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CHAPTER EIGHT

Slowly the Truth Dawns

 

To waken, and feel

your heart sink

heavy and dark

and hardening . . .

 

Slowly the sea lifts its billow,

slowly the forest reddens in the gorge,

slowly the flames begin to lick in hell,

slowly the truth dawns.

Olav H. Hauge

(translation by Robin Fulton)

 

So that was the beginning of my fall into the abyss. I say beginning, because I had landed on a ledge where I found some comforting but temporary respite from the trauma; a place in which I could take stock of my life – experience Grace – but I was soon to suffer the sudden collapse of even that safe haven and continued the descent even further.

 

The visit to Norway had been very beneficial to Heather and me – a retreat from the trials of previous weeks and a chance to recuperate. Although I was horrified by the murders and the loss of my children, I had also begun to find a greater feeling of peace with it. In my state of shock I had accepted everything I’d been told and could only feel a great sense of sadness that various events and a lack of understanding could lead to such a tragedy. Little else had changed in me since my childhood: I lived in a world of fantasy and cosy memories – where I could escape the harsh realities of life – and still relied on other people, especially strong women, to look after and protect me. I had also acquired the family trait of ‘taking’ care of others as another way of avoiding my own pain.

What did seem to be intact, and a real blessing to me, was an intuitive side of my personality, which seemed to include a spiritual ‘back-room’, where guardian angels must have been working overtime in order to make so much happen in such strange and uncanny ways. What most stumped me, however, was the fact that my rational ‘thinking’ side only seemed to be working with the aid of that intuition; on its own it was absolutely useless.

In my numbness, it seemed, I was slowly changing – like a caterpillar inside a cocoon. I began to feel that my life, as it had been, with so many people running around after me – looking after my needs and bailing me out of trouble – really had to change. This was not a conscious decision, but an inner knowing that I could no longer ignore. I had to begin to take responsibility for myself and ease away from that network of support. In being overwhelmed by it, I realised I had to break free in order to survive. But these choices and changes didn’t, and couldn’t, happen overnight. It’s very hard to change the patterns of a lifetime, especially when the pay-off is so cosy and safe – when staying the same has its many rewards. But I also knew that if I didn’t, I might not survive with my soul intact.

In a way, I had no choice. The scariest part was knowing that I would finally have to start facing some of my biggest fears. For example: those people who, for whatever reason, I saw in a position of authority above me – or that had power over me. Part of what made this possible was the decision to live my life, from then on, by Nicholas and Daniel’s example; not to be beaten by their deaths, but to live my life to the full. Why I should feel that way was very simple, in that I had no intention of becoming engulfed in bitterness, self-pity or remorse – which seemed to be the other alternatives. Needless to say, that was challenged a great deal as time went on.

It’s quite clear that I had a lot of anger inside me, but very little for ‘the murderer’ herself. In my eyes, Bambs was never anything more than a victim from beginning to end. I was asked how I could feel so much compassion rather than anger towards Bambs, who had taken our children’s lives, but I could only ask, in reply, ‘How can one feel bitter towards a mother who loved her children so dearly and apparently believed she was saving them from a possible future akin to her own past? They were her children and she desperately wanted to be with them again in a place where nobody could take them away.’

My real anger and bitterness, then, was more towards those red-faced vultures known as the press; to the Church, for reasons I have already given; but most of all, towards June and Nevill – regardless of the fact they were also dead. In my opinion, they had created the tragedy and brought the whole damned thing to their doorstep, because they had failed to hear or attempt to understand their daughter’s desperate cries for help. At the same time, I couldn’t even begin to appreciate how they must have felt on that fateful night, when they realised how misguided their decisions must have been, or that they hadn’t done enough.

During our stay in Norway, I grew to accept these beliefs fairly easily and found it possible to live, mainly, with a feeling of deep sadness. But this was soon to be shattered by a whole torrent of new emotions: repulsion, nausea and hatred mixed with a tremendous feeling of betrayal and fear.

 

I had hoped to stay in Norway longer, but chose to return at this time because I was due to meet Bambs’s real mother again. Her brother, Peter, had told me she would be passing through Heathrow Airport, on her way to the Middle East, and had arranged a six-hour stopover so that we could meet up.

I had always hoped to meet Christine again, but never imagined it would happen in such tragic circumstances. Even after such a brief meeting earlier in the year, I felt closer to her than I had ever done to June; I was very aware of an instinctive understanding between Bambs and her real mother. Now, six months later, Christine, like all of us, appeared pale and drawn by the recent ordeal.

I found that morning with Christine one of the most moving and tragic of the entire story. I was faced with a tormented and sensitive woman, who had been drawn into the whole catastrophe right at the very last minute. She was almost a stranger, yet so deeply and intrinsically involved.

The previous month had been an absolute nightmare for her. With little sympathy or understanding from her husband, Christine had been unable to speak freely with anyone or find out anything in detail. The press cuttings Peter had sent her had been very misleading, and the few brief telephone conversations with her parents had been extremely restricted, because her other children didn’t know about Bambs and might overhear. Desperate for answers, she had a hundred questions in her mind but didn’t know where to begin.

Sadly, our meeting was all too brief, but before we parted Christine asked how I now felt about Bambs. She had been feeling so guilty since it all happened. ‘I feel like I’m partly responsible,’ she said, ‘having had her adopted in the first place.’ There was little I could say but reaffirm my opinion that, if she was anything like her daughter, she must have had a very difficult time making that decision. When Bambs was pregnant the first time, she really didn’t want to make that choice. ‘How then could I hate Bambs, knowing how much she loved our two little boys?’

Christine looked very relieved and said how glad she was we had met again.

