn.  Would you like to join me and my friend Frank for a drink?”
Woody smiled, accepting John`s invitation he followed John to the booth were Frank was sitting. 
After introductions, Woody started talking to the boys about his time working for Sam Phillips as a “gofer.”  He explained that he did virtually all the maintenance work at 706 Union Avenue, ordered materials for the record production process, picked music industry big wigs up from the rail station and much more.  It soon became apparent to John and Frank that Woody was the real deal. 
“Woody, did you ever witness any of the recording sessions Elvis did when he was at Sun?” asked John. 
“Sure.  I knew Elvis very well.  I was even in the front office when he said to Marion Keisker, ‘I don`t sound like nobody.’”
“Did Elvis ever record Hey Good Lookin`?” asked John. 
“You mean the Hank Williams song?” replied Woody. 
“Yeah,” nodded John. 
“Well I’m not sure.  I think it must have been late summer in 1954.  Late one night Sam Phillips had gone home, Jack Clement the record producer had also left.  Elvis was messing about doing old country songs with some session musicians.  I don`t recall if Scotty Moore was there or not,” said the old timer. 
“I’ll get you another bourbon,” said Frank as he went to the bar. 
Woody continued when Frank returned with his drink.  “The assistant sound engineer, Frank Martin, was in the booth working on the recordings which were made earlier in the day.  I remember walking in and saying ‘hi’ to Elvis and the musicians.  They were doing a medley of country songs.  I certainly remember they played Blue Moon Of Kentucky, the old Bill Monroe song.  I can`t recall any others though, but I left after a few minutes.”  
“You said that the sound engineer was in the booth, do you think he made, shall we say, any unofficial recordings of these sessions?” said John. 
“Between you and I, a lot of that after hours recording did go on, not just at Sun Studios.  I’ve heard it was a regular occurrence at Columbia in Ohio.  Look, how long are you boys in Memphis?”
“Well we were about to leave but we can stay overnight if you can help us, Woody.  We would make it worth your while,” John replied. 
“Right.  Meet me here at 12 noon tomorrow.  I may have some stuff at home in the den which you could be of interest to you,” said the old man.  
John and Frank were in Clinton`s bar early on Friday.  Woody struggled through the door just after noon, carrying a cardboard box.  John dashed over and helped Woody with the box.  They moved to a more private booth at the back of the bar, while Frank ordered coffee and donuts. 
“I went through this stuff last night after I spoke with you fellas, haven`t touched these things in years.  You`re welcome to have a look,” Woody gestured to the boys.  
After about 30 minutes of virtual silence, save for slurping coffee, John said, “Look Frank, a log sheet completed by Frank Martin the sound engineer.  I can`t make out the date on that, can you?”
“Looks like 10th September 1954,” said Frank. 
“Anyway, it states that four songs were recorded in a medley, including Hey Good Lookin`, and Lovesick Blues, both Hank Williams songs.  I can`t make out the other 2 songs recorded as the writing has faded,” John said getting excited. 
The boys were so engrossed with their find they almost forgot Woody was there.  Woody just smiled at their enthusiasm. 
“My mate, Paul in Liverpool, would go nuts if he saw this,” John shouted. 
“Woody, would you allow us to make copies of some of these documents? We would pay you of course,” asked John. 
“Sure fellas, we`ll work something out,” replied Woody. 
John agreed to pay Woody $500 for copies of various documents in relation to Sun recording sessions.  Woody also agreed to sign a statement confirming the authenticity of said documents.  He said he would have another look at home to see if he could find anything else relating to his time at Sun.  John gave the old man his contact details in Norfolk and Frank`s number in Chicago.  The boys shook hands with Woody and said farewell before heading back to Frank`s ranch. 
On the way back to Grover, Missouri, the boys mused on the extraordinary meeting with Woody Durant. 
“You know what this means John?!”
“Yeah.  Now I’ve got to track down a previously unknown acetate recording of Elvis Presley singing a medley of country songs, including Hey Good Lookin’.  Such a record, if it does exist, would be almost priceless!”
“I have great confidence in your ability,” Frank said bursting into laughter. 
John just sighed. 
When the boys arrived back at “Crossroads,” Frank`s land line was ringing.  He answered, passing the receiver to John. 
“Hi Jane, what`s up?” John enquired. 
Jane regaled John of the visit by Trading Standards and the seized counterfeit goods.  After the conversation ended John put the phone down slowly. 
“Trouble buddy?” asked Frank. 
“Yeah.  Sorry mate, I’ll have to get an earlier flight home.  Trading Standards have confiscated some of my stock saying it is illegal, not being legitimate copies.  They are threatening fines and criminal prosecution!” John replied, solemnly. 



