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To Ann

You must never go down to the end of the town If you don’t go down with me.

Disobedience

A.A. Milne, 1882–1956
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Preface

Corruption in a police force is a pernicious disease. Not only does it bring public disquiet and distrust upon the police in general (and hysterical pleasure to Marxists and other anti-police organizations), it also pervades the ranks of the police itself. Honest officers do not know whom to trust; other officers become ensnared by their crooked counterparts. A classic case came in the 1970s, when a trustworthy officer was posted into the ranks of Scotland Yard’s Obscene Publication Squad (OPS) and was horrified when he saw the amount of orchestrated bribery and corruption – literally on the industrial level of a Mafia operation – that was going on. He went to the officer in charge, Detective Chief Superintendent ‘Wicked Bill’ Moody, and requested an immediate transfer; in keeping with a Mafia capo dei capi, Moody told the officer that his relocation would cost him £500.

Crooked officers working alone and taking money from criminals in return for watered-down charges, or leaving out evidence and obtaining money in return for bail: these were bad enough. Far worse were the officers who interfered with their honest colleagues’ cases, tipping off the criminals concerned about impending searches or arrests, stealing vital evidence or statements for cash. Worse still were those officers who took bribes while saying that they were acting on behalf of an officer – an honest and unwitting one – to whom they would pass on the money. This was reflected in an old Flying Squad verse:


… and to his eternal shame copped his dough in another man’s name.



So when it becomes clear that corruption is at work, it must be addressed immediately and expeditiously eradicated.

In 1928 it was discovered that Station Sergeant George Goddard was taking mountainous bribes from nightclub owners for turning a blind eye to gaming, the staging of erotic cabarets and flouting of the licensing laws. He was able to buy a house for £1,850 and a £400 car, both for cash, he financed two pawnbroker’s shops and he had bank accounts containing £2,700 and a cash deposit box with £12,000 – all on his weekly wage of £6 15s 0d.

Fred Wensley OBE, KPM, the Chief Constable of the CID, immediately put Charles Cooper, the head of the Flying Squad, in charge of the investigation, and within a very short space of time the venal club owners were convicted, and Goddard appeared at the Old Bailey, was sentenced to eighteen months’ hard labour, fined £2,000 and ordered to pay the costs of the prosecution.

It was a textbook operation and one that should have acted as a template for any further investigations of that kind. Unfortunately, that was not always the case.

The matter of ‘Wicked Bill’, referred to above, was an appalling case involving the heads of the OPS, who had not only accepted bribes but were also instrumental in recycling pornographic material to bookshops and arranging ‘licences’ for pornographers to run them. In the 1960s, the going rate for a licence had been £100 per month; by the 1970s, one particular transaction cost a pornographer £1,000, and this was in addition to handing over a percentage of the profits. The Flying Squad was accused of accepting bribes as well. It was a matter that demanded the most prompt and searching investigation by the most experienced detectives. It did not get it.

The new Commissioner, Sir Robert Mark GBE, QPM, hated and despised CID officers. Instead of swallowing his prejudices and asking for sound advice to choose detectives whose honesty was beyond reproach to head the investigation, he instead selected senior uniform officers. They, together with the head of the enquiry, Assistant Commissioner Gilbert Kelland CBE, QPM, who after thirty-one years’ service in the uniform branch suddenly became head of the CID, knew little or nothing of criminal investigative work.

Kelland simply did not have a clue. For his main prosecution witness he used pornographer Jimmy Humphreys, who immediately identified Kelland as a dope and proceeded to run rings round him, sulking, pouting and picking and choosing who he would give evidence about. It took five years from the time that these allegations were first made for some of the officers to be convicted.1

