
Table of Contents

The Trainee (Jake Englund Thriller)

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-one

Chapter Twenty-two

Chapter Twenty-three

Chapter Twenty-four

Chapter Twenty-five

Chapter Twenty-six

Chapter Twenty-seven

Chapter Twenty-eight

Chapter Twenty-nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-one

Chapter Thirty-two

Chapter Thirty-three

Chapter Thirty-four

Chapter Thirty-five

Chapter Thirty-six

Chapter Thirty-seven

Chapter Thirty-eight

Chapter Thirty-nine

Chapter Forty


The Trainee

Jake England Thriller

Thomas M. Jardine

––––––––
[image: ]


Published by Rogue Phoenix Press, LLP

Copyright © 2025

ISBN: 978-1-62420-883-6

Electronic rights reserved by Rogue Phoenix Press, LLP. The reproduction or other use of any part of this publication without the prior written consent of the rights holder is an infringement of the copyright law. This is a work of fiction. People and locations, even those with real names, have been fictionalized for the purposes of this story.

Dedication

To my dear friend,  Mickie Coughran. Iggy and Jake’s first fan. R.I.P. Mick.

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-one

Chapter Twenty-two

Chapter Twenty-three

Chapter Twenty-four

Chapter Twenty-five

Chapter Twenty-six

Chapter Twenty-seven

Chapter Twenty-eight

Chapter Twenty-nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-one

Chapter Thirty-two

Chapter Thirty-three

Chapter Thirty-four

Chapter Thirty-five

Chapter Thirty-six

Chapter Thirty-seven

Chapter Thirty-eight

Chapter Thirty-nine

Chapter Forty

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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For the fifth time in the past hour, Jake England wondered what the hell he was doing here, anyway. Here being the front door of the Bank of New Brunswick building in Chatham, N.B. at eight thirty on a Monday morning. The bank, of course, was currently closed to the public. He knew this, not from prior personal knowledge, but only because the door to the intimidating structure was locked. He had tried opening it, only to receive questioning glares from one or two of the employees inside.

He had never been in the building, knew very little about its business. In fact, he never even had a bank account at any bank, anywhere. He did not see the need. It was the fall of 1964, he had graduated with honors earlier in June and all he had on his mind since then was the weekly Saturday night dance at the Chatham Exhibition building where his rock band, The Esquires, played. Jake was the bass guitarist in the five-man group, and over the past year they had become quite popular in the area.

This morning Jake was at the bank for a job interview, more to appease his parents than any lofty plans that might involve banking. He recalled the initial discussion he had on Career Day in May when some dude from the Bank of New Brunswick had visited his school. He was there to speak with the graduating class about prospective employment with them, an annual thing the bank did to show they were part of the local community.

The guy who Jake was here to see was the son of the Doyles ... friends of Jake’s parents who had apparently given Jake’s name to their son, since he had singled him out after his talk to the group during assembly. Jake had half-listened to him and he must have made some kind of commitment to meet with him, since he had called Jake at home last night to remind him of their scheduled meeting.

So here he was, dressed in a grey tweed sports jacket, a blue button-down dress shirt (no tie), black slacks, and freshly shined black shoes that he had only worn once, at his high school graduation three months ago.

He noticed some movement behind the bank’s main entrance door and, finally, a lady was opening the door for him, welcoming him into their hallowed structure. Wow, she is quite an attractive lady, Jake thought. She introduced herself as Sharon Donovan. Maybe a few years older than Jake, she had brunette hair, cut in a short bob, beautiful sea-green eyes, a few freckles on her nose that enhanced a great summer tan, and a killer smile that, immediately in his mind, she managed to display only for him.

“I guess you would be Jacob England?” she asked.

“Uh yeah,” Jake mumbled. God, he was dumb struck.

“I think you’re here to see Ron Doyle?”

Jake frantically recalled the guy’s name. “Ah, yeah. Ronnie. Good guy.” Jesus! From the straight face Sharon displayed, he realized he was babbling, making an arse of himself. “Is he in?” Damn! He did it again. Of course, he was in, this is where the guy works, fool!

Sharon just gave him that fantastic smile and a small chuckle. “Follow me Jacob, I’ll bring you to him.”

Sharon led Jake into the bank where he saw eight or ten people busy behind desks sorting files, or teller wickets counting cash. There were three men sitting in what Jake took to be the manager’s office. Two of them were sitting in front of a desk, apparently in a meeting, the boss behind it, taking a drink from his coffee cup, then grimacing as he placed the cup in front of himself. It was toward this office where Jake was led by Sharon.