Chapter 29



“Right.  United Airlines from St. Louis, Missouri.  17.57 pm, arriving London Heathrow, Sunday at 10.15 am local time.  Check in 15.30 pm.  O.K. Thank you.” 
“All sorted John?” 
“Yeah.  I managed to get a direct flight tomorrow afternoon from St.  Louis,” replied John. 
“That`s fine buddy.  I can drop you off at the airport on my way home to Chicago,” said Frank. 
“Thanks Frank, you`re a star.  I’ll just email Jane the details, hopefully she can pick me up at Heathrow.”  
“Look Frank, it`s only 5 o`clock.  Rather than moping around here, let`s take a chance and go to that cottage I visited earlier in the week.  The guy I met said he may have some records for sale and to call back today.”  
“What are we waiting for, let`s go!” said Frank grabbing his car keys. 
Frank pulled the Bronco up outside the old cottage.  John jumped out and walked to the front door.  Before he could knock, a small petite lady came around the side of the cottage. 
“Oh hi.  My name is John Quinn.  I came earlier in the week and met Jacob, your husband?”
“Oh yes, he told me about you.  You were looking for old records.  My name is Stella.”  
“Hi Stella, this is my friend Frank.”  
After the introductions, Stella asked the boys to follow her inside the cottage to a rear sitting room. 
“I don`t know if Jacob told you, but my grandma Bessie died a few months ago, she was 91! I’ve been clearing out her house which has been a major project, as she was a hoarder never throwing anything away.  I came across these boxes of old records, the type you play on an old gramophone,” Stella explained. 
John and Frank didn`t say a word just smiled. 
“Anyway, you`re welcome to have a look and see if anything interests you.  I’ll be in the back garden, just shout if you need me.” With that Stella walked into the hallway closing the door behind her.  The boys started thumbing through the boxes with great anticipation. 
After a few minutes, Frank could not contain himself.  He found a 78 rpm disc by “Blind” Arthur Blake in very good condition.  The song was Seaboard Stomp recorded in Chicago in 1927.  “Look at this John,” Frank said in amazement. 
“Wow, the Piedmont bluesman himself!” replied John. 
The guys had really struck gold.  More finds included records by Texas Alexander, Blind Lemon Jefferson and a mega rare Skip James song, Crow Jane. 
Stella returned and said, “Sorry, I didn`t offer you boys a drink.”  
“That`s O.K. Stella.  We`ve just finished looking through the boxes,” replied John. 
“I must tell you that my grandma Bessie wasn`t particularly a music lover, that was her late husband Earle.  He was an amateur musician and this is his record collection, which he built up over many years,” Stella explained. 
“Stella, we would like to buy the whole collection from you,” John said. 
“Oh, right.  I must admit I’ve no idea what the records are worth,” replied Stella. 
Frank interceded.  “Stella, there are about 500 records here, some obviously more valuable than others.  Some of the jazz records we are not really interested in, but we will make you an offer for the lot.”  
“O.K. How much?” enquired Stella. 
“Would you accept $500?” John asked. 
“I dunno, I’ll have to call Jacob.  Can you hold on a minute?” With that she departed for the phone in the hallway. 
A few minutes later Stella returned.  “Jacob said $550, not a cent less!”
Both John and Frank laughed and agreed to pay the higher amount. 
On the way back to Crossroads as darkness fell, John said to his pal, “The only problem now mate is how we split the record collection between us?!”
Frank laughed and replied, “I’ll take the blues records, you can have the jazz ones.” 
The boys stayed up late into the night deciding how to divide up the valuable collection of records.  Agreement was reached, with the aid of Mr. Jack Daniels and Mr. Coors, at 2.30 am.  It was also agreed for now, to leave the records securely locked away in Frank`s study at Crossroads. 
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“Thanks a lot Frank for all your help, it`s been a great trip.”  
“No problem, buddy. Have a good flight. Call me when you get back home. So long,” replied Frank. 
John had only minutes to check in at St. Louis airport, the flight was on time.  He rushed through departures and was the last on board.  John heaved a sigh of relief as he took his seat. 
Jane had confirmed that she would pick John up at Heathrow, until then he decided to try and get some shut eye.  However, John`s sleep was interrupted during the flight as he kept thinking about the alleged counterfeit CD`s.  He had always been careful not to deal in pirate copies of CD`s or records; how could this have happened? He decided to have a long conversation with his assistant Mick when he was back in the shop. 
John saw Jane waiting in the car park at Heathrow, she was smiling.  The sight bucked John up from his malaise. 
“Hi babe, I’ve missed you,” he said giving Jane a big hug. 
“You`ll have to go away more often if this is the greeting I get,” Jane replied, laughing. 
On the way back to Norfolk, John was given a blow by blow account of the Trading Standards visit.  Jane passed him the list of all the discs confiscated by the authorities. 
“I can`t work this out.  I never bought any of these, and Mick wouldn`t have either. All these titles are hip hop or rap music.  We don`t deal in this type of music,” John said. 
“I tried to speak to your solicitor, but his secretary told me he is on holiday until next Thursday.  I asked her to give Geoff an urgent message to call you on his return,” Jane said. 
“O.K. luv, I hope Geoff Gilbert can make this problem go away.”  
“How did the Elvis research go?” asked Jane. 
“Good.  I obtained some valuable information from an old boy who used to work at Sun Records in the early 1950`s.  The only thing is, it looks as though I’ll have to locate an extremely rare record if Kathy Richards is to receive her inheritance.”  
“More work hey?!” remarked Jane. 
“I’m afraid so, although I’m not sure Kathy will be able to afford the Elvis record even if I could find it!”
“Any good news from your American trip?” Jane said with a smile on her face. 
“Yeah, sorry luv.  I’ve been worrying about the Trading Standards problem.  Me and Frank bought an amazing record collection when we were in Missouri, only a few miles away from his ranch outside of Kansas City.  There are loads of pre-war blues 78 records in great condition,” John replied perking up. 
“All right!” Jane shouted as she put her foot down and turned up the radio. 
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Mick Jones was a person who would be a regular fixture in any record shop, six foot two inches tall, long curly hair with a black tee shirt and blue jeans.  He had worked for john Quinn for just over two years, first on the road at record fares and then in the shop. 
Mick wasn`t the sharpest tool in the box but he was a hell of a nice guy and totally dependable.  He had a great knowledge of rock and heavy metal music which still sold well in Norfolk.  John had spoken to Mick on Sunday night about the counterfeit discs, a few sharp and pithy words which were out of character.  Mick was told to be at the shop 9 o`clock sharp Monday morning. 
John was already in the shop when Mick trudged in at five past nine.  “Morning John,” said the bleary eyed Mick who was not a morning person. 
“Morning Mick.  Right, let`s get cracking.  Jane showed you the list of confiscated CD`s and D.V.D`s.  How did they get into this shop if I didn`t buy them, and you say you didn`t buy them?!”
