
 

 

       

The RMS Second Story 
 

PART 1 
 

“The usual, Peter” asked Mary the pretty barmaid, as I entered my local The Beehive 
on my way home from work. I worked at the local printers and frequently made the 
diversion into the Beehive on my way home 

“Yes Please Mary” I replied “Its been a long week and I could do with cheering up.” 

I watched her start pull me a pint of Doom Bar. Both the beer and Mary were 
pleasing to the eye. 
“Oh bye the way” she retorted “There are two men in the other bar who would like a 
word with you. 
They’re an odd couple -one looks like a ballet dancer and the other more like a prop 
forward. 
They were very interested in that painting of yours on the wall behind the bar.” 

Let me explain I’m not really an artist although I did go to Art College. I was very 
good at copying paintings that others had done. I got into college by reproducing 
great artist’s work and impressing the selectors but as soon as I was there I didn’t 
have any original ideas and couldn’t keep up with the lines, circles  and spilt paint 
creations the others were doing. 
The painting over the bar was my copy of a Van Gogh which the landlord had 
accepted in lieu of the tab I had built up before getting my job. I must admit, it was 
quite a good copy . 
“Right I’ll go and see what they want, thanks Mary”< 

Walking into the next room, straight away I spotted the two Mary had mentioned 
sitting in the corner at a table by themselves. Talk about Beauty and the Beast.. 
“Hi “I said approaching the table. “Mary mentioned that you would like a word with 
me.” 

“Yes, come and sit down” said the ballet dancer. “Do you want a drink” 

“No, just got one thanks” 

“Well me and Bruce here “he said, pointing to the prop forward,”were just saying 
what a talented person you were and were wondering if you can copy other artists.” 

When I confirmed that I could, they glanced at each other and the turned to me and 
said “How about Lowry? 

“You mean Matchstick men and matchstick cats and dogs”, I joked. 
“Mm that’s the one” he said without smiling “Well can you?” 

Lowry had been popular when I was at college and I had often done copies of his 
work for amusement so I confirmed that I could. 



 

 

“That’s great “said  ballet dancer. We would like you to do a copy of one or two 
Lowrys for us , wouldn’t we Bruce” 

“Yes, Ray we would” said Bruce seeming to wake from a trance 

“We’ll pay you well but need the copies by the end of the month” 

I agreed.  It was a no brainer - getting paid for something I was good at and liked 
doing. 
“We’ll be in touch” said Ray as he shook my hand before leaving The Beehive. 
 
PART 2 

 
Meanwhile, unbeknown to me, 90 miles away from The Beehive, in New Cross, an 
area of South East London that gentrification had seemed to pass by, at The Phoenix, 
a particularly inappropriate name for a pub, which certainly hadn’t seen itself rise 
from the ashes as it was still the same décor and clientele as when it was used in its 
heyday by up and coming boxers to train for “big” fights, a couple of regulars sat 
deep in conversation over their pints of Fullers London Pride. The discussion was 
obviously not for everyone’s ears as it was staccato in fashion due to it stopping 
every time a passer-by came within earshot. This was not surprising to anyone, 
including The Metropolitan Police, as The Phoenix was not only a down-at-heel 
training venue but also a well-known meeting place for those who earn a living either 
outside or on the edge of the law. 
“How do you think Ray and Bruce are getting on in the sticks” Bernie, sporting a 
small pork-pie hat said. 
“Don’t worry about them” his mate, Chas, who made Tyson Fury look small, said 
“They know what they need to do. They’re not going to return to The Smoke without 
a result.” 

“But how do we know that this artist bloke will play ball and agree to paint a couple 
of Lowrys” said pork-pie. 
“Because Bruce told him that we would pay a lot of readies for them” said Chas. 
“Will we?” somewhat astonished, replied Bernie. 
“Now, what do you think? Not a cat in hell’s chance” said Chas, dismissively. 
“What will happen to him once we get the reproductions, then?” 