“Excuse me, Mr. Crawford. This is Mr. Jacob England who is here for his appointment with Mr. Doyle.” Crawford quickly placed his coffee in the side drawer of his desk which had been opened. Jake watched as Crawford scowled at Doyle who then got up and came out of the office, leaving the other man alone with the manager.

“Jacob, glad you could make it,” Doyle said, extending his hand which Jake shook. “Let’s go into our staff room and have a talk.” Doyle looked at Sharon, giving her a wink. “That’ll be all Miss Donovan. Right this way, Jacob.”

They were seated at a table in a small room off a back hall that led to a washroom, and Doyle explained their company’s commitment to the community by attempting to hire at least one young student from one of the town’s three schools annually. He went on to reiterate the benefits to Jake: secure, steady employment; a competitive salary; good, clean working conditions; staff rates on things like car loans and home mortgages; and last, but not least, a great support staff here to help in the training process.

“In your case, Jacob, assuming you are interested in joining our firm, Miss Donovan will be your trainer. You’ve met Sharon already.”

“Uh, yes sir. Sharon. She’s beau __, I mean, she’s great.” He wanted to say, ‘Sign me up, Ron, when do I start?’, but caught himself in time. From that point on, Jake was sold on his new job. The rest of his meeting with Doyle was a blur. He ended up having to give some personal info to an older lady, Viola, who opened an account for him, which at first Jake had declined. But then he was informed by Viola, with a frown, that it was a necessity, that is, if he wanted to get paid. After this, he was passed back to Sharon.

It was noon time. “Want to grab some lunch, Jacob?” suggested Sharon. They were on their way out the main entrance when they passed Ron’s desk.

“Hey Sharon, what’s up?” said Ron, giving her a big smile.

“Jacob and I were just going out for lunch, Ron. We’ll be back by one. See you,” and they were out the door. Jake noted a scowl that had appeared on Ron’s face as they made their exit.

They sat across from each other in a window booth with a street view in the Mic Mac Restaurant, a popular diner for the younger set of the town. There were at least four dozen booths that each held room for six average-sized teenagers. That did not include another twenty or more singles stools that ran along the front counter of the large dining area.

There was always current pop music playing from hidden speakers. Songs that patrons would select from an array of choices available to them in glass-enclosed boxes in each booth. Song selections appeared on thirty or more pages of song lists that one could ‘flip’ through by turning metal clips attached to the top of each page; then one could push designated alpha-numeric buttons relating to their selections...very similar to the ‘juke boxes’ that were introduced in the fifties.

At the moment, B-9 was Jake’s favorite which he now selected after depositing a dime in the proper slot. When the previous tune that had been playing was finished, the opening to Jake’s selection commenced, Oh, Pretty Woman by Roy Orbison.

He watched Sharon as a waitress arrived and took her order for a burger with fries and a coke. Sharon tapped the tabletop in time to the heavy four/four beat produced by the snare drum, bass and lead guitar intro. He picked up on this and knew right away she was someone he could really get to like.

Sharon sensed she was being watched and she returned his stare, raising her eyebrows in question marks.

“My apologies for staring,” he said. “I was just admiring your timing.”

“My timing?”

“Yes. With this song. Your table taps. You’d make a good drummer,” Jake said, nodding toward her hands, fingers, keeping time. She stopped tapping, and blushed.

“You got me, Jacob, I like that tune. And hey, my mother was a music teacher, then taught Literature in her later years, so maybe it comes naturally.” Again, that smile.

“Okay, now I got it. Yes, Mrs. Donovan. She taught me English 1 last year. I like her. Why did Ron give you a mean look when we were leaving for lunch?” This question, out of the blue, took her aback.

“Well, Jacob, don’t you think that’s getting a little personal?”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. But just so you know, while you were speaking with him in the staff room, Mr. Crawford told me I would be responsible for your training. So, us coming to lunch together? I just wanted to get to know you better, seeing as how we will be working closely over the next few months.” Just then the waitress arrived with their food. They both waited, then when the girl had left them, Sharon resumed.

“And, since you picked up on something, here is the situation: Ron and I dated for a while. I made a mistake, now it’s history. Maybe he’s still peed off, I really don’t know, nor do I care. But a little advice: be careful with Doyle, okay?”

She was serious, and Jake didn’t quite know what to make of this. He simply thanked her and nodded. There’d be lots of time later to get back into that part of their discussion. They ate their lunch in silence, and soon it was time to go back to work.

“Tell me Jacob, why do you want to work with the bank?” Sharon asked before they got up to leave.