“Dunno John, I’ve never seen these titles before,” replied Mick perusing the list John had passed to him. 
John believed Mick, not least because he hated rap and hip hop music.  Mick wouldn`t have touched this stuff with a barge pole. 
“O.K. Mick.  Your job today is to go through the entire stock of records, D.V.D`s and CD`s to root out any dodgy items.  Anything that looks suspect or you`re not sure about put it to one side, and we`ll go through it together. O.K.?”
“Right boss,” replied Mick as he moved to the record racks. 
John went back to the office and shut the door. 
John made a call to Geoff Gilbert at home.  He just got his solicitor`s answerphone.  “The sod must have actually gone away this time!” he muttered aloud. 
The shop door opened and John looked up to see Jake walking towards the office. 
“Hiya scouse.  How was your trip to Graceland?!” Jake enquired, laughing. 
“You know I went to Sun Studios Jake, and it was work not pleasure,” John replied as he offered Jake a seat. 
“Jane told me about the goons raiding the shop while you were away. Haven`t they got better things to do than persecute honest traders!?”
“My thoughts exactly mate. Coffee?” John said. 
John passed the list of confiscated items to Jake who started laughing as he studied the detail. 
“Who in their right mind would risk bootlegging this crap!?” was the eloquent response of the cockney. 
Just after 4 pm, Mick ambled through to the office with two CD`s in his hand.  “Finished the stock inventory John. Just these two I’m not sure about.”  
“O.K. Mick, thanks.  Look, you can go home now as I’ve got a lot of calls to make.  Just put the “closed” sign up in the shop and lock the door on the way out.  See you tomorrow.” John looked at the two CD`s which were fine, being legitimate imported country titles he had bought himself. 
John made his first call.  “Hi Kathy, it`s John Quinn.  How are you?”
“Fine John, how did you get on in America,” replied Kathy Richards tentatively. 
“Well there`s good and bad news, Kathy.  It looks as though Elvis did record Hey Good Lookin`, albeit an unofficial recording as part of a jamming session.”  
“Did you locate the recording?” asked Kathy. 
“No I’m afraid not, Kathy.  The recording is likely to be on a 78 rpm acetate disc and it will be an incredibly valuable item!” replied John. 
“How much?” she asked. 
“Hard to say Kathy.  If such an item were auctioned in the open market, the sky is the limit.  £50,000…£100,000, it`s anybody`s guess really.”  
“Look John, I’ve got to take all this in and speak to my husband and Mr. Harris, the executor of the estate.  I’ll get back to you.”  Kathy put the phone down abruptly. 
“Another happy customer,” John said aloud to himself. 
The final call of the day that John had to make was the one he was dreading.  He had to speak to Mr. Smith of Norfolk Trading Standards. 
“Hello, can I speak to Trevor Smith, please?”
“Who is calling?”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“John Quinn from “Off The Record” in Upper Somerfield.”  
“I’m afraid Mr. Smith is away from the office until Friday.  Can I take a message?” 
“Yes, please tell him I called as requested.  I’ll be in my shop on Friday if he wishes to contact me.”  
“O.K. thanks Mr. Quinn.  I’ll leave a note for Mr. Smith.”  
John breathed a sigh of relief, for the time being anyway. 
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The next morning, John was about to leave home to open the shop when his landline phone rang. 
“Hello, is that John?” said the quiet voice. 
“Yes this is John Quinn.”  
“Oh, hi John.  This is Nellie Thomas, your mum`s next door neighbour.”  
“Hi Nellie.  Is there a problem?”
“John, May didn`t want me to ring you but I thought you should know that your mum had a fall.  She called me just after it happened earlier this morning.  It was lucky that she had her cordless phone in her apron pocket,” said Nellie. 
“What?! Is it serious? Is she o.k.?”
“Don`t worry John, she is o.k.  I called the ambulance out and the paramedics have checked her over.  She fell on her knee, which is badly bruised and swollen but otherwise she`s fine.  I’ve made her a cup of tea,” replied Nellie. 
“Should I come up to see her Nellie?” Asked John. 
“No, you know your mum John, she doesn`t want any fuss.  I’ll keep an eye on her and get her anything she needs.”  
“Thanks a lot Nellie, you`re a star.  Tell mum I’ll call her tonight,” said John. 
Later that morning whilst in the shop, John`s mobile phone rang. 
“Hi John, it`s Mike Reynolds from Radio Norfolk, how are you?”
“Hello Mike, I’m fine, how`s it going? “
“Busy John.  Look I won`t keep you long.  I was speaking to a long time friend of mine at B.B.C. Radio Merseyside, Bobby Barton.  Have you heard of him?”
“What? Too right! Bobby`s a legend.  The Beeb built that radio station around him!” said John. 
“Anyway, I happened to mention you in conversation.  Bobby was interested in this research you are doing for, is it Kathy Richards?”
“Yes, that`s right.”  
“Bobby was fascinated about the possibility that Elvis Presley made a previously unknown recording of Hey Good Lookin`.  He would like to do a piece on his afternoon show about it.  Would you be prepared to speak to him live on air about your research?” asked Mike. 
“Sure, Mike.  I’d love to.  I need a bit of a distraction at the moment,”  John said enthusiastically. 
“O.k. John.  I’ll text you Bobby`s mobile number, give him a call and set things up.” 
“Right Mike, thanks a lot.”  
John made a couple of attempts before he got through to speak to Bobby Barton.  After a long chat, it was agreed that John would visit B.B.C. Radio Merseyside and either go live on air or record a piece for broadcast later on Bobby`s show.  John mentioned to Bobby that he was about to visit his mum in Liverpool shortly, as she was poorly.  John said he would ring Bobby when he was in town. 
At 3 o`clock, John decided to do a job he`d put off for far too long.  Every so often, he would go through the lp records and weed out the ones that weren`t selling to refresh the stock.  Just as he started the process his mobile phone rang. 
“Hi John, it`s Tina from Cumbria.”  
“Oh hiya luv, how are you?” replied John. 
“Fine.  Is it a good time for a chat? It`s a bit quiet in the pub at the moment.”  
“Yeah, look I’ll just go into the office as it`s a bit quieter in there,” John said as he closed the office door behind him. 
The two friends had a long pleasant catch up before John mentioned the problem he had with Trading Standards. 
“That`s terrible John, how do you think it happened?” asked Tina. 
“Well the only explanation is the one I cannot understand.  Somebody has a grudge against me and planted the counterfeit discs in the shop before tipping off the authorities.  And before you ask, no, I don`t know who would do that!” John replied. 
“Anyway Tina, on a more pleasant subject I’m coming up north shortly to do an interview on the Bobby Barton show, B.B.C. Radio Merseyside.  It`s about the Elvis research I’ve been doing.  I’ll be staying at my mum`s house so I’ll give you a call when I’m there.  Maybe we could meet up?”
“That`s great John, I’m up for that.  By the way how is your mum?” enquired Tina.
“Oh she`s poorly, she had a fall and bruised her knee but mum`s tough, she`ll be o.k.” said John. 
“Oh sorry to hear that, pass on my best wishes when you speak to her.  Look John I’ll mention your trip to Charlie as well.  He was in the pub last night saying how much he enjoyed our last trip to Liverpool, even though he had to leave early.  I’ll see if we can arrange a get together.  Speak soon, bye.” 