 

When I got home, Heather said that Jeremy had been round to see us, in response to a message I had left on his answering machine the day before on our way home. He was no longer at Goldhanger but had moved into Bambs’s flat, where we could drop round in the afternoon if we liked. When I asked Heather what his mood had been like, she said that he seemed very cheerful, like a different person.

When we got to the flat, Jeremy let us in and the first thing I noticed was that one of the old paintings from the farm was leaning against the wall in the hallway. It was the one of Granny Bamber as a little girl, painted at the turn of the century. I had always admired it as a beautiful picture, but because it had hung on the stairs, this was the first time I had ever been able to look at it closely. Jeremy then told me he was expecting someone from Sotheby’s to come on Monday to give it a valuation.

‘Surely you’re not going to sell it, are you? It’s a family heirloom!’ I was astonished.

‘Of course I am,’ he said, ‘I am going to sell everything. I need the money to pay the massive death duties.’ He then added that he had already taken all the silver and another of the paintings to Sotheby’s. Then I noticed that all the old Chinese plates were gone from the wall of Bambs’s living-room.

‘You haven’t got rid of everything yet, have you?’ I asked. I had wanted to ask for certain things myself, or even buy them if necessary.

‘Oh, you should have been here yesterday,’ he said. ‘We had loads from the house spread out all over the floor, but I had an antique dealer friend here who bought all of it for cash.’

‘What, everything?’

‘Yes, virtually everything, except a load of the glass. He’s coming back on Monday to look at that. You’re welcome to have a look if you wish to buy any of it. It’s all in the dining-room with one of the other paintings.’ I couldn’t believe what I was hearing and dragged the old portrait into the living-room, where I could have a better look at it.

‘You can’t sell this, it’s beautiful; part of your family heritage!’ This didn’t seem to worry him. He just said that he had heard it was worth a lot of money, so it had to be worth selling.

‘I don’t care about any of it,’ he said. ‘I just want to get rid of it all.’

For the next ten minutes he resumed a denigration of his remaining family, punctuated by endless talk about himself, but I really wasn’t interested and had also begun to feel very uncomfortable in his presence. He had changed a lot since we last saw him, almost as if he no longer needed my support or unconscious co-operation, and began to make light of my sadness; that I need not worry, he would make sure I was ‘well looked after’ when he got the money.

I finally reminded Jeremy that my main reason for coming was to sort out the boys’ things and collect all Bambs’s photographs and correspondence together. A gut feeling again had told me to get hold of anything relating to Christine’s identity – to protect her privacy – but I certainly couldn’t tell Jeremy that. My heart sank when he told me that he and Brett, his friend who was staying there with him, had already cleaned the boys’ room and put all their clothes and toys into black bags in the hall cupboard.

‘Let me show you,’ he said, leading the way to their room. It was spotlessly clean; even the drawers had been hoovered out. I felt heartbroken and violated. It had been so important for me that I do it myself. He then led us to the other hall cupboard and said, pointing to the bottom shelf, ‘This is where Sheila’s photographs are.’

I began to feel that everything I was being shown had been carefully set up and orchestrated in order to gain an effect. In the cupboard there was a small pile of Bambs’s modelling shots, a box of contact sheets and five photograph albums of the kids. There was also a box of slides and some other very personal items. I asked Jeremy about her actual portfolio, but he told me that he had that at his house in Goldhanger; and besides, he wished to keep all the ‘famous photographs’ for himself. (I didn’t know there were any famous ones.)

The albums contained all of her photographs of the twins through the years, carefully labelled with names, dates and ages. The modelling shots were all her rejects from the portfolio. I opened the container of slides, thinking they might be old ones of my own, and was surprised to find it full of Bambs in the nude; the sort of pictures one might find in a glossy men’s magazine.

I couldn’t believe it, Bambs had always been very adamant about not doing any glamour work – she must have been really desperate for work. I later discovered that these were just test shots, taken by a friend, and were never published – or ever likely to be. I then realised Jeremy was gloating over my shoulder; eager to tell me there were a few more similar boxes, but even more revealing.

‘You see everything right down to the last detail in the others.’ He laughed.

I was finding his behaviour extremely distasteful and more like that of an immature schoolboy ogling at his first girly magazine, sniggering with his classmates. Not a twenty-five-year-old man looking at photographs of his dead sister.

‘There’s also another box of nude shots that you took in the fields at Whitehouse; I found them in Mum’s bureau.’

‘I remember those,’ I said, ‘I took them a long time ago, when we were first together.’ When I asked how his mother had got them, he said that she was probably snooping around here when Bambs was in hospital and decided to take them home. I asked what he thought his mother wanted them for and he told me she probably kept them so that she could bring them out if she ever wanted to shame Sheila, or use them to make her toe the line in future.

‘They kept all sorts of things in Dad’s safe, which they could use to make various people behave or do as they’re told,’ said Jeremy. ‘There was even a lump of hash that had been confiscated from someone who was staying at the farm a long time ago. It was still in the safe with the accompanying letter.’ (I remembered Bambs telling me about that and always found it amusing that her father had kept it for so long.)

I wasn’t at all happy about the nude photographs being left around and asked him to let me have all of them, so that I could destroy them. I said that it wouldn’t be very nice if they got into the wrong hands. I also asked where the rest of her photographs were, the ones before the twins were born, for example. I didn’t feel it was a good idea to be more specific about them. I didn’t want to draw his attention to the fact that Bambs kept a small collection of photographs of her real mother and family, including pictures of them together with the twins during their meeting in the spring. Unfortunately, he denied all knowledge of there being any other photographs and said that these were all the photos she had kept, both here and at the farm.