“Ah, fair question,” replied Jake. “Steady job, pay’s not bad, indoor work, you know,” he faltered.

“That sounds like something Ron Doyle would say at one of his recruitment sessions.”

Jake just smiled at Sharon and nodded. She continued to talk to him.

“We’ve been here almost an hour, and you have not yet asked me one question about work.”

“Well, there is one other perk that Doyle mentioned.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yep. He was high on the ‘great support staff’ that’s available for training purposes. His words.”

“Do you know Ron? You referred to him earlier as ‘Ronnie’, a ‘good guy’.”

Jake was now embarrassed by his stupid remark. He had trouble meeting her eyes as he spoke.

“No, Sharon, I don’t know the guy from Adam. I was stupidly trying to act as if I had an ‘in’ with you guys. His folks know my parents, that’s all. I’m happy with what I’m doing at the moment. I play in a rock band.”

“Yes, I’ve heard about your band from some girlfriends. They tell me you guys are pretty good. But how long will this last? And isn’t music very fickle? I mean, styles and fads change quickly. If you really are into music, why not go to university and get a degree, become a music teacher?”

“All good points,” he said. “And maybe I will, down the road. But this is the here and now. I feel it is like a kind of movement, not some fad, like, ah, hula hoops, or bell-bottom jeans. I think it’s important, Sharon. And I have a chance to be part of it. Maybe I can do both, that is, work in the bank, and play in the band?”

“Maybe you can. But personally, I think your two pursuits will eventually clash. In the meantime, let’s get back to this one. And remember what I said about Doyle. I think Ron has his own agenda, so watch what you say and do around him, okay?”

“Yes ma’am,” Jake suddenly sounded all business. Then, as they left the Mic Mac, “But one thing, Sharon. Can you call me Jake?”

Their walk back to work took them through a back-alley short-cut where they ran into a couple of young punks whom Jake vaguely knew. They were not friends, just guys that hung around the dance hall, often causing the odd fight, either with young airmen from the Canadian Air Force base located in the town, college boys from St Thomas University, or other kids from Newcastle, a nearby rival community. Jake prepared himself for trouble. He recalled their names were Johnny Dorsey and Fred MacMillan.

“Hey Jake! Lookin’ gooood!” the taller of the two said, basically leering at Sharon as they approached them. Jake could tell the guy was stoned, and it was mid-day, for God’s sake.

“Hi John,” Jake responded, not giving the guy a second look.

“Whoa, wait up, man. Don’t suppose you could help out a friend with a five-spot, now that you got yourself a big job?”

“Can’t help you today, John. Maybe next week,” he continued on, but it was necessary to brush against the guy who had gotten too close to them. “Sorry, John. I’ll see you later.”

“Yeah, you will, Jake...” The guy’s response was ominous, and it matched the glare he gave Jake. What the hell is wrong with them? Lately he had noticed a number of guys his age who seemed to be getting into some very serious drugs. Up until this point, Jake had experimented with a bit of pot a couple of times but that was where he drew the line.

“Come on, Sharon.” Jake took her hand and led her out of the alley. “Sorry about that,” he said. “Not the most upstanding citizens in town.”

Sharon had no response; she just kept her head down until they were back to the bank.

The remainder of the day was spent with Sharon while she introduced Jake to the rest of the staff at the branch. There were four cash tellers, two stenos, a Personal Loans Manager and his assistant, and finally, they went into the manager’s office where she formally introduced the bank Manager, Mr. Ralph Crawford, whom Jake had only nodded to when he first came into the bank that morning. Now the man asked Jake to have a seat and Sharon left them alone.

“So, Jacob. You want to be a banker.” It was a statement, and Jake was not inclined to debate the matter with the manager at this moment. “Look,” said Crawford. “I don’t have a lot of time. Do you have any questions?”

“Ah, no sir.”

“Very well, then,” and Crawford reached down and pulled an empty coffee cup from the bottom drawer of his desk. “Son, would you let the water run really cold from the tap for me,” he instructed Jake, handing him the cup and pointing toward the washroom. “And I think it would be a good idea to get yourself a haircut.”

So, Jake thought, Ralph likes his vodka cold. Good info to have. The first day at his new job had begun, and already he had mixed ideas about how long he’d be here. Certainly at least long enough though, to get to know a little more about Sharon Donovan.

The haircut could wait.
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The next morning, Sharon introduced Jake to a routine part of his training that he would be undertaking. She sat beside him in the staff room and explained the new function.