Chas sighed, lifted his pint to his mouth and looked away. A gesture that said it all. 
“Anyway, we’ve got work to do now so drink up and let’s get moving.” 

Bernie wasn’t given time to finish his beer so he took as large a mouthful as he 
could, got up out the chair and chased after Chas who by that time was out of the pub 
leaving the door swinging in his wake. 
“Chas, where are we going?” Bernie shouted through his beer whilst clinging onto 
his hat. 



 

 

 
Back at The Beehive…. 
 
I drifted back to the bar for a top-up and gather some thoughts. 
‘Well, Mary, you won’t believe what just happened in there.  Those guys – Little and 
Large – want me to paint some repro Lowrys for a shedload of cash.  More than it’s 
worth – but I’m a bit short of the readies at the moment’ 

She poured the drink and looked into my eyes.  Mary had the looks but she was 
nobody’s fool.  ‘Watch what you’re getting in to – those guys didn’t look the sort 
you want for neighbours.  Did you see the way they sat? Watching the door and 
ready for a quick rear exit.  And they weren’t from round here.  Anyway, who wants 
a fake Lowry?’ 

I stared into my glass.  This could be a tough old town and there were some pretty 
unpleasant characters about.  On the other hand there wasn’t a lot of work around for 
aspiring artists like me – and there was the rent to pay.  I’ll admit I’ve been involved 
in a few shady deals in my time.  Nothing illegal, you know, but not strictly legit 
either.  Just the odd Emin, Hirst and the like – easy peasy, money for old rope.  
Bacon and Freud were more handy with the brush and more of a challenge.  Lowry 
was somewhere in the middle – lots of detail and atmosphere but not difficult to get 
the style.  Footballers weren’t what you’d call experts, just wanted something cool 
and authentic-looking over the fireplace.  Didn’t really know the value of anything, 
and not difficult to part from their cash.  This was where Letty came in.  Posh girl, 
Leticia, we’d had a bit of a thing at college but it hadn’t lasted.  Last I heard she went 
into the gallery business down in the smoke, with a bit of help from Daddy.  Then 
out of the blue she gets in touch and every now and then slips a commission my way.  
Easy money, if you wanted it.  Kept me in the black for a few years with a bit over – 
then it all dried up after a bit of trouble down in south London.  Letty sold one of my 
‘Hockneys’ to someone in the boxing business.  Thought nothing of it but turned out 
he knew a thing or two about art and he wanted his money back fast.  Turned out he 
had some very nasty friends.  I legged it up here and laid low.  Letty went missing in 
action. That was the last I heard, and I realised I miss her.  And then these two jokers 
turn up.  Couldn’t be just a coincidence?   
‘Penny for them’, said Mary. ‘you look like you’ve seen a ghost’ 

I realised I’d been miles away. 
‘Sorry’, I said, ‘just thinking.  What would you do if your past just came up and 
tapped you on the shoulder?’ 

‘I wouldn’t stick around to find out’, she said. 
Perhaps I won’t I thought, but then again . . . 
I paid up and stepped out into the evening gloom.  I knew Mary was right and I 
should just slip away and stay well out of this. 
And then I felt the hand around my neck . . . 



 

 

 
 
 
PART 3 

 
but before I could turn around, a hood was placed over my head, and a cord drawn 
tight to replace the hand. Choking I found it hard to resist the manhandling of what 
seemed  to be two burley men. Terrified,  I was frogmarched about 10 yards to where 
I could hear a car running and the sound a boot opening. Not a word was spoken. 
 
They started forcing me into the boot and as I tried desperately to get away, the boot 
was angrily slammed on my left ankle, the extreme pain left me dizzy and nauseous 
taking away all my will to fight. Passing in and out of consciousness I was trying to 
judge how far we were travelling and although it seemed like it was taking forever, it 
was probably just a couple of miles. Suddenly the car stopped I was relieved and 
looking forward to getting some fresh air. To my dismay nothing happened and the 
boot remained closed, all I could hear was men pacing up and down and talking. 
 