Even worse was ‘Operation Countryman’. Accusations of corruption were levelled first at CID officers from the City of London police force, and later at Metropolitan Police officers. Dorset police were called in by the Home Office to head the enquiry, and the detectives on that investigation were few and far between. The majority were uniform or traffic officers, who were allowed to insert ‘detective’ in front of their upgraded rank and launched into an enquiry which was way beyond their experience or capabilities. A traffic sergeant, able to spot a worn tyre at 50 yards, became overnight a detective inspector who, as one senior Scotland Yard detective stated, ‘knew as much about criminal investigation as my arsehole knows about steam navigation’. Wily criminals correctly identified the team as a bunch of mugs and provided them with a mixture of lies, rumours and bullshit rather than evidence, which these gormless officers, without any verification, accepted as the truth. Few of them had any knowledge of the criminal law or the rules of evidence, and they blundered from one investigation to another. Eventually, having destroyed the careers of any number of honest CID officers as well as letting scores of guilty criminals go free, the eight Metropolitan Police officers whom they managed to put on trial were all acquitted. Just two City of London police officers were convicted of corruption, and that was due to the superlative investigative techniques of the newly appointed head of that force’s Criminal Investigation Department. He was, by the way, a former Metropolitan police officer. The shambles that was ‘Operation Countryman’ had cost the taxpayer £4 million and, with a workforce of over ninety officers, had lasted for four years.2

Therefore, it’s refreshing to recount the story of an investigation into corruption in 1957 that was a success. From beginning to end it took six months, it was accomplished by ten Metropolitan police officers who interviewed over 200 people, took 150 witness statements and called 64 of them to give evidence; and it started in a provincial town 47 miles south of London.



1 For further information on these matters, see Scotland Yard’s Gangbuster: Bert Wickstead’s Most Celebrated Cases, Pen & Sword Books, 2018

2 For further information about this pernicious enquiry, see Operation Countryman: The Flawed Enquiry into London Police Corruption, Pen & Sword Books, 2018



Introduction

On England’s south coast, in the county of East Sussex, is the city of Brighton and Hove. It is situated beneath a gentle slope and protected from the north wind by the high ground of the South Downs immediately behind it. A popular holiday destination, its shingle beach is almost 5½ miles long.

It is estimated that 11–16 per cent of the city’s population over the age of sixteen are gay, bisexual or lesbian, and it has the highest percentage of same-sex households in the United Kingdom. Understandably, it has been termed ‘The unofficial gay capital of the UK’. Additionally, it has been described as ‘The happiest place to live in the UK’. Despite the bustling activity of the shops in its quirky streets and the effervescent nightlife, this is a view that might not be shared by everyone.

Brighton has been described as the country’s ‘most godless’ city, and in 2001, thanks to the Star Wars franchise, 2.6 per cent of the population declared that their religious affiliation was that of ‘Jedi Knight’. Others elsewhere also adopted this idiotic concept, but Brighton’s devotion to this faith was the highest in the United Kingdom. The city has the worst rate of homelessness (4,095 persons) outside of London, suggesting that one in every sixty-nine people in Brighton is homeless. Three areas within the city’s boundaries were rated in the top ten nationally for deprivation.

If this paints a grim picture of this seaside metropolis, it was not always the case. During the nineteenth century, Brighton – it acquired city status in 2000 – was regarded as a spa town, a health resort, where people came to bathe in the sea, believing that immersion in the waters might cure their ailments.

And as the great and the good arrived, so did the architecture. In the early part of that century, the Royal Pavilion was built for the Prince Regent by the architect John Nash. To accommodate those of slightly less than royal status, the Grand Hotel was erected in 1864; with its 201 rooms, contained behind six levels of balconies, it was the first hotel outside of London to possess lifts, which were referred to as ‘ascending omnibuses’.

From 1883, Magnus Volk’s Electric Railway, powered by a 1½ hp engine, transported thrilled passengers as it thundered along at 6mph from the Palace Pier (built, with Brighton’s Marine Palace, in 1899) to the Marina. The previous year, the Brighton Clock Tower was erected to celebrate Queen Victoria’s jubilee.

And as the years went by, the tourists, day-trippers and those wanting a longer stay (especially for naughty weekends) flooded into the town, to enjoy the sunshine, the candyfloss and the bathing.