“The first of your daily duties, Jacob, will be to deliver drafts around town.” This statement puzzled Jake, as he thought she was referring to draft beer. Businesses used banks at the time as agents to facilitate transactions between retail buyers, wholesalers and manufacturers, by issuing financial instruments called sight and acceptance drafts. In Jake’s case, he would be delivering only acceptance drafts.

These documents specified agreed-upon prices, along with delivery and payment dates for specific products. Branches of the BNB across Canada that financed the makers of products being sold to the town’s merchants, sent copies of drafts to the local branch where the retail outlets for these goods were located.

A bank officer usually delivered these drafts to their local merchants for acceptance. Once the retailer was able to verify valid delivery and good condition of his wares related to the draft, he could ‘accept’ it, thereby authorizing the local bank to pay for the goods out of his account with them, and remit funds to the manufacturer on his behalf.

In some cases, it was an opportunity for the bank to issue ‘Letters of Acceptance’, or ‘Letters of Credit’ to the merchants. Essentially, these were lines of credit for the financing of their inventory. For Jake, it was an opportunity to step out of the office, get some fresh air, and meet the townsfolk.

Sharon took Jake with her to a trial run demonstration and introduced him to the local merchants, some of which he already knew. It was lunch time when they finished the morning routine. Jake was enjoying his new job, at least this part of it. He went home for his lunch that second day and he was happy to describe to his mother what he had done that morning. He finished his soup and sandwich and left the house, his mother proudly watching him as he strolled out of their lane, walking with a purpose in his stride.

Two months quickly passed, and Jake’s probationary period was now only a month away. Today he had decided to take a shortcut back to work after delivering his last draft for the morning to a business in the east end of town. He was wearing a new three-piece grey, pin-striped suit he had just purchased from his last month’s pay, and he moved with a jaunt to his stride. He was looking forward to having lunch with Sharon.

Halfway back to the bank, he ran into a couple of close buddies who were hanging outside Joe’s, the local pool hall where he had spent many Saturdays fleecing any newcomers that he and his pals could lure into a game or two.

Lennie Hachey and Donnie Mitchell were two of the best eight-ball players in town and they lazily rolled toward him when they saw him coming. They both had the jive and stroll of several teen movie stars of the day nailed down perfectly, thumbs in the front pockets of their denim jeans, shoulders moving in rhythm to their strides.

“Whoa, Jake, who died, man?” said Donnie, rubbing his hands on the front of his old leather bomber jacket as if to make some kind of mocking gesture regarding the poshness of Jake’s attire. Then Lennie Hachey also cut in. “Nah, Jake’s on his way to a wedding, right Jake?”

“Hey, get lost, you losers,” retorted Jacob. He gave them a saucy smile and continued on his way. In a matter of seconds, both Donnie and Lennie had caught up with him, and Lennie took hold of his arm, stopping his progress.

“Wait up, Jake,” Lennie said. “Do you know a guy at your bank, name of Doyle? Kind of a nerd, full of himself?”

Jake had taken the initial casual affront all in good stride, but now, seeing the serious look that Lennie and Donnie were throwing his way, he felt a chill come over him.

“Yeah, sure I do. Why?”

“Well. You better watch your back, man.” Lennie made a gesture behind them toward the poolroom. “I over-heard some people at Joe’s yesterday, saying that your banker buddy is getting a little over his head with the wrong boys. This involves some serious money and gambling debts, just so you know, okay? I don’t think he’s the type you would want to start hangin’ with...”

Both Donnie and Lennie took a good look around the area where they were standing, then they slowly turned around and walked away from Jake, leaving him in a perplexed state.

As he walked along Main Street nearing the bank, Lennie’s words about Ron Doyle stuck with him, and he began thinking about the sort of people he’d be working for and with. He had never met any of the young men or women who had started their banking careers in Chatham’s banks. No doubt it was because he thought they were typically nerdy sorts who seldom hung out with the local jocks or the cool set. Not that Jake was the coolest guy in town. Far from it. But since The Esquires had become popular, he had developed a larger circle of friends, and now he wondered what impact this new job may have on his existing friendships.

Invariably, the guy’s Jake hung around with were laborers at the local pulp and paper mill or construction workers. Also, many of them only worked seasonally, if at all. Yet, it seemed to Jake that all of them made decent money, and they all drove newer model vehicles. Now Jake wondered if he could stay on friendly terms with that crowd. Or, worse yet, maybe these friends would start the separation and avoid him. Suddenly, once again he was second-guessing his decision to work at the bank as he walked into the intimidating building and the strangers that worked there.

Last week Jake had ‘graduated’ to the position of first Teller. At this point he learned how to manage his cash, balance his daily journal, and perform ‘sundry duties as assigned’. Much to his anger, the ‘sundry duties’ involved mowing the manager’s lawn, which would soon include shoveling the snow from his driveway.

