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Chapter 1
Wilhelm Gets An Idea
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Krauty’s idea was to walk halfway across town to the Railway Tavern where we  could “discuss my interestink story wizzout zer uzzers” who would “only be takink zer piss” if they were to overhear us.

I went along with this because it looked like the only way I was going to get sloshed that night, and, despite everything old Krauty wasn’t such bad company. On the way there all Krauty talked about was beer. He told me all about how he brewed his own at home, (but how I mustn’t tell the others because they’d all be round his flat at the slightest excuse), how German beer really was the best on account of some German purity law etc. He just went on and on and seemed to get more and more enthusiastic until by the time we got to the Railway Tavern, I too, found myself getting enthusiastic without really knowing quite why.

Krauty got the drinks in and we sat down in a relatively quiet corner of the saloon bar.  He generously offered me another Benson which I took making a mental note to buy a packet of ciggies so I could at least make some sort of contribution.

I knew what was coming, of course, but I had no idea why. Although I must say that Krauty had the reputation of being something of an intellectual. I suppose I just assumed he wanted to learn something and yet what could I know that Krauty did not? I told him right away that I hadn’t got any money but he said it didn’t matter.

Krauty took a long swig at his pint and looked at me the whole time through his specs. Cold eyes, grey and penetrating. Gave me the creeps. He put his glass down and said, ‘So, tell me more about ziss previous life off yours...’

To be honest I was not too happy with all this. I felt like I was being interrogated.  And about what? About nothing...that’s what... I drained about half a pint in one go, put the glass down and said, ‘Like I told you down the Boar, in my previous life I was a horse...’

Krauty was staring at me. ‘A racehorse you said...’ 

‘Yeah, a racehorse...so what?’  I took a drag on my cigarette and looked expectantly at him...wondering what did he want to know? 

He leaned forward across the table and I felt as if I were seeing him almost for the first time - I’d never really noticed his eyes before or his fair hair which was brushed smooth and straight back on his head and looked as though it was plastered with brylcream or something.  He wore black specs with thick lenses and what with his leather sports jacket he reminded me of a spy. ‘I want to know everysink...’ he replied with a wicked but engaging grin. ‘Tell me, vot iss it like to be a horse. Can zey sink, for example?’

Tough one that, and I wasn’t sure how to answer. ‘Well, they don’t exactly think – at least not in the way we do. It’s more like a mixture of emotions and pictures...’

‘Tell me about zees pictures and emotions,’ Krauty interrupted.

‘Well, you think about food mostly - in pictures and the emotions are mostly about hoping to get it. For example, you’re standing in a field eating the grass, as per usual, and you’re feeling a bit low because all the luscious stuff has gone and basically you’re just nibbling away at the old stubbly crap that’s left. Suddenly, you look up and see a human approaching. You see a picture of a carrot in your mind and then you’re filled with hope. So, very slowly you make your way over to the fence where the human is now leaning over trying to attract your attention.  When you get there they pat you on the head and start talking to you. Of course you don’t understand a word they say and when you realise they haven’t got anything for you, you feel very disappointed.’ After I heard myself uttering these absurd ‘truths’ I felt a bit foolish and I certainly couldn’t imagine Krauty coughing up for another pint but to my surprise he stared even harder at me and said:

‘Aaha!  Just as I sought! Tell me more.’

‘Well, then you go back to munching the grass...what else?’  

‘But off course! But tell me somesink about zer racing - Ziss iss what I am really interested in. For example...do you remember runnink in zer races?’

What a daft question! And after I had answered that question, Krauty came up with another and then another and so on up until closing time and since practically each question was accompanied by a pint, by the time we left I was really quite sloshed. I didn’t set my alarm that night since the following day was Saturday and I woke up late in the morning with a rotten hangover. I was just thinking how lucky I was that I did not have to go to work when I remembered the curious events of the previous evening and I cursed myself for having promised Krauty to go round to his flat at two-o-clock.  

Half past eleven. I planned my day: have a shower, go down the cafe for lunch, arrive at Krauty’s at 2.00 p.m. Down the road is the Cosmos Cafe. And I’m bloody lucky to have this place so near to where I live. Two eggs, sausages, chips and beans plus two slices of bread and butter and a cup of tea and I was ready to face anything. So, I stepped out into the street on a lovely, sunny, blue-sky lunchtime and went over to Krauty’s. It seemed a shame to be going back indoors on such a nice day, but still...  What annoys me about Krauty though is that he’s got this irritating habit of not coming to the point. I knew damned well that he’d asked me round to ask more daft questions about my “previous life” but what he does is offer me a cup of tea and tells me the story about why he can’t go back to Germany and all that - and I already know all this and I’m sure he knows I know but he just can’t bring himself to come right out with it. But eventually he does whilst pouring out the tea on his tiny table by the window.