After what was an age the boot was opened, I felt the chilled night air and drew some 
deeply into my lungs. " Right Mr Artist chappie, out you pop” said one of the thugs 
mockingly. I manoeuvred my legs over the boot edge and stood up, only for my left 
leg to collapse and I fell into an untidy heap on the floor. "Careful with the 
gentleman’’ said a much more refined voice, “help him inside and let the Doc have a 
look at him. It looks like you bozos Have been a bit rough with him” with the hood 
still on I could only feel the resentment coming from the thugs. They did however 
treat me with great care and help me into what I can only assume was a building of 
some sort. Up some steps, though a door and along what I can only imagine was a 
corridor. In some considerable pain I was directed onto a chair to my great relief. 
 
I went to remove the tight cord of the hood, when I was stopped caringly by a pair of 
soft smooth hands. The hands gently loosen the cord and removed the hood. As I 
blinked, in the bright light of the room, I could smell the distinctive aroma of Chanel 
no 5 and as my vision was clearing she came into focus. I earlier described Mary as 
pretty, but the lady before me now, was as beautiful as you’ll ever meet and the 
warmth and empathy in in her eyes had to be seen to be believed. 
 
"Right Doc" the demanding voice said to the fascinating creature before me. "get him 
fixed up and I’ll be back in a couple of hours" and with that John (Numbers) McFaul 
left the room. I got to find out later that Numbers was the head of the East Barnet 
Mob and got his name from his former profession as an accountant. 



 

 

 
As the Doc started to examine my ankle, it was difficult to avert my eyes, in  other 
circumstances I’m sure my actions would have been different. I looked around the 
room and immediately noticed there were two bozos standing by the door insuring I 
wasn’t going to go anywhere. The room was more of a studio with a huge skylight, 
where I imagine the light during the day would make the room very bright.In one 
corner there were a number of easels and on a desk several  unopened parcels. 
 
On another wall was a bed and the area was made up as if it was a bedsit, 
 I was getting curious as to what the setup was all about. The pain from my ankle 
was easing and the Doc turned her attention to the rope-burn on my neck. I wanted to 
ask so many questions but felt it was more pertinent to bide my time and wait for 
them to make the next move. 
 
I didn’t have to wait long Numbers  entered the room and everybody fell silent. 
 
PART 4 

 
"Right Peter you need an explanation to why you were brought here, let me explain" 
there was warmth in Number’s words and I started to relax. "I understand you’ve 
been approached by the head of the New Cross Posse, Ray (Pirouette) Bagley and his 
goon, Basher Bruce. Well think of yourself as lucky we rescued you from their 
clutches. Pirouette has been known to use torture and other evil methods to get what 
he wants and on time, hence his other nickname Nut Cracker" 

 
Numbers continues to explain "We want you to do exactly the same thing for us. 
This studio will be your  home until the end of the month. You’ll be looked after by 
the Doc, who will cater for all your needs. She’s a great cook as well by the way, and 
she will provide anything, and I mean anything.”  
 
"All the tools and equipment you’ll need are here and your task is to reproduce the 
following paintings ... Going to the match ... Coming from the mill ... Man lying on a 
wall ... by the end of the month. My word is my bond,  so we will pay you 10% of 
what we sell them for. Looking to the future we understand you’re very good with 
Van Gogh. " 

 
Peter mused "Well  perhaps the situation is not as grim ..... 
 
 
 



 

 

 
PART 5 

 
Meanwhile in New Cross the Posse where not amused by the turn of events.  A great 
plan thoroughly messed up by their long term rivals East Barnet Mob was not 
something they were going to take lying down so, in The Phoenix, schemes were 
being hatched and mulled over to get revenge.  Being unacquainted with the criminal 
underground, Peter had never seen fit to disguise his social media presence or hide 
his personal details so it didn’t take long for some specific ideas to take shape to get 
even, or worse! 