Chapter 33



It was early on Thursday morning and John was still in bed.  Jane was getting ready to leave for work when the phone rang in the lounge. 
“John!  It`s Geoff Gilbert for you.  Pick up on the extension,” Jane shouted upstairs. 
John scrambled out of bed and grabbed the receiver. 
“Mornin` Geoff, thanks for getting back to me.  Hope you had a good holiday,” said John, wiping the sleep out of his eyes. 
“Hi John.  Yeah, we had a great holiday in the south of France although the time flew by.  How can I help?” 
John explained the situation of the alleged counterfeit goods to his solicitor, including the confiscation of items from the shop. 
“How many items did they take, John?”
“Let`s see, I have a list here somewhere. Thirteen discs in total, five of which were D.V.D.`s.  I’ll send you a copy of the list by e mail Geoff.”  
“Yes o.k. Do you know the name of the investigating officer at Trading Standards?” enquired Geoff. 
“Erm, Smith, a Trevor Smith.  Do you know him?” asked John. 
“Oh yes. I have come across this gentleman before. He was transferred from London about a year ago and seems to be making a name for himself in the backwoods of our fair county! I heard that he has formed a “Scambuster” team at County Hall to target serious bootleggers.”  
“Now you have got me worried! What am I looking at here Geoff? Worst case scenario”“
“Well, there could be a criminal prosecution.  However, let`s not get ahead of ourselves, you haven`t been found guilty of anything yet! Don`t worry, I’ll contact Mr. Smith and gauge the lay of the land.  I’ll contact you when I have news,” replied Geoff. 
“Thanks a lot Geoff.” John replaced the receiver. 
John looked up to find Jane in the doorway, car keys in hand ready to go to work. 
“What did Geoff have to say?” she asked. 
“Told me not to worry.  He is going to speak to that guy Smith who came into the shop and confiscated the stock,” replied John. 
“Well that sounds more optimistic.  Perhaps I won`t have to visit you in chokey after all!” said Jane smiling. 
“Anyway luv. Can you come with me to Liverpool this weekend? You know my mum`s poorly and she`d love to meet you. It would really buck her up,” John pleaded. 
“You know I would if I could John, but Peter asked me weeks ago to work this Saturday. The auditors are in completing the year end accounts, I’ve got to be there!” Jane replied. 
“O.k. luv.  Look, go to work now or you`ll be late. We`ll speak later,” John said as he headed for the bathroom. 
Later that night after dinner, Jane said she had asked Peter if she could have Saturday off to travel to Liverpool with John.  Peter had said no.  He needed her to deal with the auditors questions in relation to the farm`s capital expenditure. 
John finished the washing up and decided to phone his mum in Liverpool. 
“Hi mum it`s John.  I thought I’d   give you a quick call.  How are you?”
“Oh hi John, I’m still a bit sore but my knee is on the mend.  Nellie next door has been marvellous!” replied May Quinn. 
“Look mum, I’m coming up at the weekend to stay, if that`s o.k. I should be there tomorrow night.  I’ll call to let you know when I’m on the way,” said John. 
“That`s fine son, it will be nice to see you, although you don`t have to come as I’ll be alright.”  
“No problem mum, looking forward to seeing you. Good night.”  
John popped into the shop for an hour early on Friday morning before his trip north. While in the office, his mobile phone rang. 
“John it`s Geoff Gilbert. I’ve just spoken to Trevor Smith at Trading Standards.”  
“Oh hi Geoff.  What did he say?” asked John. 
“Well, we had a long and interesting conversation. I think his bark is worse than his bite. When I started to question if his search and seizure of alleged counterfeit goods was in accordance with standard procedure, he started to backpedal somewhat. In essence, I believe you may receive a written warning together with a schedule detailing specific requirements on future stock purchases.  Also, you may be subject to regular inspections in the future by Trading Standards officers. Smith has not committed himself to this course of action you understand, but reading between the lines I don`t think you have much to worry about,” explained Geoff. 
“What about my seized property?” replied John laughing. 
“Don`t push your luck Mr. Quinn, this is a serious matter!” said Gilbert in a lawyerly tone. 
“O.k. thanks for all your help Geoff. I’m away for the weekend so I’ll call you next week when I’m back.”  
John gave Jane a quick call at work to tell her the good news before leaving the shop in Mick`s capable hands. 
As he packed for Liverpool, John sent a text to Tina in Cumbria which read:
“Hi Tina. Will be in the White Star in Liverpool at 2 pm Sat if you feel like a drink. Bring Charlie if he`s up for it.  I’m recording a piece for Radio Merseyside at noon.  Hope 2 see u lv John.”  
John was late getting to his mum`s that night, the traffic was a nightmare. He pulled into her driveway just before 10 pm.  After getting a big hug from his hobbling mum, he made a pot of tea and settled down with her in the lounge. 
“What are you like mum, I thought your football days were over! You won`t be playing at Goodison tomorrow,” said John, pointing to May`s swollen knee propped up on a footrest.  May just laughed and kicked her good leg. 
Before going to bed, John made a quick call to Paul Kinsella. 
“Hi Paul, John.  Sorry to ring so late, I’m at my mum`s.  I’ve been so busy this week I haven`t had chance to call you before.  Look, do you want to meet in the White Star tomorrow at 2 o`clock? “
“Yeah mate, that`ll be great. Anyone else coming?” replied Paul.  
“Tina from Cumbria said she would try and make it, and possibly her mate Charlie,” said John. 
“O.k. John.  Don`t be late as I’m keen to hear about your trip to Memphis.”  



Chapter 34



The following telephone conversation took place at 10.04 pm on Friday.  It is translated into English from the original Afrikaans. 
“Piet, where are you? I need you in Liverpool tomorrow morning,” said Henrik, agitated. 
“Relax Henrik, I am having a drink in my hotel in London. The Shaftesbury, I believe you know it,” replied Piet. 
“Yes. Yes. Our target has moved into place. We will have a window at approximately 1 pm tomorrow of 30 minutes, to complete our project. You need to meet me no later than 11 am in Liverpool city centre. I will text you the address,” stated Henrik, trying to command the conversation but not succeeding. 
“Good. I will drive up early tomorrow morning with the equipment you requested. Now let me enjoy my drink and get some sleep my friend.”  
With that Piet terminated the telephone conversation abruptly. 
Henrik was concerned as he sent the text to Piet. He usually planned any project to exacting standards. Circumstances precluded that attention to detail on this occasion. 