‘Let me ask you sumsink, Paul. Do you heff a hoppy?’

‘Hoppy?  What are you talking about, ‘hoppy’?’

‘Hoppy, vot you do ven you are not at vork. Effry men must heff a hoppy.’

‘Oh, I see. Well, I collect badges.’

‘Ent vy do you do ziss?’

‘I don’t know really. I suppose I like them, the colours and designs and everything...and it doesn’t cost much.’

‘Aaaha, exactly!’ Krauty cried. My hoppy is horse racink. More precisely, gamplink.  Gamplink on zer roulette veel; cardgameps, you name it; backgammon, all zees sinks. But finally zer track. First zer dogs, zen zer horses. Vezzer I lost or made anysink only Gott knows but I tell you one sink - on zer horses I heff made a profit, only a very small profit but, slowly by slowly, I am improvink.’ Krauty got up from his chair and went over to some bookshelves. He pointed at various titles and gave me a short running commentary on each one; for example, ‘“Appleby on Horses’’ - I learn a great deal from ziss one. “One hundred and one systems’’ - Very interestink. “How to vin at zer races’’ – fantastic! “How to vin over zer sticks...’’’ His eyes were practically popping  out of his head. ‘Each off zees books I learn sumsink from even iff it iss only one sink - take ziss book, “Beat zer Bookiss,” I pay ten kids for ziss book. Iss crap!  But I read it and one idea I get win me fifty kids. Do you see vot I am sayink?’

I have to say that I was beginning to dislike Krauty even more. As he was telling me all this, instead of finding his enthusiasm infectious, I was finding him increasingly revolting - his mad eyes were magnified by his thick spectacle lenses and his generally seedy appearance was enhanced by the fact that his spectacle frames were broken and held together with cellotape.

‘Yes, I think I realise what you are trying to tell me, Wilhelm, you’re trying to win money on the horses.’ No, I’m not stupid – even though everyone seems to think I am – and why does he always take such a long time to get to the point?

Krauty, obviously satisfied that he’d gotten his point across sat down and sipped his tea. ‘I heff been keepink records off all my bets for more zan one year now and zer record show zat I heff made a small profit.’

‘How small a profit?’ I asked, trying to appear interested.

‘Vell, in terms off percentage, I heff to say zat zer sum iss in single figures.’

‘Single figures?’

Krauty tugged his chin and threw his hand in my direction, ‘Six per cent.’

‘So how much have you actually won?’

‘Eighty-sree pounts.’

‘That’s not much, over more than a year...’

‘Aha! Ziss iss exactly zer point! But, you see, ziss iss vere you come in!’  I must say, at the time, I didn’t like the sound of this and, in fact, I was already starting to regret this escalating turn in my relationship with the guy – I mean, I never really liked him that much and, up until the day before, he had been just one of  “the others’’ as far as I was concerned. Now, apparently, he wanted to be friends.

‘Wilhelm, I really have no interest in gambling, so I don’t see how I can help you,’ I said. Then I put my foot in it by adding, ‘Some people say it’s a mug’s game.’

At this Krauty jumped off his seat and grabbed his lanky hair in his hands. I thought he was going to pull it out.

‘Aaargh!’ he cried. ‘Now you are talking just like zer uzzers! Ziss iss vy I don’t tell nobody, only you becoss you can help me. I tell you it iss possible to vin on zer horses ent I heff just given you zer proof!’

‘Yes, but you only won eighty-three quid and it took you over a year! You can earn more than that with a bit of overtime at the factory!’

‘Viss ziss attitude you vill always be vorkink at zer factory. Iss ziss vot you vont? I am tellink you I von – over all zer money I gampled I saw a return of six per cent. My maximum bet voss twenty pounts. If my bet hat been, say, four hundret pounts zer profit would heff been one sousant six hundret ent sixty. Opviously I could not affort such big bets...’ Krauty’s eyes narrowed as he stared intently at me. ‘Vot I neet to do iss to increase zer percentage – ven I do ziss zen I increase zer sise of zer bet. Vill you help me or not?’