I felt distinctly uneasy, his mood and attitude had upset me, so I decided to take just the photos and return the next day to collect the rest of the things. He said he wouldn’t be there in the morning, so he gave me the key to let myself in. Before we left, I reminded him to leave the rest of the slides with the other things and quickly said goodbye.

The following morning, Heather and I were up really early, so after breakfast we left again for the flat. Before going, however, Heather telephoned just to make sure we weren’t in fact barging in. A minute or so later she came back and said that a man describing himself as a workman had answered. It seemed a bit strange, but then nothing really surprised us any more and I assumed it might be the antique dealer Jeremy had mentioned – a day early.

When we arrived, the first thing I noticed was that the painting of Granny Bamber had gone. On looking in the dining-room, I found that the other painting and the boxes of glass had also gone. I wanted to have a proper look round for the other photographs and things, but something didn’t feel quite right. Apart from that, I was still upset that the place had been stripped and cleaned while I was away, so we quickly gathered the twins’ belongings and a pile of Bambs’s letters and left.

That was the last time I went into her flat for over eighteen months. I had intended to go back and sort out the rest, but circumstances put me off.

 

On the Monday morning, I was looking forward to seeing Jan at the cemetery when the phone rang. It was David Boutflour, Bambs’s cousin. At first he asked me about Norway and whether we’d had a good holiday; he also commented on the twins’ funeral, saying how special it had been. At the same time, he seemed to be beating around the bush. Even though I didn’t know him very well, I knew him well enough to know it was out of character for him to telephone me at nine o’clock on a Monday morning just to make small talk. Eventually, he said that the main reason he was calling was to prepare me for a bit of a shock. ‘I want to warn you that there is going to be a bit of a bombshell in tomorrow morning’s newspapers.’

‘What do you mean! What sort of a bombshell?’

‘I’m afraid I can’t tell you at the moment,’ he said, but added, ‘The only thing I can say is that we all know Sheila couldn’t possibly have pulled that trigger, and we have been making statements to the police to that effect.’

I thanked him for telling me and then said, ‘But if Sheila didn’t do it, who did?’ He couldn’t tell me that either; the police wouldn’t allow him to say any more than he had for the moment. He wished he could.

‘Does Jeremy know about all this,’ I asked, ‘because he didn’t say anything the other day when I saw him?’

‘Oh yes, Jeremy knows alright,’ said David.

I tried to pump him for more information, but couldn’t get anything else out of him. He just told me to keep my chin up and said that they were all thinking of me. When he rang off, I put the phone down very slowly and sat there wondering about it. I later found out that David had really intended to call Nevill’s other nephew, Anthony Pargeter, but had dialled my number by accident. Thank God he did! So what the hell was going on? Why couldn’t he tell me anything?

I had never had such a disturbing and evasive telephone call in my life and immediately called Witham Police to try and find out. Stan Jones wasn’t there, so I was put through to a Detective Inspector Miller, who denied, categorically, that anything unusual was happening – flatly refusing to say any more to me. I received the same brush-off my father had been given weeks before. This was crazy, something had to be going on, so I telephoned Heather and told her what had been said. I was in a terrible state by this time and began to slip back into all my earlier turmoil and confusion. Heather called the police, but didn’t get any further than I had. Sergeant Jones, who was there this time, would only say, ‘Just be patient.’

Thank heavens Jan was to tell me her extraordinary story later that morning at the cemetery. It was to give me so much of the strength I now needed to carry on. By the time I met her, however, I had already started turning things over in my mind; finally asking myself all the proper questions.

Given the assumption that Bambs couldn’t possibly have done it, then who did? And how was her death made to look like suicide when, as a mother, she would have been trying to save the lives of her children? My immediate feeling was that she had either been asleep, and the first to die, or she had been held. And if that was the case, then there must have been two assailants – one person couldn’t have done it alone. Also, Bambs couldn’t have been drugged, because the police had said they could find no traces of anything unexpected in her blood. So if there had been two assailants, who were they?

Jeremy had told me that he’d had a phone call from his father, who told him that Bambs had gone berserk and had a gun. He had also said that he felt Nevill was already wounded at the time of talking to him. When told the murder weapon was small-bore and that Jeremy had been out shooting rabbits with it that afternoon, I had made the assumption that they were referring to the small-bore shotgun I had seen Jeremy use many years before, on a Boxing Day shoot. What an odd coincidence that two half-torn photographs of that day were the only other pictures Jeremy left amongst the carrier bag of Bambs’s letters in her flat. Bambs and I had been the beaters that day.

So, all I had to go on was that if Bambs couldn’t have done it, Jeremy’s story about a telephone call had to be a lie. I didn’t need to know any more, because then I had only one question to answer: why should Jeremy make up a story about a phone call unless he had something to hide? Unless he was involved in some way?

By killing only his parents, Jeremy would still have had to share their estate with his sister. So, as well as having her illness as a smokescreen for his involvement, in killing her he could also get hold of her share. But why kill the twins? Unless, of course, he already knew that some form of clause or change in the wills precluded the rights of their next of kin – that being me – if they didn’t reach maturity. What other reason could he have had, and why the apparent urgency to get such large sums of money together? It was at this point I began to realise how much I could also be considered a suspect, and possibly why Stan Jones had pressed me so hard on that first day.

The only other thing which bothered me, now that I allowed myself to think about it, was that Bambs’s body had been found next to June, and that if she had really taken her own life, she would never have been found beside her mother, but would have laid down next to her sons.

Even though I am still looking for some of the answers, the first came in the following morning’s newspapers. Jeremy had appeared at a special court in Chelmsford accused of stealing £980 from the family’s caravan site in Goldhanger on 25 March. It was understood that he was one of two men detained by police, who were also holding a woman. Bail was refused. Apart from that, the papers said little more than we already knew, reporting restrictions had now been imposed.