Chapter 35



John was up early Saturday morning, showered and dressed by 9 am.  Even his mum was surprised, she didn`t have the bacon in the pan yet. 
“Got a lot to do today mum.  I’ll get into town handy, see Bobby Barton at Radio Merseyside, then meet Paul and Tina at the White Star.  Will you be all right on your own or should I call Nellie to keep an eye on you?” John said. 
“Come on John, never mind Nellie and going to town I’ve got the breakfast to do.  I’m not an invalid you know,” said May, pushing John out of the kitchen.  John just laughed and marvelled at the resilience of his old mum. 
John boarded the train from Blundellsands and Crosby station arriving at Liverpool Central just before 11.30 am.  It was a short walk down Hanover Street to Radio Merseyside.  John entered the station asking at reception for Bobby Barton.  He was asked to wait until Bobby finished his morning show at noon, in ten minutes time. 
At five past twelve, the legend known as Bobby Barton came into reception to meet John Quinn. 
“Hi John, nice to meet you.”
“Likewise Bob. I feel as though I know you already having listened to your show over the years.”  
Bobby laughed and beckoned John into studio 3 towards the back of the building. 
“Right John.  I’ll start recording our interview in a few minutes.  Just to say that if you can keep your story as concise as possible, as we only have ten minutes of recording time allocated for this piece.”  
“O.k. Bob.  I’ll try and condense the story.”  
John had done some preparation to recite the tale of Kathy Richards and her inheritance claim. How it all depended upon whether Elvis Presley recorded Hey Good Lookin`. 
“Well John that`s quite a story. You`ve established that Elvis recorded the song, albeit as part of a medley during an impromptu session. But the $64,000 question remains, have you found the acetate recording?” asked Bobby at the end of the interview. 
Before John could answer, Bobby put a trailer on for the Reggie Phelps show concerning a special programme to be aired live next week. 
“Right, folks, we’re back with John Quinn, our record dealer from Norfolk formerly of this parish. John. Before the break I asked if you had located the Elvis record of Hey Good Lookin`. 
“Well Bob, I’m afraid to say that I’m still looking for the record.  As you will know it is extremely rare and would be valuable if found,” replied John. 
“How much would it be worth John? “
“Pick a number Bob, it`s difficult to say,” said John. 
“So if anyone out there has an old 78 record, possibly with hand written labels and it sounds like Elvis singing Hey Good Lookin`, call us immediately on 0151 709 …..” 
With that appeal, Bobby ended the recording of the interview. 
“Thanks a lot, John, for coming in. What a great story. If anyone phones in saying they have the record, and I can`t afford to buy it, I’ll give you a bell!” said Bobby chuckling. 
“O.k. Bob, again great to meet you at last.”  With that John headed for the front door. 
It was quarter past one, too early to head for the White Star so John walked to Bold Street. He was heading for an old record shop he used to visit when he heard a voice shouting, “John!”
John turned around and that`s the last thing he remembered. 



Chapter 36



Paul Kinsella had already finished his first pint of Bass in the White Star at 2.30 pm.  John was late. 
Paul rose from his seat about to get another drink when Tina walked into the bar. 
“Hiya Paul, where`s John?” said Tina giving Paul a hug. 
“Don`t know, Tina.  He`s late and John is never late!” replied an anxious Paul. 
“Oh, he`ll be here, he`s probably overrun doing that work at Radio Merseyside,” said Tina. 
“No. I rang Radio Merseyside. They confirmed that John left the station just after one o`clock. I also left a message on his mobile as he wasn`t picking up. I’m getting worried Tina.”  
Paul bought some drinks and sat down next to Tina in the back room of the pub. 
“Where`s your mate Charlie? I thought he was coming with you.”  
“Oh, he couldn`t get away. Something came up at the last minute,” replied Tina. 
“I’m going to try his number again and then I’m phoning Jane, his partner in Norfolk,” said Paul. 
“Hello, is that Jane? This is Paul Kinsella, John`s mate in Liverpool.”  
“Oh hi Paul. John has told me about you. Is anything wrong?” asked Jane. 
“Well, I don`t like to worry you but John hasn`t turned up to the White Star pub as we arranged.  He is now an hour late and as I’m sure you know John is punctual to a fault!” said Paul. 
Jane gave a rather forced laugh in response. “You`re right, of course, Paul. I am concerned. What do you think we should do?”
“I am going to have a walk around town to see if I can find anything out. Tina is with me in the pub. I’ll ask her to stay in the pub just in case John turns up. I’ll ring you back in half an hour. Bye.”  
Paul left the pub and walked to Hanover Street and back to the White Star with no sight of John. As good as his word he called Jane again. 
“Jane, it`s Paul. I’m afraid John is still missing.”  
“Look Paul, I’m coming up to Liverpool. I’ve arranged to travel up with Jake, a friend of ours, to help find John. There`s obviously something wrong,” Jane said getting more anxious. 
“O.k. Jane, that`s probably a good idea. I’ll text you the full address of the White Star pub where we are at the moment. One of us will stay here until you arrive. See you soon.”  
Tina was listening intently as Paul terminated the conversation with Jane.  She had a worried look on her face. 
“What the hell is going on? Should we call the Police?” she said. 
“Not yet. You wait here while I have another walk around our usual haunts to see if I can find anything out. We`ll make a decision after I return,” replied Paul. 
After Paul returned from his second unsuccessful search, he did phone the Police to report John missing. He didn`t receive much help from Merseyside Police. He was told to wait 24 hours and then call back if John was still missing. After all, according to the officer “he might be on a bender!”  
Jane had made one phone call to Jake in Tunstead and just twenty minutes later, he was picking her up from her workplace. Jane briefed Jake on the journey north and was relieved to have caught him before he went for a pint in The Plough. 