I suddenly realised that old Krauty was dead serious. He was always saying how much he hated the factory and was constantly going on about this way and that to get himself out but, quite naturally, just like everyone else, I never really took much notice of him. I mean, nobody liked working at the factory including me. Realising how serious Krauty was, though, I finished off my tea and then found myself saying in a voice that seemed to belong to someone else, ‘How can I help you, Wilhelm?’

Krauty looked relieved and sank back in his chair. ‘You see, ven zat Anderson fellow mentioned zer subject of reincarnation at zer Old Boar last night and zer uzzers rubbished zer idea, you and I vere left alone at zer table vile zey vent to zer bar. Ess you vill remember, I asked you vot you sought – and zen, to my amazement you revealed your past incarnation ess a racehorse. Ziss voss ven I decide to visk you avay to zer Railvay Tavern to qvestion you vizout any interruptions from zose nincompoops.’

‘Well, of course you were right – they would have just taken the piss.’

‘Exactly. So, now you see zer point off my action. Vot I vould like from you iss insight - insight into zer mind of zer horse. Viz your help I, I mean ve, can increase zer margin, zen ve increase zer stakes and if ve are successful zen ve just keep on increasing zer stakes – zer sky iss zer limit! At this Krauty jumped off his chair and thrust his forefinger at the ceiling as if to emphasise his point.

‘Well, I think I’ve already told you everything...’ I replied somewhat cautiously: for a start I wondered what else he wanted to know but secondly I was wondering what on earth I might be letting myself in for.

‘Ve heff already made an excellent beginnink. Viz your permission I voult now like to ask you some more qvestions on zer subject of horse-racink itself.’ Krauty then went on to ask questions which, looking back on it, were all based on the psychology of the horse. And, I have to admit, they were about things that I had never thought about. But, with Krauty’s questioning, I found myself producing a portrait of a race-horse’s psychology; he wanted to know, for example, why certain horses only ever came second or else why a horse might not win even though he is the best horse in the race, that sort of thing.

By late afternoon, and numerous cups of tea later, Krauty was looking very pleased with himself. Very pleased indeed.
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Chapter 2
Joe Morton Applies For A New Job
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Joe Morton stepped out of the lift feeling very nervous. The first thing that had struck him on entering the apartment block had been its opulence, and now that he had reached the very top floor and realised that the apartment he was going to was the only one there only increased his anxiety. The job he was applying for, although the description had been a bit vague, sounded like just the thing he had been looking for to escape the soul-destroying tedium of the Royal and Scotland Life Insurance Company.

He was a nervous enough individual at the best of times. Highly strung, he attempted to hide his nervousness which led some people, at times, to consider him devious - which he was not. About twenty-three years old he had a shock of black hair combed sideways which accentuated the colour (or lack of it) of a very white face. With a great deal of trepidation and a quivering affecting his entire slight of build frame he rang the doorbell. A tall, sophisticated – looking man of around fifty years of age opened the door and before Joe had even the slightest opportunity to explain why the facility of speech was failing him he found himself being welcomed like an old friend and on being offered a drink soon found himself gratefully quaffing down copious amounts of iced lemonade.

Jack deVere gestured with a careless wave of his arm for Joe to sit at a dining table in front of an enormous floor to ceiling window that spanned the entire width of the apartment. He looked at his watch and announced the time. ‘Three minutes to four!  That’s good! Not late, not too early...I like that! You see, timing is very important. Very important...in fact, in my line of business, timing is everything and you, my friend, are getting off to a very good start. Jack sat down opposite Joe and folded his arms.  ‘So! What makes you think you’re qualified for this job?’

Joe hesitated, feeling a little threatened. ‘Well...I’ve got 5 GCSE’s ...and... I, err, I’m not really sure what this job is.’

Jack stood up which made Joe feel even more uncomfortable. ‘I’ll tell you what qualifies you for the job,’ and here he pointed a finger accusingly at Joe, ‘it’s whether you can bleaten do it or not – that’s what qualifies you!  I need someone I can trust...have you got a bank account?’

‘Yes,’ replied Joe hoping he would not have to give details.

‘The bank trusts you!’ exclaimed Jack triumphantly. ‘I need someone reliable...you’ve already proved yourself in that department!  Have you got a credit card?’

‘Yes,’ replied Joe, somewhat guardedly since he was £400.00 in the red mostly due to an infatuation with a certain Rosie Carter from the policy department.

‘Even more trust!’ exhorted Jack as if he could not quite believe the revelations that were unfolding. ‘Reliability! Trust! Two of the most important qualifications for this job...in fact, any job...and you’ve got them both!’ 