Back on the phone to Witham Police, Stan Jones said that he still couldn’t tell us anything, except that they had arrested Jeremy and his friend Brett at seven o’clock on Sunday morning, at Bambs’s flat, but they were not holding Brett. At least we now knew who the ‘workman’ was that had answered the phone. The press were also back in force outside my front door, so I told Stan I intended to go away again, to Cornwall this time, at the end of the week. If they wanted to ask me any more questions or take another statement, they would have to be quick about it. I now felt I had an awful lot more to say about things.

Two detectives came round the following afternoon, full of questions but still no information. They said they had only just joined the case and didn’t know any more than us. This time they wanted me to tell them everything I knew about Jeremy. How long had I known him? Did I know him well? What had we spoken about at my party and when had I previously seen him? Did we speak often? What was his sister’s reaction to him? And so on. It was quite an interrogation; certainly as intense as the one about Bambs, if not more so.

After an hour or so of these questions, each punctuated by a long silence as the male officer wrote it all down in my statement – very slowly and precisely – they asked me where exactly I would be staying in Cornwall, who with and what was my vehicle registration number; just in case they had to find me. It would be several more weeks before they turned up again, to fingerprint me.

Within days of Jeremy’s arrest, newspapers, my only source of information at that time, were rife with new rumours. On 11 September we read that detectives were investigating the possibility that Bambs was involved in drug-trafficking. They alleged that police were trying to discover if the slaughter had followed an argument over a deal which had gone wrong.

On the 12th, they went further and said: ‘Detectives think model Bambi Caffell and her family could have been massacred by a Mafia-style hit-man. Police started probing the possibility amid revelations that the 27-year-old beauty owed drug barons £40,000.’

Now I knew something was wrong! Nobody would ever trust Bambs with that kind of money; she was far too scatterbrained and dizzy! As far as I know, this story was originally uncovered by the Daily Mirror and has been a major contributing factor in destroying Bambs’s reputation. Even after the trial proved her innocence, the Mirror continued to defend this, vehemently, as a fact; still claiming to have proof of it.

On the 13th it was reported that villagers living near the ‘death scene’ told of sealed envelopes full of cash dropping through their letter-boxes. They were all addressed, it was said, ‘To a member of Sheila’s family’ and contained £100 or more. This was the same day Jeremy was released from police custody. At an appearance in court he was released on bail, despite police objections. Apparently the money had been put up by members of his family – obviously not those who had condemned him – so they weren’t all against him.

Everything was going crazy, but I still wasn’t completely satisfied that it wasn’t just his relations ganging up on him. After all, he was about to inherit substantial control of their biggest money spinner – the caravan site. It was only when I reached Cornwall and spoke with the friend I was staying with, who happened to be an ex-policeman and marksman, that my suspicions were finally confirmed.

He asked me if Bambs was a good shot and when I said no, and that she had never used a gun, he said that she couldn’t possibly have done it. He then explained that a .22 calibre rifle, of the type which had been used, is a very accurate weapon which uses very small bullets. To kill someone with such a weapon, the person would have to have been a very good shot and know what they were doing; especially with a moving target. We have since learned that nearly every one of the twenty-five bullets fired found its target. I hadn’t, up to this point, considered whether Bambs was a good enough shot because I assumed that, apart from Nevill, they were all asleep and killed at close range with a shotgun.

By Tuesday, 17 September, news of a silencer had been leaked, as had the fact that Bambs had been shot twice. Some reports also said that villagers had told police of torches found mysteriously planted in hedgerows near the farm. The torches, all facing upwards, appeared to form a pattern. The police were probing the possibility that they could have been marking the dropping zone for a light aircraft passing overhead. With all this new information, plus what I already knew, I went for long walks along the cliffs near Land’s End. That particular piece of coastline has always been one of those places where I feel completely in touch with the earth and able to think more clearly. Although rapidly becoming convinced of Jeremy’s guilt, I still needed to mull the whole thing over and cross-examine my own theories.

The whole issue had been confused with rumours about drug smuggling, hit-men and dropping zones. So who had this debt? Who had the link, if there was one at all, with drug barons? Jeremy had boasted about going on weekend trips to Amsterdam to buy drugs. Perhaps the debt was really his. From the way Jeremy was behaving, it seemed as if he was the one who was in a desperate hurry to raise large sums of money. As for the torches and light aircraft, he was also in the perfect position, as farm manager, to take advantage of the large areas of land at his disposal and collect small packages dropped from light aircraft.

I have since learned that the police were of the opinion that the children were responsible for leaving the torches in the hedge, ‘after a game’. I really cannot accept this because in the countryside, especially on farms, torches are used all the time; so the boys would never have been allowed to play with them, let alone not put them back.

With all this in mind, I began to worry about the nude photographs again. If Jeremy was that desperate, I wouldn’t put it past him to try and sell them. As everything started to click and fall into place, I put all my fears into a letter, confronting him and once again demanding the slides. I got it off my chest, but I was also too late; within minutes of having posted the letter at St Just Post Office, I wandered into the local sweetshop to buy some chocolate where, to my horror, I saw the front page of the Sun:

 

BAMBI BROTHER IN PHOTO SCANDAL

He tried to peddle sex snaps of model.

 

When I read the article, I knew it had to be true. The way they described him talking about the pictures was exactly the way he had talked to me about them. In anger, I wrote him another letter, but then started to worry about my own safety – having confronted him with all my suspicions in the first letter, I had told him that I had been spending a lot of time sitting alone on the cliffs at Land’s End and, in my confusion and depression, felt like throwing myself off.