After the end of the Second World War (and the austerity which followed it), Brighton appeared to be a pretty law-abiding town. The salutary sentences imposed on the London thugs following ‘The Battle of Lewes Racetrack’ in 1936 had brought systemic violence under control, and although the feared gangland boss ‘Darby’ Sabini had taken up residence in the town’s Old Shoreham Road, he mercifully passed away in 1950. Obviously, criminality still existed, but the records show that whereas the number of crimes recorded in 1948 had been 2,183, offences by 1956 had decreased to 1,674. The detection rate increased from 43.8 per cent to 61.3 per cent, and arrests during that period were up, too, from 453 to 638. The force had been split into two divisions in 1949: ‘A’ Division, whose headquarters was at the Town Hall, and ‘B’ Division at Wellington Road, which housed the traffic offices, the information room, criminal records office and the social club.

By the time a new Chief Constable was appointed on 1 July 1956, the retiring incumbent had left a record for the previous year which brought gasps of adulation from members of Brighton Town Council. The establishment of the police force had increased to 277 men and six women (of whom twenty-seven men were appointed to the CID), and they were easily able to deal with any tiresome Teddy Boys who started trouble in the dancehalls. A total of 7,475 ‘999’ calls had received prompt attention. There had been 4,586 enquiries regarding lost property, and of 6,440 articles found in the street, 2,107 were restored to their owners. Proactive policing resulted in the serving of 3,233 summonses, as well as 829 warrants being executed. Soon, police working hours would be reduced to an 88-hour fortnight, and the fleet would comprise fifteen cars and vans, plus five motorcycles, all of which were equipped with two-way radios.

And the new Chief Constable (who acquired a grey horse from the Metropolitan Police stables at Imber Court, to parade along the promenade) was taking decisive action regarding traffic, which on one day in August 1956 had become so congested that it had come to a complete standstill.

‘Authority cannot afford to face another holiday season without formulating definite schemes for a constructive solution’, he thundered to the Watch Committee, adding, ‘While the police will continue to play their part in endeavouring to maintain unobstructed movement of traffic, their task will continue to be more and more difficult.’

He suggested the banning of all parking on the south side of the sea front, that pedestrian subways should replace zebra crossings at the aquarium roundabout and that concrete rafts should be placed on the beach to accommodate parking for 200 cars. With these innovative suggestions, it appeared that vehicular traffic would park neatly and flow freely, and the streets would not be clogged up with cars.

On 29 March 1957, uniform officers lead by Superintendent Thomas Hill raided a bookmaker’s office in Duke Street, arresting the staff and thirty-eight punters. Eight months later, thirty members of the Chez-Moi club were caught drinking after hours, and the club was struck off. Therefore, amidst the population of approximately 160,000, it appeared that under the leadership of the newly appointed and farsighted Chief Constable law and order was being well maintained.

Don’t you believe it.

As Marcellus said to Horatio in Hamlet, ‘Something is rotten in the state of Denmark’; and 828 miles west of Helsingør, where those words were allegedly uttered, it appeared that certain sections of Brighton’s CID were not smelling too sweetly, either.

In fact, if all the rumours that were circulating could be believed, they hadn’t been for some time.



PART I



ARRIVING

‘Ride on! Rough-shod if need be, smooth shod if that will do, but ride on! Ride on over all obstacles, and win the race!’

Charles Dickens (1812–1870)

David Copperfield



CHAPTER 1

The Slimy Conman

The story begins with a seedy crook, a conman whose name was Isaac Rosenbaum. By the time he was thirty-two he had acquired six convictions, two for begging, three for fraud and one for perjury, so on 14 June 1938 he decided to renounce his baptismal name and adopt a new identity as Richard Isaac Rose. He was also known as Isaac (or ‘Ike’) Rose and, for the purposes of the frauds he was about to carry out, Frank Rose.

In 1942, Rose set up two companies, the first styled Loyal Service Handicrafts (Brighton) Ltd and the second, British Disabled Ex-Servicemen’s Industries, which he ran from 3 and 4 Cannon Place, in the north of Brighton. He employed about a dozen disabled ex-servicemen, but this was a token gesture. They were there to manufacture items such as garden chairs and other furniture, but these were shoddy goods indeed, and customers were led to believe that these so-called charitable concerns were in existence to assist disabled ex-servicemen. This was at a time when, of course, practically everyone in the country knew of at least one person who had suffered disabilities due to war service; in 1955 alone, 16,682 ex-servicemen were registered as disabled. In fact, the British Legion was fiercely campaigning on their behalf to have their inadequate pensions raised to 90 shillings per week, so everyone was aware of their plight. In the midst of this very helpful publicity, Rose employed canvassers – not ex-servicemen at all but just as smooth-tongued as himself – who took with them gruesome photographs of disabled ex-servicemen to acquire potential customers. Much favoured were photographs of disfigured RAF personnel at the Queen Victoria Hospital at East Grinstead, prior to the brilliant Sir Archibald McIndoe working the magic of his plastic surgery on them.