‘Bbut...but...hhhow do I know I can do the job unless I actually try it?’ stammered Joe feeling quite flabberghasted.

‘Exactly!’ retorted Jack. ‘That’s why you’ve got the job! Neither you know whether you’re going to be any bleaten good at this job until you’ve actually tried it and nor do I!’

‘But I don’t even know what the job is...’ pleaded Joe feeling increasingly uncertain of everything.

‘Look, the job pays three hundred pounds a week, cash. D’you want the job or not?’

Three hundred pounds a week!  This was a small fortune to Joe. Despite various misgivings he felt, and an even stronger feeling that something was not quite right, he found himself accepting whilst simultaneously watching his overdraft at the bank disappear and his credit card debts vanish.

Jack de Vere went on to explain the job which was centred around the placing of bets on horse races. He explained how he had recently found himself banned from all the local betting shops.  ‘They only want to take your money. They don’t want to pay it out!’ he said.

He explained to Joe that some bets were placed hours, even weeks or months before the start of a race but most bets were placed on the day of the race often with only minutes to spare. Joe’s job would be to place these bets at selected betting shops chosen for their close proximity to each other. He would travel from shop to shop by bicycle or motorcycle and maintain contact with Jack by mobile phone. The next day a different selection of shops was to be used and so on to avoid attracting attention. In the meantime Jack was hoping to find two more employees to complete his team. Joe would supervise them so that he himself could remain anonymous.

‘I think you can appreciate that in this line of business you don’t want too many people knowing what you’re doing,’ he said pacing up and down before the window. When Joe asked him why he didn’t bet via the Internet Jack replied, ‘For a start I don’t know how to use a computer but apart from that, everything I do is outside the system. I don’t pay tax...the taxman doesn’t even know I exist. I don’t pay council tax; I haven’t even got a bank account. I pay cash for everything – including you. I pay you cash...if you want to pay tax that’s your business but don’t tell them you got it from me. Understand?’ 

Joe felt a little disconcerted about all this but he thought ‘well that’s his business’ and the more he thought about it the less he cared. He would find his own way of declaring his income to the taxman in the event that things went that far.  On leaving the building, having told Mr. de Vere that he would be giving one week’s notice to the Royal & Scotland Life Insurance Company, Joe headed for home planning to call Rosie to join him for a celebration. Within reason, money would be no object. He was keen to get back on track with Rosie who seemed to be cooling off towards him since spiralling debts had recently been compelling him to ever further cutbacks in his generosity towards her. Approaching the house where he rented a small depressing room, instead of feeling the usual sense of dread, he gazed at a deep crimson sunset behind the row of old houses and thought only of a bright future with Rosie.
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Chapter 3
Wilhelm Gets A Phone Call from Germany
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Probably just about the only thing I had in common with Krauty was our hatred of the job at the computer factory. I had met him at evening classes and sort of got friends with him because he had helped me get through the course which had turned out to be a very second-rate one due to bad administration and tutors constantly changing. As a result, progress had been slow but Krauty already knew all this stuff and was merely there to get a City and Guilds qualification – apparently his German qualifications were not being recognised.  So, I was dead lucky really because Krauty helped me. Me and Krauty were the first to finish the course and get our qualifications. What neither of us had expected was that we would both end up in the computer factory where we would  spend all day building computers. Building a computer is an interesting thing to do – perhaps a few times but when you do it day in and day out it becomes as boring as anything else and, while I was prepared to put up with it, (after all, for me anyway, the money was reasonable) Krauty was as depressed as hell. The problem was that he was over-qualified.  He had his name down with IT agencies all over London but the most that ever happened was the odd enquiry that never led anywhere.

“It iss racial discrimination!’’ he would pronounce privately. ‘‘Zer British heff neffer forgotten zer war. Effery night it iss on zer fuckink teleffission.  Zey vill neffer forget. I should heff gone to zer Mittle East!’’  He had once considered a job in Iraq. The pay had been truly fantastic but Krauty had turned it down for ‘moral reasons.’  Sometimes he would say: “If I het gone to Iraq zer sky iss zer limit! I would heff a house, a Mercediss, you name it! Let me tell you, younk men, a conscience iss a terrible think. It iss like a prison from which there iss no eskep! How many times I wish Gott het not given me ziss terrible sink!’’