In sudden fear for my own life, of an accident made to look like suicide, I decided to leave Cornwall the very next day and went to stay with some other friends in Somerset. That day several papers reported that Nevill had been savagely beaten before he died. Bambs could never have done that. She was so small compared with her father, a very fit farmer of six foot four.

Everything went quiet for over a week, until the evening of Sunday, 29 September, when, just before midnight, Stan Jones phoned to say that he and another officer had arrested Jeremy at Dover – on his way back from a holiday in St Tropez in the South of France. He had been charged with all five murders. Five minutes later, news of his arrest was on a late radio news bulletin. The weeks of speculation and silence had finally ended.

According to newspaper reports, Essex police had been protecting a mystery woman in connection with the case. I was eventually told that this had been Jeremy’s girlfriend, Julie Mugford. Unable to contain a terrible secret any longer, she had walked into Witham Police Station the day before Jeremy’s first arrest and given evidence against him.

Desperate to find out the truth because, even weeks later, I was still being kept in the dark, I asked Stan Jones to pass on a message of support to her. I also said that I would like to see Julie at some point; I wanted to thank her for having had the courage to come forward. On 17 October, finally satisfied that I was not an accomplice, as I very much felt they had suspected, the police allowed Julie to visit me at my flat. She came with her friend Liz Rimmington and not, as some newspapers suggested, guarded by two armed Cagney and Lacey-style policewomen.





CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

The clock of life is wound but once.

No man on earth hath the power

To tell when the hands will stop.

At a sooner or later hour.

 

NOW is the only time you own,

Live, love, toil with a will.

Place no faith in tomorrow,

For the hands may then be still.

 

(Written by Nevill on the back of a wedding service sheet, April 1979)

 

When I eventually spoke to Betty Shine on the telephone at the end of May, I had made up my mind that if I was going to be at all convinced by anything she told me, I would have to treat the whole thing with more than a degree of scepticism. As a basic precaution, I didn’t give any clues to my identity or history, I just said that I had been referred by Michael Bentine and needed her help to answer certain questions that had been on my mind. It is almost impossible to quote the exact words of this conversation, because I was so surprised by what came out that it was some time before I wrote it all down. When she asked my full name, I told her I would prefer to stick with only my first name, for the time being, which didn’t seem to bother her at all.

‘I quite understand,’ said Betty. ‘In fact, I really prefer to work with only first names anyway.’ Then, before I could say anything else, she added, ‘What I’m getting very strongly as I listen to you is that your nervous system is in tatters, it’s shot to pieces. Did you come close to some kind of a nervous breakdown about two or three months ago? You know, because I feel you need a lot of healing as well.’

I was quite stunned at her saying that, because I thought I had sounded very calm as we spoke. Anyway she was absolutely right and went on. ‘You have a good friend who is with you,’ she said, ‘and he is with you the whole time and is sort of looking after you.’

‘That’s right,’ I said, thinking she was referring to Chris Precious, who had been an almost constant companion since the shootings.

‘Now, he died in a car accident about two years ago.’

‘What!’

‘And he seems to have been with you for about the last eight months. Does that ring any bells?’

I immediately thought of Nick Rogers, the friend whose death I had learned of a few months after the shootings. He had died two years earlier but on a motorcycle, so I questioned Betty further as to his identity. Nick had been one of my favourite, lovable rogues; a man whose intense love of cricket and good-looking women made him a cross between Errol Flynn and Ian Botham.

‘Well, the impression I am getting is that he is quite tall, fairly dark, a very good-looking, debonair sort of character. He was someone you had a certain rapport with.’ The description fitted. She continued, ‘He is telling me that whatever it is that you are doing at the moment, the project you are working on, is very important and you will probably have to go out on a limb over it. Even if it means living in a hovel, in poverty, to achieve the finished article; you must stick with it. He is saying that the time for playing is over and you have got to “get up off your butt”.’ Sounding slightly surprised, she added, ‘Now that is not an expression I would ever use!’

Now the description definitely fitted! Curiously enough, I had been attempting to survive on social security, and the flat I had moved into, since speaking with Michael Bentine, was riddled with damp and seemed like a hovel. Betty continued, ‘He is also saying that he is guiding you and has been for some time, and that he will stay with you until you are back on your feet and heading in the right direction. Does that make any sense?’

‘All too much sense,’ I told her. It linked very closely with everything I had suspected about receiving some kind of spirit help. In a way, I was glad if it was Nick, because he had also been one of the nicer men Bambs had spent time with after we split up.

Before we finally rang off and had made the arrangements for our meeting, Betty floored me, one last time, when she mentioned a ring that had been weighing heavily on my mind for some time.

‘Perhaps we could come back to that when I see you,’ said Betty, who had picked up on my thoughts about Bambs’s wedding ring which, even now, has not been returned to me.

 

When I went to see Betty, about four months before the trial, I still held this image of all mediums being rather eccentric and theatrical, with homes to match, like Maggie or Madame Arcati in George Bernard Shaw’s Blithe Spirit. But this was not to be the case with Betty. She was a fair-haired, motherly woman in her mid-fifties, whose most outstanding feature was her wonderful laugh. The room she led me to was equally unpretentious, simple – much like a doctor’s surgery, with a desk and a treatment table. Most surprising, though, was the fact that there was no hint of her going into a trance or anything like that – she didn’t even close her eyes. She said she didn’t need to.

The session was taped:

‘With you, as I’m talking to you . . . I’m getting a terrible tragedy – a really terrible tragedy! Does this involve two children? And your ex-wife? [I had already mentioned to her, on the telephone – almost to throw her off the scent – that I had lost my ex-wife. I gave no other clues.] But there were two or three other people involved . . . older people . . . two men and a woman, but the young man . . . a young one . . . he’s still alive. Is he in a mental home?’