Also, being the only trainee at the bank, he was subject to a form of ‘hazing’, which at the time was practiced by all of the four major banks in the town. It usually involved in-house pranks, like having the trainee deliver a ‘bag of Foreign Exchange’ across the street to a competitor bank. In this practice a canvas money bag was filled with wads of newspaper and then it was ‘officially’ wax-sealed and given to the trainee with the explicit instructions to deliver it to a certain employee at the competitor bank. That employee, of course, was already aware of the hoax in play.

On Friday just past, Ron Doyle initiated a prank on Jake which, as it turned out, was extremely embarrassing to everybody. In this incident, he had personally instructed Jake to go across to the Bank of Toronto and ask to borrow their ‘GL’, which was their General Ledger. For bank branch offices, the GL is one of their most ‘sacred’ documents. It contains a complete list of all their financial data . . . assets and liabilities, earnings and expenses, commercial and personal sub-categories of loans and deposits, mortgages and investments. Everything.

When Jake entered the Bank of Toronto building on his ‘errand’, he was surprised to see a pal of his from high school, David Marsh was sitting behind the front counter at a desk, writing on a form. Jake caught his friend’s eye and spoke to him. “Hey, Dave, what’s happening?”

“Oh hi, Jake. Can I help you?”

“I didn’t know you were working here, man. When did you start?”

“Just last week. What are you doing yourself?”

“I’m training next door at the BNB. Actually, I’m here to pick up your GL. We’re just going to borrow it, I guess. Can you get it for me?”

At that point Dave Marsh, not any more the wiser than Jake, took off with a smile, saying “Sure thing, Jake. Anything for the competition. Have a seat, I’ll be right back.”

In a matter of minutes, young Marsh came out from behind the counter through a small swinging door and offered a file folder to Jake. “Here you go. Jane gave it to me and told me to make sure I placed it back in the tray where she got it. So just bring it back to me. Okay, buddy?”

Jack returned to his branch and personally handed the folder to Doyle. That’s when all hell broke loose, ending in a major meeting with Jake, Ralph Crawford, Ron Doyle, and Sharon Johnson. It lasted for the rest of the afternoon, though Jake was not part of the full meeting. He was there only to testify that yes, he had been given the GL document by his friend, another trainee, at the Bank of Toronto. After his statement, Jake left the office.

Crawford had to call his colleague, John Hancock, manager at the Bank of Toronto; Doyle had to contact his counterpart there, Ray Moar; and Sharon was left to deal with Jake. But really, what could any of them do? Certainly, they could not reprimand Jake. It was just something that the management teams at both bank branches had to accept. And most definitely keep under wraps. Something like this getting out to their auditors would be a nightmare for management.

As the weeks moved along, another sore point about his new employment was the business of balancing his cash journal when he was placed in his new position as a teller. Not often, but on three previous occasions, Jake had experienced ‘shortages’ in his day-end cash reconciliations. They were all close to the amount of $100, and it bothered him to no end. He knew this was a serious problem. It indicated he was being inattentive to his work, or even worse, that he had stolen money from his own till. Either way, if it kept up, his probationary period would soon come to an abrupt end, and he would be out the door.

Because of the nature of the work, numerous bank policies were always in place to at least deter employees from getting involved in anything immoral, unethical, or God forbid, criminal in their day-to-day activities.

One of these was the practice of management conducting surprise cash counts of tellers’ cash holdings. Conducted randomly, the exercise involved the three mid-management staff members being Sharon, Ron Doyle, and the Personal Loans Manager, John Traynor, who personally conducted surprise cash counts on the tellers. Jake was not unmindful of the fact that so far Doyle had made a point of delegating who was assigned to which teller, and that Doyle had been quick to assign himself to conduct the cash-count on Jake’s post.

It was Wednesday and Jake was having lunch with Sharon. He noticed a change in her manner, and he was now replaying the last ‘surprise’ management cash count in his mind. It was only two days ago on Monday. His decision made; he now spoke to Sharon.

“So, how do you think I’m doing here, Sharon? Think you’ll ever make a banker out of me?” Again, they were eating at the Mic Mac restaurant, but Jake had intentionally avoided selecting any music from the mini juke in their booth. They had each ordered club sandwiches, it was early November, unusually warm. Sharon set aside her purse and returned Jake’s serious look.

“You’ll be gone before your probationary period is up this month if you continue to experience cash shortages.”