However, since Krauty was now on the verge of improving (with my help) his margin on his bets, I could see a change in him.  He seemed to have more energy and fewer bouts of self-pity and recrimination. He seemed positively full of hope at times.  Our new venture began in front of the television set after lunch. Krauty would switch on Channel Four Racing or the BBC, whichever happened to be showing racing, and between us we would try to pick winners. We studied form from a selection of racing journals and newspapers, listened to the commentators on the television and, most importantly, we looked at the horses. If Krauty decided to place a bet it was usually right at the last minute before the race and then I would have to make a dash for the betting shop – luckily the betting-shop was in the same building on the corner of the block on the ground floor.

“Ven I voss comink here it iss no accident zat zere iss a bettink shop in zer same buildink,’’ he would say proudly.

But, despite all our efforts, we failed to increase the margin. We did not lose, but the fact remained that after two weeks, according to Krauty, the margin remained the same. And...it was all my fault! I really made little or no contribution to Krauty’s methods – I was confusing him apparently. But the reason was quite evident. I simply was not close enough to the horses to evaluate them. For example, we had picked a certain horse and one of the commentators had said that if this horse were on form he would win this race. Well, the horse did look fit but all we got was a very brief look that lasted less than a second. We backed it and it lost - badly.  Evidently the horse was not fit but there were numerous examples like this and, to his credit, Krauty did not blame me. Instead, he said, ‘Ve vill heff to go to zer treck.’

And this was exactly what we did. The only good thing about the computer factory was that they gave the full whack in holidays plus they had flexible hours. Krauty and me were entitled to the full whack of four weeks for the year and because the factory was so big we were both able to take our hols at the same time. As Krauty said, “If ve don’t make a success in ziss timeframe ve neffer vill!”

For Krauty, his first trip to Newmarket was an eye-opener in more ways than one. It was a beautiful day and I really enjoyed it. The sun was shining and there was an excellent atmosphere. It was crowded, but not overtly so, which meant that we wouldn’t have trouble placing our bets. For a start, I don’t like being indoors and the whole thing brought back a wave of memories which I found quite startling because I really thought I had forgotten all this stuff. The real eye-opener for Krauty, though, was the insight I was able to offer. On the very first race Krauty hadn’t got a clue. ‘I sink ve vill heff to giff ziss race a miss,’ he announced with an air of authority. ‘In any case I sink it iss not goot to bet on zer first race as I vont to see vot like iss zer grount.’

I had other ideas and I pointed out a horse that I could see was ready to run. He was wide-awake for a start, (most horses are half-asleep most of the time) in tip-top condition and, most importantly, he was impatient to have a run. In contrast, all the other horses in this race were displaying negative tendencies. Most were half-asleep and those that were not were either in a bad mood or not in form. When I pointed this horse out to Krauty he replied, ‘Ziss horse is zer only sree-year-olt in zer race and iss stepping up in class. Zer trainer iss not in zer top class and neizer iss zer jockey. True, ziss horse hess demonstrated zat he can run zer distance but hess at best only effer come sird. He hess never von a race and iss deservedly zer outsider.’  However, I was so confident that this horse could win that I managed to persuade Krauty who relented and backed it at fifteen-to-one with our maximum bet of ten pounds. Handy Andy was last for half the race and Krauty kept shouting at me, ‘Money down zer drain! I should neffer heff listened...’

‘He’ll come through any second,’ I shouted back. And, sure enough, he did which did not surprise me in the slightest. As Handy Andy romped home in the stretch Krauty was jumping up and down with excitement shouting above the roar of the crowd. ‘Come on Andy Pandy, come on Andy Pandy, you can do it! Come on Andy, come on!’ With his eyes bulging out of their sockets he was literally jumping up and down with both fists clenched in the air as if he was already reaching for the winnings. When Handy Andy passed the winning post Krauty turned to me with tears in his eyes. ‘You are a genius!’ he shouted as the roar of the crowd subsided. ‘Ven I get ziss idea for you to help me, now I know I do zer right thing. One hundret and fifty kids. Effen iff ve loose effery race after ziss ve vill ent zer day viss a big increase in zer margin!’

He was ecstatic. But this was nothing because we continued to do well. To say I picked every winner that followed would be untrue because, ultimately, Krauty contributed as much as I did. There were lots of arguments, or rather heated discussions, while I said what I had to say and Krauty said what he had to say, but, always, Krauty managed to pull it all together and come to a logical conclusion. Each bet was the same - ten pounds to win. This was Krauty’s method. We bet the same amount regardless of the odds. ‘‘In ziss vay ve loose zer same amount each time. Iff ve are lucky zat ve get long odds, ven we vin, ve vin big!’’ he would say.