Somewhat surprised, I responded immediately. ‘No, he’s in Norwich Prison.’

‘He’s where?’

‘Norwich Prison – if it’s the man I’m thinking of.’

‘Oh, well, he’s mad. I mean . . . I get that he should be in a mental home.’

I nodded.

Betty then went on to describe the two children, one of whom sounded much younger than the other. Also that she was not sure if one of them was a little girl, just as Maggie had also described them – it was not uncommon for either Daniel or Nicholas to run around with a dress on.

‘I’m getting a child’s voice shouting at me,’ said Betty, ‘saying, “Come on, Dad, cheer up, we’re all right!” And although he was only small, I think he’d been here . . . back here so many times, he’s an old soul and I think that he is around you all the time. Was there a girl involved, a little girl? Did you have a daughter or was it another son? Two boys.’

‘Twin boys.’

‘Twin boys! Well, one of them was more feminine than the other.’

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, because that one is shyer and he’s hiding behind the other one that’s a bit forceful and so I get the feeling that it’s either a girl or he was shyer, more feminine, than the other one. Very artistic he would have been, you know? But these children are around you the whole time, they are, er . . . it may be funny to say so, but they are laughing here.’

‘I feel they are.’

‘This kiddy really shouted to me, “Come on, Dad, come on, Dad! Come on, Dad, we’re all right!” ’

‘He always put on a baby voice, the other one was wiser.’

‘Yes, but all I can say is although it’s tragic, they’re very happy. It’s almost as though they made the transition so quickly that they didn’t have time to think about anything. It wasn’t tragic, because I think they didn’t know. Do you know anything about that? It’s almost as though they could have been asleep and so they made the transition while they were asleep. That’s what I get – so that nothing was known about it.’

Betty then went on to talk about Bambs, when she suddenly stopped and said, ‘Who’s Nicholas? Someone’s just called out, “You’ll know that I’m Nicholas!” So I wondered who Nicholas was.’

‘Well, there’s quite a few Nicholases I know.’

‘No, no, this is the child’s voice and I didn’t know if it’s another child involved or anything like that.’

In that moment I knew, without a doubt, it was the boys. Daniel had never felt a need to make the distinction. Betty continued, ‘Um . . . but your own life . . . Your ex-wife . . . you will not get into communication with her for a long, long time and someone is saying to me, “Please tell him not to try!” ’

‘I don’t want to really try . . .’

‘No?’

‘I just wanted to know . . . I was wondering about what you were saying, that the twins made the transition very easily. Did she?’ I was desperate to find out if Bambs had known anything about it or whether, as I now suspected, she had also been asleep.

‘Um . . . I feel that she still doesn’t know what’s happening to her. I just feel that she wouldn’t be suffering, because I feel the mind is energy and it’s the mind and what we achieve that goes with us. With her, her mind was already disturbed and so therefore the shock of leaving her physical body . . . It’s another shock on top of her already disturbed mind, so, therefore, she would be in a state of peace for quite a long time. I feel that she is being looked after and she needs a long period of rest and I believe that is what she’s having. The information I’m getting through is that she is at peace and when she does eventually come out of this peaceful rest, everything will be so beautiful that she will automatically accept it, that this has happened.

‘There is another man coming through, a rather forceful man, um . . . and he, I am afraid, is still angry but that is something he will have to deal with. He’s talking about his son who, um . . . [long pause]. He’s saying to me about you as well, that . . . “We were mistaken about you. We see things in a different light and we were wrong.” Now I don’t know what that means. It’s about your relationship with your wife and he’s just saying to you, he’s a very positive man and there is no way he would say he was wrong if he hadn’t found out he was wrong, through all sorts of ways, and he’s just saying to you, “We were wrong.” Who’s David? “David,” he’s saying, “David knows all the answers.” Now I don’t know who David is.’

‘That would be his nephew. David is the one person I haven’t really talked to and I feel that he has an awful lot to say, but he’s got to keep it to himself.’

‘Well, what he is saying to you is, David knows all the answers and at some time or another David is going to have to tell you.’

‘Yes.’

‘For his own progression, he has held back.’

By this time both Betty and I were holding back the tears, but she had also finally said enough to convince me that what she was telling me was authentic; the part about David having swung it conclusively. At this point in time, I had been told that Bambs’s cousin, David Boutflour, was going to be one of the most important witnesses at the trial, but that was all I knew. None of his evidence, including the fact that he had found the bloodstained silencer at the back of Nevill’s gun cupboard, was public knowledge. I certainly didn’t know it.

The message from the man I took to be Nevill also meant an awful lot to me – as an acknowledgement that what I had been trying to do for Bambs was on the right track. It is also interesting to note that June herself did not come through to me, but was referred to as part of the ‘we’ – as was their way in life. The only thing I couldn’t understand was Betty’s opening reference to Nevill’s anger, that it was something he would have to deal with. Why did Betty make that distinction?

The answer to that question was to elude me for another year and came not from the family but from Nevill’s secretary, who I had never formally met. The answer was worth waiting for, and worth telling here, if only to assure me that the whole session with Betty had been more than just telepathy.

 

Barbara had worked for Nevill for many years and, as his secretary, knew more about the troubles within the family than anyone. She described their relationship as being more like a father and daughter than a formal working one. She was one of the few people Nevill shared all his problems with. Fearful of Jeremy’s release, and because of police instructions, Barbara had kept her entire story to herself before the trial – and even then, much of it was too prejudicial to be heard. It was only after June and Nevill’s ashes had been buried, some months later, that she finally gave her full story to the family. Like me, she had nothing to gain from her testimony but to see justice done.