“Could you be a little more direct?” Jake said with sarcasm. Then he was serious. “I want to say something. Since the most recent surprise count, something has been bothering me. During the count, Doyle accidentally dropped a roll of quarters under my wicket. He asked me to ‘be a good lad’ and retrieve it for him, which I did. But when I rose back up, I’m sure I saw him putting his handkerchief in his pocket.”

“So?’

“So, why did he have it out when he hadn’t sneezed, nor had he even used it?”

Sharon just looked seriously at Jake.

“And you think he took money from your till while you were not looking?”

“After we ran a balance and it showed I was short $100, I immediately checked the number of one-hundred-dollar bills in my drawer. There were fourteen.”

“And?”

“That was one less than the number recorded on my previous day’s journal. Sharon, I know for a fact I did not take in, nor did I hand out any hundred dollar bills that day. It’s just something I’d remember. Plus, we both checked my deposit slips. There were no hundreds in play, period. We also looked at the specs on all of my cheques. My ‘backings’ all indicated payouts with bills under 100-dollar denominations.”

Jake was referring to how tellers were encouraged to specify on the reverse of cheques they cashed for clients, how payouts were made: if a cheque for, say $560 was cashed, one might record this as 2/100; 6/50; and 3/20. The specs sometimes helped when trying to locate a teller’s difference.

Sharon knew instinctively that Jake was telling the truth. It all fit with what she knew about Ronald Doyle. He had a drinking problem, a gambling habit, and a wife who liked the good things in life that were beyond his salary. Plus, there were shopping trips to Boston, a new Cadillac every three years, membership in all the requisite local clubs, and their two young daughters enrolled in private schools. It only took Sharon two weeks to gain this knowledge, and she constantly berated herself that it took as long as it did.

Jake mentioned another fact that Sharon hadn’t picked up: both of Jake’s earlier shortages in similar amounts had also occurred on the days of the surprise cash counts. Also conducted by Doyle.

“And there’s something else,” Jake continued. “On the way back from my deliveries this morning, I ran across a couple of old friends. They sort of warned me about getting too friendly with Doyle. Not that my friends would harm me. They mentioned that street rumors had Doyle hanging out with some heavy gamblers in town, that he was quote, ‘over his head’ with some bad guys. 

From the look Sharon gave him, Jake knew he had just told her something she already knew.
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The weeks and months quickly sped by, and Jake got through his probationary period without any further problems involving Doyle. He paid extremely close attention to handling his cash, and he made sure he did not give Doyle an opportunity to rip him off. The teller’s position was, however, getting to be a boring exercise. In addition, in January it was humiliating for Jake to be frequently summoned by the manager to shovel out his home driveway. Another time that month it had been necessary for him to break huge icicles from the third story eave of the bank’s front roof.

Jake frequently thought of quitting. These menial tasks that had nothing to do with his training were getting to him, as was the cat-and-mouse game he was playing with Doyle. Damn, he still hadn’t received a word of praise or encouragement from anybody there.

By the end of January, his training had advanced to tutelage under Teller 1, Justin Phillips, who was in charge of foreign exchange transactions, including the control of all of the branch’s foreign currency holdings. In that regard, compared to other branches, their US dollar volumes were quite low. There simply wasn’t that much FX trading locally to warrant larger holdings. Nor were there any local businesses that would provide much in the way of incoming US cash. Perhaps in the middle of the summer when tourists were visiting, but not during the winter months in Chatham. It worked well for Jack, though, giving him plenty of time to become familiar with any US dollar transactions that did happen.

Also, he would quickly absorb the know-how of handling the branch’s storage and shipment of its mutilated cash, money the bank took in which was torn or soiled. It was another primary function delegated to the Teller No.1 position.

Every six months, it would be necessary to package and transport a shipment of such bills to the central Bank of Canada branch in Saint John, N.B. Two employees of Jake’s branch, one of whom was Teller 1, usually accompanied one of the Management team. Certainly not Crawford, but usually Ron Doyle, John Traynor, or Sharon Donovan.

Today, February 12th, Sharon advised Jake he would be going with her in the morning to the province’s oldest and largest city to deliver a parcel of mutilated cash to the Bank of Canada, and Jake was instructed to get his shipment in order.

Jake was excited.

To prepare for the trip, late yesterday the other two tellers had transferred several bundles of old worn notes to him. Notes that over time were soiled or torn. He recounted them, confirmed the dollar value was correct, then made up balancing entries to give to the tellers. He placed his teller’s stamp on new wrappers around the packs of the notes and initialed the stamps, thereby officially taking ownership of them. At the end of the day, he then took this currency along with his own tray that was filled with regular cash, to his compartment in the vault. When he had turned off his combinations and opened his compartment, he was about to place his cash box in his compartment when he sensed something, and he turned around. He was startled to find Ron Doyle standing directly behind him. He hadn’t heard him approaching.