Customers were required to pay cash in advance for the goods, and that was the last they saw of their money. They would repeatedly write to Rose, but these letters were ignored, and eventually most customers simply gave up. Seldom did the goods arrive, but if and when they did they were found to be of very inferior quality; customers complained, but it did them no good at all.

Sometimes there was a variation on the theme of the swindle: Rose asked customers for loans which, he stated, were needed to keep disabled servicemen in employment – and again, that was the last they saw of their money.

But sometimes dissatisfied customers contacted the Brighton police; however, since the detectives in the Criminal Investigation Department who dealt with these letters were astonishingly corrupt, action – other than marking Rose’s cards – was seldom taken. It was only if the person complaining was influential – and this could be deduced from their social standing and their letter-heading – that Rose would be advised that it might well be sensible to return the money.

Those repayments, however – few as they were – were a drop in the ocean; in the fifteen years of the companies’ existence, Rose took £40,000 per year, of which £25,000 was siphoned off into his private bank account.

This was brought to the attention of the Official Receiver on 10 January 1956, and when it was discovered that no proper books of the transactions had been kept and after Rose’s bank accounts had been scrutinized, the companies were wound up. Findings by the Official Receiver were often referred to the Department of Trade and Industry, although sometimes the matter was passed to the Director of Public Prosecutions, as it was on this occasion. That department, in turn, referred it to Scotland Yard’s latest crime-fighting arm, which had been formed in February 1946. This was COC6 Department, or The Metropolitan and City Police Company Fraud Department, more colloquially known as ‘The Fraud Squad’. It investigated such matters as mock auctions, share-pushing, fraudulent take-over bids, long firm frauds, fraudulent conversions, falsification of accounts, embezzling, forgery and the issuing of false balance sheets. It also dealt with fraudulent mail-order concerns, which fitted the bill perfectly so far as Rose’s case was concerned.

Detectives from both the Metropolitan and the City of London Police staffed the Fraud Squad; one of them was Detective Inspector Ernest George William Millen.

* * *

Ernie Millen had just celebrated his forty-sixth birthday when he was called into the office of the squad’s head, Detective Chief Superintendent Colin MacDougall, and handed the Rose docket. Millen was an accredited fraud investigator who had taken crash courses in accountancy and banking even before the Fraud Squad was formed; that had assisted materially when he investigated the activities of the Revd Harry Clapham, ‘The Embezzling Vicar’, who owned nine houses and whose ninety-seven bank accounts were dotted around the United Kingdom. Millen proved twenty-one cases of fraudulent conversion and falsification of accounts, which resulted in Clapham being sent to penal servitude for three years at Parkhurst prison, ordered to pay prosecution costs of £1,000 and, despite the best efforts of ‘Sister Connie’ Owens who tried to clear his name, being defrocked by his Southwark diocese.1

But Millen, coming to the end of his three-year tenure with the Fraud Squad, was no pen-pushing, sober peruser of columns of disputed figures; he had served on the Flying Squad as a detective sergeant (first class) for two and a half years, and at half an inch over six feet, he was a pretty tough customer.

Just as tough was the officer he selected to accompany him on the Rose investigation. Detective Constable Ernest Radcliffe Bond had joined the police in 1946, having served as David Stirling’s sergeant in the Western Desert’s wartime Special Air Service Brigade. Bond was now coming to the end of a two-year posting at the Fraud Squad and, aged thirty-eight, was awaiting promotion to detective sergeant; he had already been commended by the commissioner on eight occasions, six of them for fraud investigations, the last of which included commendations from the bench at Halifax Magistrates’ Court, the trial Judge at Leeds Assizes and the Director of Public Prosecutions.