Chapter 37



“Wake him up Henrik,” said Piet. 
Henrik picked up a bottle of water and threw it over John`s face, kicking him at the same time. 
“Wake up Quinn!” shouted Henrik. 
John mumbled something inaudible.  He tried to open his eyes. He was sitting down with his back to a dank slimey wall. His hands were tied behind his back. 
It was hard to focus in this near pitch black room. There was a tiny shard of light piercing the boarded up window. 
“What? What`s happening? Who are you?” John said, trying to speak properly. 
“Don`t you recognise me, John?” said Henrik. 
John made a great effort to focus on the tall well-built man. 
“Charlie, Charlie Hawkins?!” said John. 
“No John, not Charlie Hawkins. My name is Henrik Boersma and this is my business partner Piet Strauss.”  
“I don`t understand, why have you brought me here?” said John. 
“I think you could say that the reason you`re here is payback, Mr. Quinn,” replied Boersma. 
“Payback for what?” asked John. 
“Do you remember whilst working for National Westminster Bank in the City of London, dealing with an acquisition for the Anglo Merx Corporation? “
“Anglo Merx? Rings a vague bell somewhere. That was years ago!” said John. 
“1995 to be precise, Mr. Quinn,” interjected Piet Strauss. 
“I still don`t understand. Can I have a drink of water?” asked John. 
Piet threw a bottle of water to Henrik, who poured some of it in the direction of John`s mouth. 
“Both myself and Piet were on the board of management of Anglo Merx. We stood to make millions of dollars personally if the acquisition of Belvedere Holdings had been completed. Only you stopped that, didn`t you Mr. Quinn! “
“I didn`t have the power to stop multi-million dollar acquisitions.  I was a pen pusher at the bank!” pleaded John. 
“You are too modest Quinn. You went to great lengths and beyond normal due diligence to find out about Piet`s criminal record he thought he`d buried in South Africa. As for me. You investigated my time in Amsterdam and certain financial irregularities surrounding currency trading. You even contacted an old friend of yours in Jersey to look into our offshore investment company. No, Mr. Quinn, you were much more than a pen pusher you were Inspector Morse!” stated Henrik in a loud agitated voice. 
“Fuck you!” John shouted defiantly. 
“He has some fight left in him,” said Piet laughing as he moved towards John, before planting his size 10 boot into John`s face. 
John lost consciousness again. 
Ten minutes passed before John was roused by the shock of cold water being thrown in his face. 
“Time to wake up, Mr. Quinn. For the last time. Do you know that we not only lost millions of dollars because of your actions at Nat West but also our jobs. Piet lost his home in Jo`burg. My wife left me. You have a lot to answer for!” Henrik was shouting at the top of his voice now. 
John couldn`t speak. His mouth was swollen and bloody. He couldn`t keep his head up and his right eye was bruised and completely closed. 



Chapter 38



Jane and Jake find the White Star easily, they have made Liverpool in a remarkable time of two hours fifty minutes.  They rushed into the bar.  Paul is watching the front door and recognises Jane from a picture John had shown him. 
“Jane,” he shouts rising to greet the new arrivals. 
Quick introductions are made all around before Tina goes to the bar to order coffee. 
“Look. Obviously, something has happened to John. While we were waiting for you I rang around the local hospitals. Nobody fitting John`s description has been admitted. Let`s make a plan of what to do next,” said Paul. 
All of a sudden Jake shouted, “Shit. I’m an idiot!”
“You`ve only just found that out,” replied Jane with a faint smile. 
“No listen. A few weeks ago in the pub, I was showing John this new phone application a mate of mine sorted for me. It`s a device where you can track any mobile phone in the country,” Jake said. 
“That`s a new one on me,” replied Paul. 
“Anyway. We tried it out in the Plough, to the landlord`s amusement. It worked. I tracked down John`s mobile phone, even though he was sitting next to me! Let`s try it now and see if we can locate his mobile phone,” said Jake excitedly. 
Paul, Jane and Tina all perked up as Jake fiddled with his mobile phone. After a few minutes with no success, Paul asked if he could have a go. 
“Not a great signal in here,” Paul said as he moved towards the front of the pub. 
The others ran to Paul as he studied the map on Jake`s phone, which indicated a bleeping red spot just off the Dock Road. 
In no time Jake was tearing down the Dock Road in Liverpool with Paul Kinsella as navigator. Tina and Jane were in the back of the 4x4 leaning forward and gripping the back of the front seats. 
“He must be in the old Tobacco Warehouse at Stanley Dock, the signal is getting stronger,” said Paul. 
“Give me directions mate, this is a foreign land to me,” replied Jake. 
“What the hell is he doing down here?” asked Jane. 
“I think we can get to Stanley Dock by going through an entrance in the heritage market. Turn next right Jake and park up, we`ll walk through that entrance on the left,” said Paul. 
Paul managed to blag an entrance through the heritage market by explaining the emergency to a security guard. The four would be rescuers started running towards the large brick built structure which was the Tobacco Warehouse. Disused since the 1980`s, the warehouse was reputed to be the largest of its kind in the world. 
“From this map, it looks as though the signal is coming from the left hand side of the building close to the river. Jake, have you got any weapons with you in case?”
“Only this knife, Paul,” replied Jake. 
Jake produced a large Bowie style knife, sight of which made the girls gasp. 
“Right. I’ll see if I can find something to use should things get rough,” said Paul as he disappeared around the corner of the building. 
A few minutes later he reappeared with a long rusty metal rod.  “Better than nothing,” Paul said. 
“Right, from now on total silence. If John is being held in here we don`t know the situation inside. Hand signals only, o.k.” said Paul.  His three companions nodded in the affirmative. 
As the four moved to the rear of the large building, Paul heard raised voices. He signalled to the others to stop while he went on alone. 
Paul reached a low boarded up window with a long thin crack in the plywood. He could just make out two figures standing and what appeared to be another lying on the floor. He travelled further around the side of the building until he came to an old door. The wood was rotting and it didn`t look secure. Paul applied some pressure, the door gave way an inch creaking slightly. 
Paul returned to the others and gave them an update on the situation. 
“Paul.  I’ll go to the back door with Jane and make some noise as a diversion.  That will be your signal to go through the window with Tina.  It will be 4 against 2 in there, good odds,” said Jake. 
“O.k. Jake. Make so much noise so as to give me time to get through the window. Then lose the door and pile in.”  
“Let`s go,” said Jake walking quickly with Jane to the door at the rear of the building. 
Paul and Tina edged towards the boarded up window and waited for the noise. 
“Police, Police, this is the Police! You are surrounded. Put you weapons down. Hands behind your heads. Do it now!” Jake roared at the top of his voice ably assisted by Jane`s screams. 
Paul cracked his iron bar several times against the boarded up window, which gave way on the third impact. Tina helped him through the window following quickly behind. 
Jake and Jane burst through the door to be faced by Piet, who had a gun drawn.  In a quick and deft movement Jake threw his Bowie knife which stuck in Piet`s arm, making him drop his gun. Jane barged into the South African with a rugby tackle to make any back proud. 
At the other side of the room, Paul Kinsella threw his metal rod at Henrik Boersma. Unfortunately he missed, but Tina didn`t.  Following right behind, she picked up a large house brick and flung it to perfection, connecting with the side of Henrik`s head. He went down like a man shot by a sniper. 
“John, John, are you alright?” screamed Jane. 
“Here, let`s give him some water,” said Paul picking up a bottle from the floor nearby. 
Jake stood guard over Piet who was bleeding from the knife wound, although the fight seemed to have gone out of him. Henrik lay unconscious on the floor. 
After some water, John began to speak. 
“Where am I? Jane is that you? What are you doing here?”
“It`s o.k. babe, it`s all over now, we`re going to get you out of here. Look Tina, Paul and Jake are here for you,” said Jane crying with relief. 
Paul made a 999 call and the Police arrived within ten minutes along with an ambulance. He explained the situation and the Police arrested both Piet and Henrik, who had regained consciousness. Jake, Tina, Jane and Paul followed a Police car back to Canning Place in the city centre.  Henrik went with two officers to be booked in to a cell.  Piet went to the Royal Hospital for medical attention in the ambulance, accompanied by two further officers.  After an initial check up by a paramedic, John was cleared to go in another squad car to Police H.Q.  He was gulping water as though he`d been in the desert for a month. 