“Hey Jacob,” said Doyle. “Sharon’s busy, so I’ll lock you away for the night. Have you got your mutilated cash all bagged up and sealed, ready for tomorrow?”

“Ah, not yet. I thought Sharon and I would do that in the morning.” The assistant manager’s silent approach was still bothering him.

“It’s a long drive, Jacob. Best to get on the road as soon as possible. I think we may as well do it now.” But just then, Ron’s steno, Ms. McLeod, came into the vault and told Ron there was a call waiting for him. “Okay, I better take that call, Jacob, so you can put your cash away now, and remember to close both combinations.”

Jake could sense by the tone of Doyle’s voice and the angry look on his face that he was ticked he had been interrupted. 

As previously agreed, the next morning he and Sharon were the first employees in the branch. They opened Jake’s compartment and retrieved the mutilated notes he had earlier wrapped in bundles of various denominations. Then they placed the money, $157,000, in a sealed canvas bag and carried it out to Sharon’s car, where they put it in her trunk and headed out of town.

The drive to Saint John was a pleasant break from the office. Jack’s keen eye for sporty cars feasted on Sharon’s ‘62 Chevy Nova, which was in perfect condition and ran like a top. The vehicle was a powder blue, two-door hardtop, and although it only carried a 194 cubic inch six-cylinder engine, it had a lot of power when needed. Also, she had installed an outstanding stereo system, and Jake was pleasantly surprised when he spotted a couple of 8-track cassette tapes by The Beatles lying in the console between the twin bucket seats. When he considered her car, its contents, and Sharon’s choice in music, his feelings for her edged up several notches.

“Would you mind if we listen to this?” he asked her as they got underway, and he held up The Beatles’ new major hit, I Want to Hold Your Hand. They enjoyed the music as they drove through the village of Rogersville and southward for the ensuing forty-five minutes. This took them to the connection for the Trans-Canada Highway at the Moncton exit. From here it would be another two hours to their destination, and their timing was good. Jake was looking forward to delivering the mutilated cash to the Central Bank, then maybe having a pleasant lunch at an upscale restaurant somewhere in the city before heading back home.

Up to this point in their trip, they had both been quiet. Jake made the odd comment about the weather and how fortunate it was to have such good driving conditions, considering the time of year. Sharon gave him the odd smile, otherwise, keeping her thoughts to herself.

“There are more tapes in the consul there,” Sharon said after the Beatles track had ended. Jake snapped another cassette by the Beatles into the player and leaned back to listen to his favorite rock group. Now and then he would take a quick peek at Sharon, smiling as she confidently drove the Chevy around the frequent slow turns on the TCH.

Sharon was an attractive lady. She wore her soft brown hair just above her shoulders and it glistened in the morning sun that filtered through pockets of hardwood trees growing only feet from both sides of the highway. Branches bare of foliage shone with films of ice from the previous night's storm. Again, they gave thanks to the good work completed by the Provincial government for clearing the highway so quickly.

The last Beatle tune had just ended, and Jake began rooting around in the car’s consul when he came up with The Dave Clark Five’s new release of their song ‘Because’, a slow love song.

“I like this tune,” he said. “It has some nice bass work.”

Sharon looked over at him, gave him a smile that caused his heart rate to accelerate. The light danced now in her eyes that were flecked with tiny points of green. He noticed a small spray of freckles over the bridge of her nose, affording her a look that was a lot younger than her years. Also, a light sheen of sweat had developed on her upper lip.

“So, you’ve been playing in your band for a while, Jacob. You must find it quite boring to be working in the bank compared to being a rock and roller on the weekends.” He sensed she was flirting with him, and he loved it. Jake also had the impression she was now inviting him to open up and tell her a bit more about himself.

“Not boring at all, Sharon. It’s a challenge. I’m pretty naïve with all this stuff, as you can see. But, hey, I like challenges and I think things are coming together.”

“You’re going to do well, Jacob, I can tell. But just a small bit of advice. You won’t be on cash forever, but until you get promoted to either Credit or Administration, make sure you treat the currency you handle as if it belongs to you. Do not trust anybody, okay?” She looked seriously at him as she made this statement, which now confirmed his suspicions about Doyle.

“Good advice.”

The Dave Clark Five tunes had finished, and now they were driving by the village of Petitcodiac. He played things close to his chest for the moment and asked her what types of music she was into.