Krauty decided that we should spend the night at Newmarket. We had won over three hundred pounds and, cheapskate though he was, he reckoned it wasn’t worth traipseing all the way back to London. So, we found a double-room in a cheap hotel.  Mind you, though, he’d probably worked it all out financially because later that evening at the hotel he split the winnings but only after deducting his car expenses. He had, exasperatingly, written a computer programme that calculated the wear and tear on a vehicle taking into consideration the type of journey and age of the vehicle in question. If he had just asked for petrol money that would have been good enough for me and I wouldn’t have queried it. But I had to endure a twenty-minute explanation of his “graduated scale of vehicle depreciation.’’

The first thing we did was to divide up the money after, of course, we had deducted expenses plus the next day’s gambling stakes. Krauty had already decided to increase the basic stake to twenty pounds on the basis of the day’s success. We had won five races out of seven with a total winnings of three hundred and fifteen pounds. We’d had odds ranging from three-to-one to fifteen-to-one.

That was Tuesday. By Saturday we had increased the stake by ten pounds each day to fifty pounds and in total we had won four thousand seven hundred pounds. We drove back to London in very high spirits with Krauty going over every race in detail and even though each race had already been discussed at our evenings at the hotel bar I didn’t mind because it really was beginning to look as though Krauty, with what had seemed to me to be a harebrained scheme, had been right all along. Now it really was beginning to look as though we would be able not only to leave the wretched computer factory but also to be able to control our own destinies. As we motored along, during a rare quiet spell, I complimented Krauty’s idea on coming by car (it was a rather battered old Skoda) – I had suggested the train.

‘Car!’ exclaimed Krauty. ‘Iss not a car! Iss a piss off crap!’ He pointed out of the window to a sleek Jaguar purring past us, ‘Zat iss a car, ziss iss a piss off shit!’

‘Yeah, but it gets you from a to b’, I replied, ‘and, according to your “graduated scale of vehicle depreciation’’ this car costs only a fraction to run. Why, with what you save on petrol...’

‘Iss crap!’ shouted Krauty. He was hunched over the steering wheel with his head thrust forward and I’ve long entertained a deep distrust of people who drive like that because I have a theory that they can’t see properly. Krauty then uncharacteristically gave me a hefty pat on the shoulder. ‘My frent, sanks to you, it won’t be lonk before I am drivink my Mercediss.’ Then, he thrust his arm through the open sun-roof shouting, ‘Zer sky iss zer limit!’

When we got back to Krauty’s flat, the first thing that Krauty did was make a cup of tea. As I sat at the little table waiting for my tea, I looked out the window. It was starting to get dark and there wasn’t much of a view – just a street of old houses most of which must have been a hundred years old...some nicely kept but most were not...a few trees helped but the atmosphere was decidedly one of melancholy and, looking round the little cramped space that was Krauty’s home, I suddenly found myself feeling sorry for the guy.  I don’t know why because I lived in a worse place than this and whereas Krauty’s flat was larger and at least clean and tidy, my place was just a tiny bedsit and was always in a terrible mess. I started feeling guilty about my negative feelings towards the guy; after all, he’d helped me get through my computer course and now I was worth over two thousand pounds and all because of him. But as I looked at him with his lanky hair parting company with its brylcream, his sellotaped specs and his Gestapo leather jacket I couldn’t help but think that there was something decidedly unpleasant about him.

Over tea we discussed the week’s events. Krauty remembered everything, the names of the horses, the jockeys, odds and all the details of each race. ‘Frankie Dettorie iss a genius! But for effery vinner he get half a dozen loser. Zer sickret iss to know when he hess zer best horse. Kieron Fallon, anuzzer one! But effen zer best off jockiss cannot make a losink horse vin!’

Every now and again he would jump up and start singing songs such as “Rule Brittania” accompanied by playing an imaginary instrument that looked to me like a trombone. ‘Utopia here we come! Zer sky iss zer limit! You and me, my frent, my very best frent, we heff beaten zer races. We heff beaten zer bookiss!’

On and on he went, way over the top in my opinion. As for being his “very best friend” - I was his only friend. And, to be honest, I still thought of him more as an acquaintance or, better still, now we were studying form together, a business partner. Still, I didn’t really have to say anything. A lot of people are like Krauty, they just look at things in a certain light and automatically assume that you are going along with it. So, I just let him rant on and on and put in the odd comment now and then just to keep up my end of the bargain.