When I saw Barbara, rather than asking direct questions, I told her all about my session with Betty. But when I came to the part about Nevill’s anger, she immediately said, ‘That’s because he knew he was going to die!’ She then told me how Nevill had suspected for some months that Jeremy was planning to kill him – but thought he would be the only victim. He was convinced his death would come as the result of a shooting accident during the hunting season and never envisaged the entire family being at risk. For this reason he thought he had plenty of time and was in the process of tidying up all the loose ends regarding the farm and his financial affairs, just in case.

He was also, apparently, preparing some sort of dossier on Jeremy and had told Barbara that he would soon have to do something very unpleasant that he wasn’t looking forward to. He had been referring to handing over the dossier to the authorities. Nevill was angry with himself, because his thoroughness and reluctance to turn in his son had led to the deaths of his entire family.

What amazes me is that even when Nevill learned of Jeremy’s attempts to buy a five-shot automatic shotgun, which Barbara told me about, he had said nothing more than, ‘If he gets one of those we’ll all have to look out.’ On another occasion, he had been heard to say, ‘I must never turn my back on that young man.’

In another conversation, with Uncle Bobby, I got a similar reaction to the piece about Nevill’s anger. He told me that three weeks before the shootings, following a caravan-site director’s meeting, he and Nevill were together at Whitehouse Farm discussing their retirement. During their conversation, Bobby had asked Nevill to show him his newly built office, and on their way through what now remained of the scullery, Nevill spotted the automatic rifle and its ammunition lying on the settee there. On picking it up, to put it away in the gun cupboard, Nevill had said, ‘We mustn’t make it too easy for the next generation to step into my shoes!’ To which Bobby exclaimed, ‘You can’t be serious!’ Turning towards him, with a knowing nod of the head, Nevill said quietly, ‘You never know, you never know!’

‘I was alarmed,’ said Bobby, ‘but knowing that Jeremy, the next generation to which he had referred, was no match for a man like Nevill, I didn’t pursue the discussion further.’

Bobby also told me that very shortly after a stormy christening party for David’s son Simon, June had asked him, ‘What would you think if you saw Jeremy trying to get Sheila to load bullets into that thing that goes on the rifle?’ (June had been referring to the magazine.)

‘I would think he was trying to get Sheila’s fingerprints all over the cartridges,’ said Bobby, to me, but to June he said, ‘Did she do it?’ When June said no and that Bambs had told Jeremy not to be so silly, Bobby again thought no more about it until much later.

Could this be the reason why both Bambs and her mother had been so jumpy around that time? I was to hear a whole string of stories like this.

Coming back to Betty, she was far from finished. Following her first revelations, I told her the full story, confirming all the points I have mentioned so far. Then she said, ‘Do you know someone called Peggy?’

Confused silence . . .

‘There’s a lady called Peggy who used to know you as a child. You will have to possibly ask your mother about this. I feel she . . .’

‘The name’s familiar.’

‘I feel that she was either a next-door neighbour or she was a friend of your mother’s – she’s dead – and she’s just come through and said to mention Peggy to you because, what she’s come here to say is that (the twins were with her and that) she’s part of a group which helps children and because of her connection with you when you were a child, there is a connection all round.’

When I asked my mother who Peggy was, she had to think for a while and then remembered a woman whose son I had played with regularly as a child. She then told me that Peggy was a sad story, because she had a nervous breakdown after losing twins at birth. I then remembered who Mum was talking about and told her what Betty had said.

 

I have, on a number of occasions, been given predictions about my future, of which some of the most unlikely have come true. For example, Betty later told me that, in the future, my success would come through helping people – through writing and lecturing. The first part of this I found questionable, the second, laughable. My fear of making a fool of myself inhibited even a drunken speech in front of friends, let alone what she suggested. She also told me that I would find myself mixing with people with whom I would never have dreamed of coming in contact before.

It is now not uncommon for me to give informal lectures on ‘drawing interpretation’ or ‘natural and distorted emotions’ in front of ninety or more people in a workshop. I have also been working with murderers – and finding many of them likeable people. But most recently, at a conference on ‘Relationships in Prison’, I found myself on first-name terms with a bishop, senior judges and prison governors, and telling my story to an audience of two hundred.

Many more pieces of survival evidence came through during that two-hour session, as did the inevitable abundance of inspiring predictions – most of which I have chosen to leave out. There were some, however, with reference to what Maggie had spoken of all those years before, that are well worth including.

Betty said, ‘I don’t know what all this is about, but you are going to be asked to do sculpture. Do you do sculpture?’ Once again I was flabbergasted, but she didn’t stop there and went on to talk about an idea that I hadn’t even mentioned to anyone at that time. I am referring here to two individual sculptures of the boys, which I still haven’t made for reasons that will soon become apparent.

She went on: ‘It’s almost as though the living minds of these children are going to enter these pieces.’ She could see them finished. ‘They are going to be beautiful pieces and the minds and spirits of the children will be in them, and then that will be the finish of that part of your life. You will have paid a debt, as it were – not that you owe them anything, but it’s your debt to yourself.’

I felt tremendously comforted by this, but five minutes later she pulled the rug from under my feet when she added that, once I had completed them, the sculpting would stop; there would be no more. ‘You are being given the gift of sculpturing for that purpose and that purpose alone.’ She then explained that I was being guided by someone who was good at it; for their, as much as my own, progression. ‘The whole force of these things is being given to you through somebody else’s gift, if that makes sense.’ Several months later, Betty gave me the name.