 
Ray (Pirouette) Bagley was nothing if not shrewd.  If Peter was being held by East 
Barnet then the Mob were sure to employ his artistic skills so the paintings would be 
produced any way. No need they figured to disturb his work, only to monitor 
progress and lay plans to repossess the works when they had been finished, a scheme 
that would need to be as watertight as a naval submarine. 
 
Bernie, who kept a sharp IT brain under his pork pie hat was to do the social media 
spadework.  Bruce and Chas set to planning the heavy work with military precision 
and Numbers was to refresh his acquaintance with Peter’s old friend Letty for a bit 
more personal detail.  “No stone unturned fellas.  We don’t want the Barnet Boys to 
know what’s hit them so make it good”  Saying which he departed through the 
familiar bar door. 
 
 

PART 6 
 

So, I decided to check the equipment in the bedsit. Numbers had done his homework, 
on the walls, behind the easels, were three large photographs of the LS Lowry 
paintings. Various books about the artist were laid out on the coffee table, and in the 
parcels I found the paint and canvas were indeed the same as that used by Lowry in 
the 20s and 30s. No time like the present, I thought to myself, so I began to plan and 
set up my first attempt, ‘Going to the Match’, which Lowry had completed in 1928.   
 
Over the next few days, a sort of routine set in, I worked at an easel, Doc kept me 
well fed and watered and then I fell into bed exhausted. There was clearly a kitchen 
and other bedrooms somewhere else in the building, but I was confined to the studio 
and small bathroom.  
 
For most of the day, Doc or one of the two burly minders, Alf and Danny, as I found 
out, looked over me. When the minder left the room, Doc and I talked while I 



 

 

painted. Doc was actually Sharon, an ex-nurse and part-time model from St Albans.  
She had fallen under the influence of Numbers McFaul when he promised to 
promote her modelling career. This never happened.  
 
Occasionally I thought about trying to get away, but windows in the studio and the 
bathroom were frosted and locked down securely. Anyway, I was enjoying myself, 
recreating some great art, and hopefully gaining a wad of cash when the three 
pictures were sold. Remembering back to early 2020, I was thoroughly used to being 
in social isolation. This was better; this had the delights of Doc.   
 
After three weeks, I had finished two Lowrys, with the third, Man Lying on a Wall, 
well under way.  Well, when I say finished, I deliberately left some fine details to 
add later, by way of an insurance policy.  
 
It was at the beginning of the final week that Doc and I hatched a plan to escape and 
sell the Lowrys for ourselves. One had sold recently for £5.6m. Doc explained that 
the two minders were under strict orders from Numbers to keep the building locked 
at all times and Numbers didn’t trust her with a key. Once I’d finished Man Lying on 
a Wall, we would wait for when Alf came on duty (he had a soft spot for Doc). Doc 
would convince Alf to go out to the shops for food for a special final meal, this 
would allow time for the two of us to force the bathroom window. Doc would buy an 
Erbaur Multi-Tool from Screwfix to do the job.  She explained that the bathroom led 
to a flat roof, which in turn led to a back street. From there it would be a short walk 
to Doc’s car, and off to Marbella via the Channel tunnel where Doc was sure we 
would sell the Lowrys, to some acquaintances she’d met with Numbers in the past.  
Well that was the plan... 
 
 
PART 7 
 
We waited for Alf to relieve Danny, and Alf was duly charmed into Sharon being   
let off tea making duties to go to find the special meal (including a bottle of the 
Widow). 
I now waited for what seemed an inordinate length of time for her to return, when the 
door burst open and Numbers came bristling into the room.  “Where’s Doc” he 
demanded   “Isn’t she in the kitchen ?” I innocently replied.   With a smattering of 
expletives, he proceeded to inform me that  Danny had seen her in the street where 
she garaged her car, and  before she could drive away, had found that she was 
preparing to leave with the two Lowry paintings that I had completed hidden in the 
boot.   Needless to say, the paintings and Doc, were safely under lock  
and key. 
 