It was getting dark and Krauty had just turned on the light when the phone rang. He answered the phone and suddenly all the joy drained out of his face. Now he was talking in German in those strident tones of theirs and I found his appearance all the more disturbing. Now, it was Krauty, the Nazi spy. However, on putting down the receiver he turned to me and in a very sad voice said, ‘I heff to liff. Mein fahrter iss ill ent I must go to him. He iss in zer hospital – zey say he will be alright but when he come out he vill nid somevone to take care off him until he iss fully recuffer.

‘I’m sorry to hear that Wilhelm, is there anything I can do?’ I meant it actually. I always feel really sorry for people when bad things happen to them. Somehow, this turn of events quite matched the mood I was in so I did not feel surprised. Obviously though, it was going to mean, at the very least, a temporary break in our business relationship.

‘I don’t know, I heff to sink!’ Krauty said flopping back into his chair. He ran his hands through his hair, put his hand up under his glasses, rubbed his eyes and then lit a cigarette. After a few puffs of his cigarette and a couple of mouthfuls of tea, he sighed and said, ‘I heff a plen. Listen, you vere tellink me how much you hated your bedsit and how you were sinkink off movink. Vy don’t you move in here vile I am avay? I shall be gone for some veeks, months maybe. Vot do you sink?’

Well, this seemed like a good idea because I had been thinking of moving for quite some time and the main thing that had been putting me off was the sheer expense of it all. I wondered what Krauty had in mind.

‘Yes, It might be a good idea,’ I replied.

‘Goot! My idea iss ziss: You can stay for for sree munts guaranteed. I vill liff you six hundret pounts vich iss half zer rent for ziss periot. Iff I come back before ve vill work somesink out. Iff I heff to stay away lonker I vill sent more money...iff I heff it you unterstant!’

I thought this was quite reasonable what with Krauty having all the bad luck and being prepared to pay half the rent when he wouldn’t even be living here. I am quite a happy-go-lucky sort of person so I  replied, ‘It’s fine with me, Wilhelm.’

‘Goot! I shall liff first sink in zer mornink. Vill you do me one favour vich iss to help me load up zer car. Zere are some sinks vich I must take viss me.’

So, we spent the next two hours loading up the car. It was so packed in the end that there didn’t seem to be any room for Krauty, and, I must say it did occur to me that he might not be coming back. However, that eventuality was a long way off and in the meantime I felt I was getting ahead in life: first the winnings and now the luxury of a proper flat without all the hassle and expense. Krauty gave me the door keys and a whole list of instructions, don’t do this, don’t do that etc. but he gave me permission to use anything in the flat providing I stuck to his instructions. My last memory of Krauty was him looking me right in the eye and saying, ‘Vot iss your plans regardink zer gamplink? Vill you continue vizout me?’

‘Yeah...why not?  I’ve got nothing else to do,’ I replied.

‘I advise you to be very careful becoss I am not sure you can make ziss vork vizout me,’ he said giving me a very solemn look.

I felt a bit annoyed. After all, Krauty himself had admitted that he could not have pulled this off without me – surely I had as much of a chance as he did? And, had he not been able to produce a decent margin by himself? I had a feeling that I could do at least as good as Krauty, if not better. Then he goes and gives me a whole load of unasked-for advice including: ‘Don’t try to win effery race. Stick viss zer major trainers ent zer major jockiss. Same bet effery time until you establish zer margin!’ These were his last words of advice to me which he delivered by shaking hands violently and staring me right in the eyes. Then he said he was going to bed and wished me good luck.
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Chapter 4
Paul Tries To Beat The Bookies Alone
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A few days later I went racing. The weather was absolutely atrocious. It was dark, it was raining, and with huge black clouds looming up everywhere a thunderstorm seemed to threaten at any moment. What made things worse though, was that I had a bit of a mix-up on the trains – where I went wrong I have no idea and it is an experience I would really prefer not to remember. Suffice it to say that I got on the wrong train and things went from bad to worse from then on. I found myself guessing the announcements over the loudspeakers and vainly trying to grasp complicated instructions from railway staff seconds before my train (if it really was my train) was about to depart and so I unintentionally visited numerous places that were not on my itinerary. By the time I got to Doncaster I had missed the races but it was not so bad because I found a very good boarding house run by a Mrs. Galsworthy who made me tea and toast and was very sympathetic about my problems with the trains. She promised me she was going to write to the Prime Minister about it.