“Oh, I like all kinds,” Sharon said. “My mom sings in a choir, and she got me into piano lessons when I was just a kid. But I think I’ve disappointed her by not following her wishes for me to volunteer as the organist at the church. Instead, I’ve taken a liking to your kind of music, you know, the Devil’s work,” she said jokingly, giving him a naughty wink.

“Cool,” Jake said.

By the time they entered Sussex, their conversations had revealed she was not that much older than him. According to her school background, he could put her age at around twenty-four or twenty-five. And like him, she had entered the bank as a trainee and had gone through the program, then had continued her career in the administration side of the bank.

She had also told him about the Employee Education Plan that was available to all employees of Canada’s Chartered Banks, and that she had enrolled in it two years ago. It all sounded very good. Employees could take courses at home or at any university close to where they were working. In order to graduate from any of their courses, students needed to complete a series of exams that were issued by Queen’s University in Toronto annually. Usually, after four or five years, successful participants could come out of the program with an accredited University degree. And the best part of all was that these studies were free.

It was close to noon when they had entered the Loyalist City via Rothesay Avenue, which would eventually take them straight downtown to Prince William Street where the Bank of Canada was located. As they drove through the old city, Jake noticed the many taverns, pubs, and bars that populated the drive downtown. He decided that, as far as New Brunswick was concerned, Saint John was the center of the province’s entertainment action. This was where he would like to be transferred. And from what he had seen so far from his own branch, he thought it might be more exciting if he could steer his focus toward the bank’s Credit group rather than get involved in Administration where Ron Doyle had elected to hang his hat.

They pulled into a parking bay and Sharon reached over Jake into the glove compartment and retrieved something. Before Jake knew what it was, she handed him a heavy object, and he realized it was a snub-nosed .38 Smith and Wesson revolver, the first one he had ever held. Most banks, Jake knew, carried revolvers to protect their holdings. The bank, after proper training, allowed their designated management staff to carry weapons in the normal performance of certain functions.

“Here you go, partner. The safety’s here,” and she showed Jake where it was located. “It’s now in the ‘off’ position.” Then they exited her car, popped the trunk, and she reached inside and pulled out the Bank of New Brunswick canvas bag. It held exactly $157,000 in Canadian dollars, notes of all different denominations in separate stacks of one hundred bills each, save for one half-bundle of fifty one-hundred-dollar bills. Sharon and Jake had sealed the bag earlier with melted red wax, and they used a vise-like instrument to impress the Bank’s official seal into the wax, at the same time crimping a lead wire around the top of the bag.

“If someone tries to grab this from me, show your gun to the asshole! Let’s go.” And they left her Chevy Nova and walked out of the parkade across Prince William Street to the Bank of Canada. Man, she no longer sounded like a mild-mannered banker. He liked this lady.

The Bank of Canada was a five-story, gray brick Victorian building of commerce that had seen better days. They took an antiquated elevator that had accordion-style, folding wrought iron doors. Jake doubted it had ever been changed since Confederation. This took them to their destination at the third-floor level where a hive of activity immediately surrounded them as the doors unfolded. Probably thirty or more people, mostly men, were darting here and there, oblivious of each other.

Jake could tell Sharon was familiar with the area as she deftly made her way towards the rear of the room where they reached a closed door, labeled Mutilated Currency. A reception desk was placed in front of the closed door and a young blonde lady rose to greet them.

“Hi,” said Sharon. “We’re here from the BNB in Chatham to transfer some old cash to you guys.”

“Follow me,” said the lady and they walked through the door into a separate room which was actually a huge vault. Two armed guards sat at one side of the steel-walled room playing cribbage. When they saw Sharon and Jake enter with the receptionist, they hopped up out of their chairs.

“You have clients, George,” said the blonde and a tall thin guard came over to them, bearing an ID nameplate designating him as George Phillips. Sharon made the introductions as the second guard joined them, this guy was named Lester Jones, a large black man.

Sharon gave them the bag which they opened with special pliers designed for that purpose, and they sorted the packs of bills into separate denominations on a side table. Then they began opening the bundles individually and feeding the bills into an electric bill counter. Jake had heard of these machines back at their branch and he had been anxious to see them in action. The electronic counter they used here worked perfectly. That is until the last half-bundle of fifty one-hundred-dollar bills was loaded and damned if it didn’t tally out one bill short at forty-nine!

The guards just looked at Sharon and Jake. Then Sharon looked at Jake, her eyes shifting to the bundle that had his Teller 1 stamp on it. What the hell? thought Jake.

“Feed them
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