But the stink of corruption from Brighton Borough Police Force was wafting north, into the offices of the Director of Public Prosecutions (DPP) and New Scotland Yard, and not for the first time, either. Allegations of corruption had already been made to the DPP by a respected Brighton solicitor named Howard Sidney Johnson, who had been fed information by a disgruntled officer from ‘A’ Division. Johnson, who died on the Isle of Man in September 2000, never divulged the name of his source. His name is still kept secret.

The outgoing Chief Constable’s replacement was the Deputy Chief Constable, Detective Superintendent Charles Feild Williams Ridge, who had been selected by the Home Office following the recommendation of Brighton Watch Committee on 22 February from a shortlist of five strong contenders.

Certainly, given his experience in the borough, Ridge seemed the suitable candidate. There was a dissenter; it came in the form of an anonymous letter, oddly signed by someone who described himself as ‘A brother West Indian (Trinidad)’. In it, he wrote:


Ridge is not a popular man, except with the local businessmen who put him there for their own purpose. It is not considered policy to appoint a local man, for very obvious reasons.



The letter was dismissed by the Watch Committee, who appended it to the file which made its way to the Home Office, where due to its lack of evidence, plus the anonymity of the writer, it was again ignored, and the committee’s recommendation was rubber-stamped. So if, amongst others, the finger of accusation was pointing at Ridge – although the enquiry got nowhere – perhaps it wasn’t far wrong. But one thing the resentful former officer was sure of: that Rose’s criminal activities had gone on unabated because someone in the CID office at Brighton was tipping him off.

With all that in mind, Millen and Bond set off for Brighton.

* * *

It would have been usual for the host police force to provide an office at the police station for the visitors from London to work from; but with the accusations of corruption, this was, of course, the last thing that Millen wanted. Instead, he set up office at the Official Liquidators Office at 44–46 Old Steyne in the town which also contained a safe in which to deposit the statements and documents he was accruing. It was not too long before the crooked cops came calling: Detective Inspector John Richard Hammersley, deputy head of the CID, and his trusted assistant, Detective Sergeant Trevor Ernest Heath. They expressed delight at the arrival of ‘The men from the Yard’ and unctuously offered them every assistance. This especially applied to Ernie Bond, to whom they offered an oily friendship and from whom they tried to extract both information and copies of the statements obtained. With Millen’s agreement, Bond fed them snippets of information which were of no relevance whatsoever, and they lost interest – just for the time being.

With access to Rose’s bank accounts, Millen obtained a considerable wealth of damning evidence as well as statements from the defrauded persons, and he paid a call on Rose at his sumptuously furnished apartment at Flat 1, 17 Cannon Place, a salubrious thoroughfare which led down to Brighton’s sea front. Rose, who described himself as a company director and was carrying on a business as a jeweller and antiques dealer from that address, was not particularly perturbed when Millen showed him a large number of cheques which had been made out to his company but had found their way into his account. As accuser and accused sipped their tea, Rose made a statement of admission. He must have known the game was up but perhaps he felt that the local police contacts he had made would prevent him going to prison; and he was nearly right.

Millen now submitted his file back to the DPP, who authorized prosecution in the case and drew up the informations to present to the Magistrates’ Court. Millen then applied to Brighton Magistrates’ Court for fifteen summonses against Rose; one was for carrying on the company for fraudulent purposes and another was for failing to keep proper books of account. The next eight summonses were for fraudulently converting sums of money to the tune of £884 17s 6d, and the last five were for obtaining a total of £1,372 10s 0d by means of false pretences.

Whenever officers from Scotland Yard travelled to the provinces to carry out criminal investigations which reached a successful conclusion, it was accepted that a local officer should be responsible for charging the offender. It was good for public relations; it showed that the local police had been working closely with the Metropolitan officers, and that the latter were not being ‘Clever Dicks’ or suggesting that they had achieved something that their constabulary colleagues had been unable to.

But when Inspector Hammersley asked Millen if he might serve the summonses on Rose, it raised an immediate question mark. Why should he make such a request in respect of an investigation which he had not in any way been party to? Millen wanted to know what Rose would say when he was officially served with the summonses and wanted the details of any previous convictions. But then again, Hammersley was a local officer and, after all, was second-in-command of the CID; so Millen handed the items to him.