 

 

   My mind was in a whirl, apart from her telling me that somehow McFaul had let 
her down over a modelling career, I knew nothing about her.   It would seem that she  
had not divulged our plan – otherwise John would have used a different approach 
towards me -  so had she taken the paintings to sell abroad (which now seemed 
unlikely) or had the New Cross possie “persuaded”  her – to turn her allegiance in 
their direction. 
 
    Numbers returned, quite affable, and merely brought back the Match and the Mill 
Paintings, and said that when finished he could arrange some sales – and enter our 
next venture together (Van Goch?) 
 
PART 8 
 
  Across in the Phoenix, Ray, Bruce and Bernie were waiting with some anxiety, 
“Where is she?”  said Bernie “she should have been here hours ago, especially at the 

speed she goes in that Lotus - but I shouldn’t have trusted a woman By the way, Ray,  
what happened to Latty?”    Ray merely answered with shrug of his elegant 
shoulders.   Bernie then gloomily summed up the facts that East Barnet Mob now 
had  
the girl, the paintings, a studio, and the Forger (visiting sorry, artistic copyist), and 
they will now be forewarned of our possible visit 
      “O.K.” said the Pirouette, taking charge, “we go over there with our full 
complement of muscle, but since they would appear to hold all the cards, we will 
begin by suggesting.  an alternative, namely that we both share the services of the 
“Artist” and both take 50% of the profits – how each group uses that profit will be up 
to them” 

     With that, they drank up and left to do a little visiting.  “Remember. Comprise or 
Confrontation”  
 
  PART 9 
 

 “ Doc was obviously in league with the New Cross Posse” said Numbers after 
thinking for a while. “That means they might be making us a visit when she doesn't 
turn up. We better prepare for them.” 

“Alf, Danny go and get the shooters and fetch Charlie and Bert. We'll show them 
who's in charge. That New Cross gang won't know what hit them if they show up 
here.” 

I was ignored as the gang ran here and there, bringing in new mobsters and arming 
them selves with all sorts of weaponry.  
Trying to keep out of their way I  ambled to the kitchen passing the storeroom which 
was normally left open. I tried the door but it was locked and I could hear shuffling 



 

 

inside. So this is where they are holding Doc. I turned the key which had been left in 
the lock and found her tied up in the corner. 
“Don't let them hurt me” she sobbed. 
I went up to her and untied her hands. She looked up at me with tears in her eyes and 
although she had seemed to double cross everyone including me, I felt sorry for her. 
As I held her in my arms an idea came to me. Perhaps we could still escape through 
the bathroom window whilst the gangs were fighting each other. 
Her face lit up as I suggested it to her and she mentioned that she still had the  Erbaur  
Multi-tool in the kitchen and as a bonus the Lowry painting had also been left in the 
storeroom. 
So we hatched a plan. As soon as the New Cross posse arrived and the fighting 
began, under cover of the noise we would escape through the bathroom window 
taking the paintings with us. 
I left her in the storeroom and went back to see what was happening. The gang were 
all standing around , looking a bit apprehensive as they knew the New Cross posse 
were a tough bunch and the “nut crusher” didn't get his name for nothing. 
“You stay out of the way” Numbers said to me, “We don't want you to damage your 
hands now, do we?” The others  gave a forced laugh. 
“There's a couple of cars pulled up across the road” said Alf who was on look-out 
duty, “and men are piling out of them.” 

I moved towards the kitchen as there came a loud knock on the door. 
“Who is it.” said Numbers in a confident voice. 
By now I had reached the store and opened it so Doc could creep to the bathroom 
with me. She clutched the paintings to her as she moved silently. 
We entered the bathroom together. The silence only to be broken by the voice of 
Danny.  “Heh! What's going on here?     
 