Next day I went to the track. I did not forget Krauty’s advice. In advance I had studied the races in some detail. I knew the horses, their trainers and jockeys and I had studied form. I got to the track early and learned the layout of the place just as Krauty had shown me at Newmarket. “First sink zat iss most important iss to know vere iss zer toilets! Second most important sink iss to to know vere iss zer food!’’

Clever bloke, Krauty. As I located the toilets and checked out the various eating places I realised that without Krauty’s advice I definitely would not have bothered with these apparently mundane things, and then, of course, once the place fills up and what with the excitement and everything, they could be a bit of a problem. I must say that I felt something of a professional – especially as I was the only one (that I could see anyway) that was doing all this and by the time the first batch of horses appeared I felt well and truly prepared. Already my programme looked half worn-out and had lots of ink markings all over it and my form paper was in a similar state. I was first in the paddock eagerly awaiting the horses.

I always say that when you are making a mistake that you don’t know you are - if you did you wouldn’t do it would you? Well, I wouldn’t anyway. Same with that business with the trains - the only people who understand the railway are the people who work on it. So, that’s why I lost on the first race. Looking back on it I failed to remember: “Do not bet ven you sink zere iss more zan one horse zat can vin zer race!’’

See, in the first race I thought that there were three potential winners. Each had the form and the class and, most importantly, looked fit and ready. The trouble was, the deeper I looked, the more I saw (or thought I did, I’m not sure) and my thinking became very complicated. Looking back on it I now know that I was confused but I did not realise this at the time. So, I lost my bet although I did come second. The whole day went like this and although I did get one winner at three to one I had still lost fifty pounds. Later that night at the boarding house I tried to figure out where I had been going wrong but I reckon that my brain wasn’t functioning properly because I decided to cover my bets the next day by betting win and place thus overlooking: “Bet only to vin! Neffer bet to place - Ziss iss for zer veek-hartet cowards zat are afraid to loose. Unt remember zat ven ziss bet looses it looses tvice ass much.’’

It seemed logical at the time. After all, most of my losers had come second. Trouble was, though, that as soon as I started betting win and place the rotten buggers started coming third or else nowhere at all. On the last day of the races I broke the most important rule of all: “Neffer, neffer increase zer sise of zer bet ven you are loosink. It iss a desperate attempt to get back zat vich you are loosink and usually does not vork! Iff you are on a loosink streak it iss important to recognise ziss ent to stop gamplink. Zere iss alvays anuzzer day.’’

So, by the end of the racing week at Doncaster I had lost over three hundred pounds and what with my expenses being about two hundred I was now five hundred worse off. A week later I had lost the whole two thousand.

It had been an interesting time though, I must say. The only thing was, though, that I was now faced with the distinct possibility of having to go back to the factory. One day I actually set off there but I simply could not bring myself to go in. Right outside the factory gates I was suddenly overcome by a feeling of nausea and right there I said to myself, ‘No, I’m not doing it.’ In any case I still had two weeks left so I decided that the best thing to do would be to spend the next two weeks looking for another job.

That was how I found myself talking to Jack De Vere just a few days later in his penthouse suite. I had answered what appeared to be an interesting, if somewhat enigmatic, advertisement in the local paper and here I was being interviewed for a job I knew nothing about or even how much it paid. All I knew was that I had been received as if I were a very important guest, that I had a glass of ice-cold coke before me on a table and that I was enjoying a panoramic view of London which was spectacular to say the least. The weather was superb and as I felt a cool breeze waft in through the open window I had a distinct impression that things were looking up.

‘So, what makes you think you’re a suitable candidate for this job?’ asked Mr. de 

Vere as he swung himself onto a chair on the other side of the table.

‘I can’t answer that as I don’t yet know what the job is, I’m afraid,’ I answered matter-of-factly.

‘That’s good!  Replied Mr. de Vere enthusiastically. ‘You’d be surprised just how many herberts do try to answer that question. Very good! What the job is...is placing bets, sometimes at a moments notice, mind, at various betting shops and you have to do it by bicycle or motor-bike, that’s up to you and err, you have to supply your own bike. It’s because of the traffic you see. I can’t gamble on a traffic jam preventing me from placing my bets. The job pays two hundred and fifty pounds a week. Think you can do it?

I hesitated. The advertisement had described this job as “interesting,” “involves travelling,” “varied duties” etc. Now, suddenly being confronted like this I felt




































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE SYNDICATE

STEVE ROGERS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