When Hammersley returned he stated that Rose had no record of convictions. Unlike the charging of a suspect, when fingerprints were taken, this did not happen when a summons was served. But Millen was convinced that Rose must have previous convictions; common sense dictated that one simply did not commence a complex charity fraud lasting fifteen years having lived a blameless, temperate life beforehand. So Millen got to work …

Meanwhile, Rose appeared at Brighton Magistrates’ Court, and after a two-day hearing finishing on 3 July 1957, Mr Anthony Harmsworth QC (representing the DPP) called a number of witnesses to say that they had paid cash in advance to canvassers for goods which had not been delivered. Then there were others who had lent money to Rose after he had told them that he urgently needed capital to keep disabled ex-servicemen in employment. Rose was committed on bail to Sussex Assizes for trial, and Mr L. J. Stroud, who appeared for Rose, informed the bench that his client would be pleading guilty to all the offences.

So far, so good – for Rose. Matters changed dramatically after Millen, who had checked with all of the Criminal Records Offices in the country, received a telephone call from the office in Liverpool. It revealed not only Rose’s convictions but his photograph as well.

On 24 July, as Rose confidently walked up the steps of the Assize Court he was stopped by Millen and Bond, and the contented smile on his face was abruptly wiped off when Millen produced his previous convictions and the photograph. He admitted that the youthful photograph and the convictions belonged to him, and then he said something else: ‘Did you get that from Brighton?’

This was a decisive moment. It meant that while Millen had been searching the country for any details of Rose’s convictions, they had been known to officers at Brighton all the time; and Hammersley had stated that he could find no trace of any convictions.

Rose pleaded guilty to everything and was sentenced to three years’ imprisonment. Both Hammersley and Heath were present in court; neither of them had anything to say to Millen.

But within a month of commencing his sentence, Rose, from the confines of his Maidstone prison cell, was feeling badly let down by the crooked cops who were supposed to be looking after him. Unlike his two dodgy associates, he had plenty to say; and he started talking …



1 For further information on this pilfering priest, see The Guv’nors: Ten of Scotland Yard’s Greatest Detectives, Pen & Sword Books, 2010


CHAPTER 2

The Bucket of Blood

The playwright Keith Waterhouse once said, ‘Brighton is a town that always looks as if it is helping police with their enquiries’, and now it’s time to find out why.

The Astor Club had originally opened in 1924 as the Astra Club, where the Happy Four Orchestra was said ‘to set one all a-twiddle’ and the audience was mesmerized by the likes of Miss Bobbie Macauley, who was described as being ‘light of foot and supple of limb’. It all added up to an evening’s entertainment which was probably regarded at the time as being slightly saucy but nothing more. The club changed hands, names and addresses several times over the years until November 1954, when as the Astor Hotel it opened its doors at 61 King’s Road, courtesy of a highly disreputable character named Alan Roy Bennett, who between 1931 and 1948 had acquired fourteen previous convictions. He was known by a number of other names, as the hotel had been. Later, it became colloquially known as ‘The Bucket of Blood’ and, more than anything else, it cast a shadow over the town, as it would continue to do for years to come.

* * *

Following a twelve-month sentence, Bennett had been released from prison in February 1949. His wife and two children had been jettisoned along the way, and in Oslo in 1951, legally or perhaps not, he married a Norwegian girl named Wenche, who was commonly known as ‘Winkie’, and they honeymooned in Nassau.

After purchasing the hotel, 36-year-old Bennett – and although he was now using the name ‘Brown’, one of his ten aliases, to prevent confusion he will continue to be referred to as ‘Bennett’ during this narrative – converted the hotel’s basement into a drinking establishment known as the Astor Club. It opened at Easter 1955 and was subject to the usual club hours, closing at 10.30pm on weekdays. Bennett was visited by an old friend, Anthony John Lyons, the 59-year-old owner of nearby Sherry’s Bar in West Street, who had held an on-license for the previous eight and a half years. He had also been co-owner of Tony Lessells’ Salon de Paris hairdresser’s at 9 Ship Street for three years and was now living at Marine Gate, Brighton, a block of luxury flats built in 1939 which nowadays fetch up to half a million pounds. Lyons asked Bennett how he wanted to run the club, telling him, ‘If you’re not greedy, you can serve drinks all night and nobody will bother you.’