 
PART 10: The Finale 

 
Lettie had also decided to lay low for a while. This was as a direct result of a very 
malicious and not quite random arson attack on her showroom. That was followed by 
equally malicious and anonymous messages directly threatening her health and well 
being. It was time for a quiet retreat into the leafy glades of Surrey for a while. The 
showroom was covered by insurance but although she also had a BUPA health 
insurance she was nonetheless very attached to all her body parts and was anxious 
that they remained undisturbed. After 3 weeks of rest and solitude however a knock 
on the door would show that this was not a situation that she could just hide away 
from. Her visitor was not however an east london gangster but a smartly dressed man 
with fading hair and a rather brusque manner. He was accompanied by a somewhat 
younger man, not quite so well dressed and with a fading North East accent. 



 

 

"Good morning Madam, I am Chief Inspector Moose and this is my colleague 
Detective Sergeant Lois".  
"We would like to talk to you about a recent case of arson on your london gallery".  
Lettie stood looking a little worried and a little flummoxed. What on earth could the 
police want regarding a minor arson offence at this stage?  
"Is it really urgent?", she stalled, "I am rather busy just at this moment". Moose stood 
his ground and looked around the neatly furnished room before him There were 
cushions on the floor, a pile of magazines strewn about and a half drunk glass of 
wine on the table. Just the one glass he noted. 
"There have been some developments in the investigation into the gallery fire which 
suggest that it may be more than the local hooligans having fun on a Friday night!". 
"However if you are too busy to talk to us at the moment we could defer the inquiry 
until we make certain connections, but then it might be necessary to ask you to come 
into the station to continue my inquiries". This was said calmly and politely but with 
just a little hint of a veiled threat. 
Lettie hesitated but then decided it might be wise to cooperate at least initially with 
this supercilious policeman. After all if things did start to get tricky she could always 
defer at that time. 
"But of course", she smiled and waved them into the lounge. 
 
“During the forensic evaluation of your art gallery a partial fingerprint was 
discovered that matches with a known criminal”. “Now on its own it’s not enough to 
prove that he was directly involved in the arson, but we think it very likely”. 
“That’s interesting but I fail to see where I can help”. 
“If a notorious villain decides to attack your business, there must be a reason” Moose 
offered. When Lettie merely shrugged, Morse continued, “ Do you have connections 
with the criminal underworld Miss er Cray  thorne?” Moose seemed to take great 
delight in introducing a pause in the middle of her surname. 
Now, Lettie was a shrewd operator but she realized that some of the business that 
passed through her gallery was if not criminal, certainly a little dodgy and the last 
thing she needed right now would be for this bastard to start digging too deeply.  If 
she continued to deny any knowledge then she would become a suspect herself. 
“Well, I was approached by a prospective client to provide a reproduction of  a 
Lowry painting, but I was unable to help as the artist that I have used in the past had 
moved away and I could not contact him”. 
“And the name of this prospective client was…….” Moose prompted. 
“John McFaul”, there it was done and the thug deserved everything that was coming 
to him! 
“Thank you Miss Craythorne, we will be in touch…...er  please let us know if you 
plan to go anywhere”. 
And with that the two officers left. 



 

 

As they got to their car, Lois’s phone rang and after a brief exchange Lois announced 
to his boss that “The station has just launched a big operation to deal with an armed 
altercation in East Barnet”. 
“Isn’t that where are friend McFaul  hangs out?,  Lets go!” 
 
Back at East Barnet, things had escalated dramatically. Shots had been fired and one 
window  had been smashed in. 
“Jesus, cried Danny,  what the hell...”, and immediately lost interest in Peter and 
Doc.  
 
“Right, this could be our only chance, where’s that Erbau thingee?   Lets get out of 
here!” 
 
The window catch was swiftly detached from its mounting and Peter gently eased the 
window against its rusty hinges  until it opened.  
“Out you go Doc, quick as you can”. 
Peter followed clutching the two paintings, these could still be used if we get out of 
here alive he thought.  They climbed down a drain pipe into a dirty alley and Peter 
and Doc disappeared into the sunset. As they left the scene sirens could be heard 
approaching. 
 
 
 
 
The End ( thank god! ) 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 