Chapter 39



John was sitting in the office of Detective Inspector Andy Braithwaite, the officer in charge of the case. He was drinking coffee when Braithwaite entered with a file under his arm. 
“Mr. Quinn, I’m D.I. Braithwaite,” he said as he shook hands with John. 
“My sergeant and other officers are interviewing your friends at present.  You`ve had quite a day, by all accounts.”
“You could say that, Inspector,” replied John. 
“O.k. If we could just go through the events; take your time and try to remember as much as possible. I appreciate that you told my officers you were unconscious for some time,” said Braithwaite. 
“Right. I finished a planned interview with Bobby Barton at Radio Merseyside. I walked out onto Hanover Street, it must have been just after one o`clock.  As I was meeting friends for a drink in the White Star at two o`clock, I decided to kill some time and walk up Bold Street.  As I reached the top of the street, I heard somebody call my name.”  
“Your full name or first name only?” interrupted Braithwaite. 
“John only.”
“Then I turned around to see who it was and the next thing I know I woke up in the old Tobacco Warehouse at Stanley Dock, with my back against a wall and my hands tied.” John continued and gave the officer the full story and how it climaxed with the rescue by his friends. 
After half an hour of listening and taking notes, Braithwaite slapped his pen down on the desk. 
“Well Mr. Quinn, that`s an extraordinary story. Indeed it could have come out of a James Patterson novel!  It is so unusual I tend to believe you`re telling me the truth,” The inspector concluded with a wry smile. 
John was shown back into reception were he re-joined his friends.  Braithwaite followed him and spoke to them all. 
“I’d like you all to come back here tomorrow afternoon to make formal statements confirming what you`ve told us tonight. I understand you have supplied your contact details so you can go.  Get some sleep!” With that the inspector disappeared back into his office. 
When outside John turned and said to his friends, “Sod going home to sleep, I need a strong drink and quickly!” This invitation was accepted heartily by his friends so they all piled in Jake`s 4x4. 
“I know, John, let`s go to the Caradoc,” suggested Paul. 
“Is it still open?” asked John. 
“Sure is, I had a pint there a couple of weeks ago,” replied Paul. 
“Give me the directions,” said Jake as he put his foot down. 
The Caradoc was a famous old dockland pub on the border of Seaforth and Bootle.  It was a survivor of a former age when there were more pubs near the Liverpool docks than you could shake a stick at. 
Paul directed Jake to park up on a quiet side street near the Caradoc. As they entered the pub, Jake remarked, “Well it`s not Wetherspoons!” 
John managed to bag a table in the corner of the bar which was very busy. Jake and Paul walked to the bar and ordered the drinks.  John made short work of his first pint of bitter, it didn`t touch the sides. Tina went to the bar to order more drinks which included a bottle of house whisky. The night was going splendidly when the landlord suddenly announced, “Ladies and gents, please give a warm welcome to our Elvis impersonator, Tommy from Bootle.”  
Tommy walked from the gents toilet towards a small raised area with a microphone, adjacent to the bar. He was about five foot six inches, with a pot belly dressed in a white jump suit wearing the worst Elvis wig ever seen in these parts. 
“Thank you very much ladies and gentlemen.  Here`s a song I think you all know … Jailhouse Rock.” 
Surprisingly, Tommy had a good voice and went down with the crowd in the Caradoc, especially John`s table who were singing along with gusto. 
“Looks like the King has been reincarnated and kept on eating the burgers!” quipped Paul to much laughter at the table. 
After forty minutes Elvis took a break from belting out his hits.  John began to reflect upon the day with his friends.  He told them of the reason Henrik and Piet gave why they abducted him, the company acquisition that never happened in the 1990`s.  They all looked at him in amazement, not least Tina who had a tear in her eye. 
“I’m so sorry John.  I thought that Charlie or Henrik, or whoever, was o.k.  I had no idea he had a grudge against you.  Do you think he had something to do with planting counterfeit CD`s in you shop?” Tina said. 
“Probably. But, hey don`t worry it`s not your fault. If not you he would have found another way to get to me,” replied John, cuddling Tina. 
“Come on! Forget all that and let`s have a good time!” shouted Jane.  