Bearing in mind Bennett’s character and background, it is somewhat surprising that this had not occurred to him without Lyons’ help, but within a few days Lyons brought Ridge – then a detective superintendent – to the club, where he was introduced to Bennett and his wife.

Charles Ridge, impressively tall at 6 feet 2 inches and a Freeman of the City of London, was then aged fifty-seven. Born in Ffestiniog, Porthmadog in May 1899, he had seen active service in the First World War, when he had been gassed, and he joined the police in 1925 as a constable, transferring after a year to Brighton. Within three years he was appointed to the CID and in 1935 he was promoted detective sergeant. Further promotion to detective inspector followed in 1948, to detective chief inspector in 1949 and then to detective superintendent in 1950; he had also been commended on four occasions.

It was agreed that Ridge would be paid ‘a score’ – £20 per week – for Bennett to drive a coach and horses through the licensing laws pretty much as he pleased, and that was exactly what happened. Lyons would bring his customers to the club as soon as his own club had closed, and drinks were sold until 2.00–3.00am. It was a drunken, noisy establishment which often witnessed fights; due to the rowdy, blood-spattered combatants staggering out into King’s Road in the early hours of the morning, the club became known as ‘The Bucket of Blood’. But never once was it prosecuted.

Ridge would arrive at the club on a weekly basis to collect his bursary, sometimes with Lyons but often alone, usually at about 5.00pm because nobody else would be in the club at that time; there was little point in it opening before 10.30pm, because it only made money after that hour. On one occasion, Ridge admired Bennett’s gleaming Mark VII Jaguar parked outside the club.

‘That’s a nice motor car’, commented Ridge. ‘I can’t afford one like that; I don’t know how you do it.’ He later added, ‘My wife likes nice things.’

‘So does mine’, replied Bennett, ‘but don’t worry; it’ll be taken care of.’

Bennett paid his weekly subscription to Ridge – always £20 in £5 notes – on six or seven occasions. The last occasion he personally paid Ridge the money was in Lyons’ Sherry’s Bar, when he passed it over, wrapped in a newspaper, just prior to Ridge going on holiday to Spain. This was observed by Harry Waterman, who helped out at the Astor Hotel and lived there rent-free; he had also seen Bennett put money in an envelope and hand it to Ridge at the Astor. He was in good company with Bennett; a fellow crook, Waterman had twice been convicted of receiving stolen property, once in 1948 and then again the following year, when he was sentenced to twelve months’ imprisonment.

After Ridge’s holiday, the collection procedure changed. Detective Sergeant Heath arrived, telling Bennett that from now on, he was to be calling for the ‘present’.

‘Did Ridge send you?’ asked Bennett, to be told, ‘Yes.’

Born in 1921 in Epsom, Trevor Heath had been with the Force for fourteen years, having served as a sub lieutenant in the Royal Navy during the war and commanded a landing craft on D-Day. Six feet tall, he had been appointed to the CID in February 1948 and prior to his promotion to detective sergeant had made more arrests than any other detective constable on the Force, as well as having been commended on eleven occasions.

The usual £20 was handed over, and the collections continued on a weekly basis, with Heath either receiving the money personally or it being left for him in an envelope behind the bar. From time to time, Bennett would also slip Heath one or two £5 notes for himself and he purchased several expensive ties for him from Mayfair’s Burlington Arcade. He also gave him items of clothing, including a shirt and a jacket, some of which were his own cast-offs.

Matters started to change when Heath visited Bennett at the club and asked for a quiet word. They went into Bennett’s private room, where Heath produced a ten-year-old police photograph of Bennett.

‘We’re rather surprised’, said Heath, to which Bennett asked, ‘Who’s we?’

‘The guv’nor and I. We’re surprised; we didn’t expect this.’

Bennett stated that he was a businessman, the chairman of a few companies and asked what Heath wanted.
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