Funnily enough, the idea had crossed my mind that someone was helping me, because nobody was more surprised at the results of my efforts than I myself have been. This sculptor’s identity was then confirmed over a year later when I consulted an American medium on his visit to this country. Before that I had taken Betty’s suggestion with a large pinch of salt. Once again, the medium was given no idea of my connection with sculpture, but in the middle of my session the ‘entity’ (or spirit) who spoke through him said:

‘There is a master with you, who served in the creative arts [the same sculptor’s name was given]. His vibrations are with you and if you call upon them actively with your mind, who knows, perhaps you shall become aware of thoughts and impressions and words. Who knows? For most assuredly all who are in the creative arts have been guided to some measure – 1 believe you call it inspiration, which is a synonym for spiritual master.’

All I can say is the ‘master’ must have been having a very perplexing time with his pupil, because it was many months before I had the time to do any more sculptural work. When I did start, however, I was staggered at not only the results, but the experience too. In starting work on the ‘Monument to Children’, mentioned at the end of Chapter Eleven, I once again experienced the phenomenon of my earlier psychic drawing, but this time in three dimensions.

From the moment I bent the first wire armature into shape, it had presence – almost as if a small boy had taken up residence in the form. All I had to do then, it seemed, was hold that image in my mind’s eye and fill it up with clay. Within just five days, the boy holding out an apple was complete in every detail; life-sized and remarkably lifelike. His companion, complicated in his emaciated form, took a lot longer. This was only my third piece of sculpture.

Finally, Betty began to answer that one big, unspoken question: why did it all happen, and why to me?

Had I not already made a major shift in my own level of consciousness – through my own spiritual experiences – I would have found some of it extremely hard to swallow. She said, ‘You were brought into this world, not to do what you wanted to do, but what you elected to do before you were born. You have been thrown into the cauldron because you were living your life for yourself, and somebody had to throw you in and say, “You didn’t come here for this, you came here for something totally different and that is what you are going to do.” And it is being forced on you, to find the path of knowledge.’

The one thing I hadn’t been able to understand was that, for most of my life, everything I needed had always landed in my lap, so to speak. The loss of the twins had been the only really bad thing to happen to me and, since then, things have continued to fall into my lap. Now I am emotionally stronger, however, things have not been quite so easy. Betty continued:

‘I feel it is very easy for someone else to talk, and it’s a terrible thing that you went through, you never psychically get over it, the scars remain – but you have got to make them pay for themselves as it were; you’ve got to make it mean something to you, and to mean something to mankind. As I talk to you, what I get very much is that (the twins) were martyrs to your progression, in as far as they came into and went out of this world for a purpose, because they had served their purpose.

‘With you being a younger soul than they are, you’ve got more to learn. It’s almost as though they threw you into the cauldron and said, “Now get on with it because we know it already.” For some people who don’t understand, this kind of thing might seem terribly cruel, but with progression of the mind you can only – when you’ve reached your purpose – show somebody else the path; then you have done your job.’

At first, I found this all very difficult to assimilate, even hard to accept, but at least I could understand it far more than anything else I had ever been taught. Much of what had happened to me could be described as religious experience, but it was more Gnostic in form; I was developing my own direct relationship with the divine – something the Church would not have us do, at all costs! And quite understandably so. There are many dangers and one can get burnt out.

It is also dangerous to over-identify with the experience and begin to believe that we alone can save the world; a trap other visitors to Betty have fallen into. I call this a ‘Messiah Complex’. A lot of spiritual teachers have it, and that can be their downfall. I fell into that trap for a while myself, but my anger towards June, another deluded Messiah or martyr, helped me to identify and deal with it. In that sense, she was a wonderful teacher, a gift – her ‘holier than thou’ stuff rubbed up against my own. It just took me a long time to admit or even realise it.

 

Some weeks after seeing Betty, as if to screw the lid down on any doubts I might have had, Herbie asked me for her telephone number and arranged to make a visit himself. Like me, he was completely ‘blown away’ by the information she gave him during their telephone conversation, and his visit well and truly dispelled any doubts either of us still had. I know for a fact that I didn’t prime Betty about him and, as a result, she has proved herself, in my eyes, a truly remarkable lady.

Like me, Herbie was very sceptical at first, probably more so. For this reason he hadn’t given Betty any clues as to his identity or connection with me; he even gave his real, rather than stage name. When Nicky and I met him after, in a nearby tea room, he was full of so many things to tell us.

‘She came out with so many amazing things,’ said Herbie, ‘things she couldn’t possibly have known about!’ He then told us about some very moving and personal reunions with significant people, including the twins. Betty had told him that there was a little boy called Daniel who was talking about something he only ever did with Herbie, which was sitting on his shoulders. He had spoken about a time he had sat on Herbie’s shoulders so he could reach a ‘big silver balloon up in the air’.

‘Then,’ said Herbie, ‘she said it seemed to be in a huge place with lots of flashing lights, like in the film Close Encounters, and another little boy was squealing and laughing hysterically, because the balloon kept moving out of reach whenever Daniel tried to touch it. “These two little boys,” she said, “are they anything to do with Colin? I can see a connection now. The other one, on the ground, is also showing me a small pendant or something, which he is swinging to and fro in front of his face. He says it’s something you, or someone close to you, gave him and he says to tell you, it’s his one special treasure.” ’

Nick and I had sat there listening in silence, but almost simultaneously, I said, ‘The mirror ball for the “Bathroom Song”!’ and Nicky said, ‘The little elf pendant I gave Colin to have placed in their coffin for me!’

‘Cor blimey, is that right, Nick!’ said Herbie, who added, ‘You’re right about the silver balloon bit as well.’ He then explained that Big Bob, one of Sky’s road crew, had once had a great big mirror ball hanging from the ceiling of the Royal Albert Hall, on about thirty yards of chain, and had lowered it to just above their heads, to amuse the kids.

‘Well, every time Daniel, who was on my shoulders, tried to touch it,’ said Herbie, ‘or look
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