Chapter 40



Elvis had regained his platform in the Caradoc and was giving “Hound Dog” some welly when Ron Stevens and three XL friends entered the pub. 
“I hate it up north, everywhere stinks,” said Ron. 
The newcomers stood out in this dockland pub in Liverpool where no formal attire was normally required.  Ron and company were impeccably dressed in dark suits, silk ties and shiny shoes.  They looked like they were headed for a funeral. 
One wag shouted out, “I didn`t know they were filming ‘Goodfellas 2’ here!”, causing much hilarity in the bar. 
Ron ignored the remark and shouted, “Is there a John Quinn in the pub?”
There was no reply but Ron did get a dirty look from Elvis for the interruption. 
At the third time of asking John shouted back, “Yeah, I’m John Quinn.”  
Ron marched towards John`s table with his friends close in attendance.  He picked up a chair and sat opposite John. 
“Mr. Quinn, my name is Ron Stevens. I’ve come all the way from Essex because I believe you have some property belongs to me.”  
“What property would that be?” asked John, slurring his words slightly. 
“A gold coloured CD with numbers handwritten on the label.”  
“What makes you think I have such an item?”
“A café owner in Essex called Harry told me he sold it to you,” said Ron. 
“I did buy some CD`s legitimately off Harry, the gold one may have been one of them.  What makes it your property?” John replied defiantly. 
“My friends here are my proof of title to the goods!” Ron stated gesturing to the hulks at his side. 
The atmosphere suddenly became very tense despite Elvis still singing his greatest hits in the background.  John leaned forward to speak to Ron. 
“Listen Ron.  I know all about your gold CD.  After it wouldn`t play in my hi-fi, I sent it to a mate of mine in London who is a computer expert.  He examined it and succeeded in decrypting the information contained in it.  He sent the disc back to me with a printed transcription of the text. Very interesting reading it was. Offshore account details, transactions between jurisdictions with contact names and numbers.  Did you know I’m a former banker who used to work in the City?”
“You are really starting to annoy me, Quinn!” replied Ron, raising his voice. 
“I haven`t finished yet Ron.  After looking at the financial information on the CD I decided to make a copy and send it to my solicitor.  I also attached precise instructions to him should anything untoward happen to me, my family, or friends.  The main instruction being to forward all the information to the Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police.”  
After a minute or two Ron said, “What do you want,” in a calmer voice. 
“Well Ron, you can have your original CD back, no problem.  Give me your address and I will mail it to you when I get back to Norfolk.  All I want is a payment of £1,000, which is cheap given the value of the information on the CD.  My solicitor will keep the copy disc and supporting information as my insurance policy. No information will be disclosed if you keep to your part of the agreement.  After tonight we don`t see each other again,” explained John. 
With that Ron rose to his feet and headed for the exit.  One of his associates threw a grand in cash on the table along with a business card.  “Make sure that CD is delivered quickly to that address. You don`t want to see us again,” grunted the Grant Mitchell look alike. 
As the last of the Essex visitors left the pub, John exhaled a huge sigh of relief.  Jane said to him, “What`s all that about sending a gold CD to Geoff Gilbert with detailed instructions? A bit cloak and dagger, isn`t it?”
John laughed and replied, “I had to say something, didn`t I?  That`s the first thing that came into my head!” 
“Well you had me convinced scouse.  Remind me never to play poker with you!” said Jake. 
With that they all burst into hearty laughter to the great annoyance of Elvis who was wrestling with “Return To Sender.”  



Chapter 41



John`s mobile phone rang, he only just heard it above the din in the pub. 
“Hi John, it`s Kathy Richards.  I’ve been trying to get you all day.”  
“Oh hi Kathy, sorry it`s been a strange kind of day!” replied John. 
“Anyway, I heard from Mr. Harris yesterday.  He told me one of his staff has been collating all my late uncle`s assets for probate valuation.  As you know one of the assets was a large record collection.  You`ll never guess what” said Kathy. 
“Sorry, can`t hear you properly Kath.  I’ll switch to speaker phone,” John shouted. 
“Can you hear me now, John?”
“That`s better Kathy,” replied John. 
“What I was saying was that it looks as though one of the executor`s staff has located the Elvis Presley acetate recording! My late uncle must have had it in his record collection at the time he made the stipulation in his will.  He was a cantankerous old bugger!”
“Are you sure it`s the recording of Hey Good Lookin` by Elvis?” John asked. 
“Yes.  Mr. Harris even asked some music expert to verify the recording,” said Kathy excitedly. 
“That`s great news Kathy.  Look, I’ll give you a call tomorrow as I’m out with friends at the moment, o.k.?”
“Fine John, speak tomorrow.  Bye.”
Paul Kinsella had been listening intently to John`s conversation with Kathy Richards, along with the rest of the party. 
“Did I hear right John, that woman just said that a previously unknown Elvis recording has been found!?” said Paul. 
“Yip.  It seems as though the king did indeed record Hey Good Lookin`,” John replied. 
It was just after 11 pm, John and his friends were the worse for wear thinking about going home.  They had arranged earlier in the night for Tina to stay with Paul Kinsella, Jane and Jake going with John to his mum`s house in Crosby. 
John reflected on his day with his friends.  “I’ve nearly been killed by South African criminals.  I’ve been tracked down and threatened by Essex gangsters.  I’ve been told a rare Elvis recording does exist and also been serenaded by Tommy, Bootle`s answer to Elvis!”
“You`ve always had a boring life mate,” replied Paul to much laughter. 
“Any last requests for Elvis, ladies and gents,” the Caradoc`s landlord shouted. 
Paul got gingerly to his feet and headed for the King with a request. 
After a marvellous rendition of The Wonder Of You the King said “Thank you very much ladies and gents, you`ve been a great audience.  I did have a late request to sing Hey Good Lookin`, but I can`t do that as Elvis never recorded that particular song.”  
“Elvis did record Hey Good Lookin`,” shouted Paul and John in unison, to the laughter of the customers and the amazement of Tommy from Bootle !



Epilogue



Kathy Richards received her full entitlement to her late Uncle`s estate, totalling £545,000.  £26,351 of this amount related to the sale proceeds of the Elvis Presley acetate recording of Hey Good Lookin`.  The recording was sold on an Ebay auction with the successful bidder rumoured to reside in the Liverpool area. 
Piet Strauss had an Interpol “red notice” against his name.  He was subsequently deported to South Africa to face various charges including money laundering, distribution of narcotics and firearms offences. 
Henrik Boersma is awaiting trial in the United Kingdom for abduction, false imprisonment, and attempted murder. He has pleaded not guilty and is on remand in Barlinnie Prison, near Glasgow. 
Tina and John remain Friends despite her inadvertently reintroducing Henrik to him. 
John returned the gold CD to Ron Stevens in Essex and heard no more from him. 
Finally, Jake tells the tale in The Plough of how he rescued John in Liverpool and saved his Life.  Each time the story is retold it becomes more extraordinary, earning him many free pints of beer. 
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