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            To my darling wife Fiona. I would not be where I am today without your love and support for over thirty years. Together we have achieved so much, not least our two amazing children. As the best mother-in-law in the world would say, ‘Two good heads.’
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            INTRODUCTION

         

         I am sitting in the drawing room of a Mayfair mansion, admiring its splendour. The house covers over 11,000 square feet and has seven floors, a lift and a roof garden. The agent’s brochure described it as ‘the best townhouse in the best location in Mayfair; a grand, double-fronted house with beautifully proportioned accommodation’.

         Eustace Balfour, the Grosvenor Estate’s architect in residence, designed the house in 1891. It is a handsome corner building of soft, red Suffolk brick with Portland stone dressings and wrought iron railings. It was previously occupied by a baronet, a knight, an earl and at least one lord, and here I am – Peter Cruddas, the son of a meat market porter and an office cleaner, brought up on a Hackney council estate and whose first job was a milkman.

         The Evening Standard reported on 17 May 2016:

         
            Leading City Brexit campaigner Peter Cruddas has splashed out on a £42 million Mayfair mansion … The former Tory party co-treasurer … paid cash for the seven-storey Victorian residence near Park Lane last month, according to property sources.

            [His] new home is one of the most imposing properties in the central London neighbourhood that has become known as xivthe Qatari Quarter, due to the large number of buyers from the emirate.

            As well as the purchase price, Mr Cruddas, 62, faces a stamp duty bill of almost £5 million.

         

         I am in a relaxed mood. I have just spent Christmas at Claridge’s Hotel with my family, followed by a week skiing in St Moritz including a big New Year’s Eve party at the Badrutt’s Palace Hotel.

         I left Shoreditch Comprehensive School in 1969 at the age of fifteen without any qualifications. My two brothers – John, who is six years older, and Stephen, my twin – ended up as taxi drivers. My dad, John (Jack) Cruddas, a Geordie from South Shields, was an alcoholic. He drank up to twenty-five pints of Guinness and a bottle of rum a day. Mum would get up at 5 a.m. to clean offices in the City and I would often help her out.

         Sometimes I have to pinch myself when I think about where I have come from and what my life is today. It has been an epic journey from milkman to Mayfair – and along the way I was often asked to write a book, as so many friends and colleagues wanted to know how I turned a £10,000 company into a £1 billion business. I resisted for many years, but when the time felt right, I knew I wanted to tell the story myself, in my own words.

         I decided against using a ghost-writer for this book, and the words you read now are all mine, apart from the quotes. Once I started writing, I could not stop: the words and thoughts kept flooding out. I wrote 90,000 words in ninety days and I enjoyed the experience very much.

         I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing it.

      

   


   
      
         
1
            Chapter 1

            GROWING UP

         

         My name is Peter Andrew Cruddas. I was born on 30 September 1953 and I was raised on a Hackney council estate. I did not go to university, I left school at fifteen without any qualifications. In 1989 I founded CMC Markets with £10,000. At its peak, CMC was worth in excess of £1.5 billion. I did it without borrowing any money and without any outside investors. I not only created a billion-pound company, but at the same time, I invented an industry – online trading – when I launched Europe’s first online retail trading platform in 1996.

         This is the story of my journey from humble beginnings to billionaire status, dining with royals, attending the wedding of William and Kate at Westminster Abbey, having meetings with Prime Ministers at 10 Downing Street and a lot more besides. And to cap it all I am Lord Cruddas of Shoreditch, having been nominated for a peerage by the Prime Minister, Boris Johnson.

         I was born at 5.50 p.m. on a Wednesday – ten minutes after my twin brother Stephen – at the Salvation Army Mothers’ Hospital, Lower Clapton Road, east London. I had blond hair and blue eyes. Stephen had jet black hair and brown eyes.

         Thinking back to my early childhood, I remember sitting in a pushchair eating a loaf of bread that my mother had bought and 2being pushed around the streets. We lived at 85 Bracklyn Court in Hoxton. With my other brother John, there were five of us in this two-bedroom, ground-floor council flat with no central heating.

         Mum was a tough, hard-working lady who thought the world of her three boys. She brought all three of us up single-handed, getting in from her early morning cleaning job to get us our bowl of porridge and pack us off to school. I still love milky porridge to this day.

         My dad used to work early at Smithfield’s meat market and then in a pub, so he was never there, and he never bothered too much with us. So Mum had to do everything for us. She was our rock and another foundation for my success. But she was also very tough and wouldn’t back off from anybody, man or woman.

         I remember when I was about eleven years old, running home crying because a boy, five years older, had hit me. Her response was to kick me out of the door to go and hit the kid back. There was no sympathy, just anger that I hadn’t defended myself. So I ran back and hit the kid to get even. Mum said, ‘Well done, but don’t you come home here if you haven’t stood up for yourself.’ I have done so ever since.

         Thinking back, I realise that my mum may have had another motive for making me stand up for myself. I think she knew that one day there would be a major confrontation between myself and my dad. She was right.

         My dad was useless as a father. He was in the army during the Second World War and found comfort in drink. I often joked that my dad is famous – he invented binge drinking. He kept still drinking more or less to the day he died. In later years he loved to go to the local pub in the hand-me-down clothes I gave him. He 3would often turn up in a Giorgio Armani Black Label suit with a smart shirt and tie that I had given him after I had upgraded to the current season’s collection. I also gave him a pair of silver cufflinks to complete the look. Because he was so slim, due to heavy smoking and not eating, just drinking, he looked smart. I would say that he was the best-dressed alcoholic in Clacton.

         When I was young, he contributed little to family life. We never went to a restaurant as a family. We had the occasional holiday in a caravan in Ramsgate and at a Warners Holiday camp in Great Yarmouth. We used to send boxed kippers, which was apparently the local speciality, to relatives. But my dad’s idea of a family holiday was to drink all day and leave his wife and kids to get on with it. We barely knew his relatives as they lived in Newcastle.

         Living with my dad was a nightmare. There were always arguments between him, Mum and my brothers and me. It was like living in a war zone and, as we all got older, I think Mum knew that one day there would be a stand-off.

         It happened once between my dad and my older brother John. I don’t remember too much about the incident, other than John rushing to the pub where my dad worked – The Fox in Paul Street, Finsbury – and punching him in the face. Soon after, John left home.

         I have to laugh now, because another story springs to mind. One day there was a knock at the door of our council flat and some big bloke was asking for my dad.

         Mum said, ‘Why do you want to see him?’

         The man said, ‘Because your boy Peter just hit my son. I am not putting up with it. I am going to beat the shit out of your husband.’

         My mum said, ‘What’s that have to do with my husband?’4

         ‘Nothing, but it will teach your son a lesson if I beat up his dad.’ My dad was hiding in a back room in our flat and the man said, ‘If he does not come out, I will come back with a shotgun.’

         To that, my mum replied, ‘Go on then, get your shotgun and I will be waiting here with a great big machete to hit you with.’

         The man laughed and said, ‘Alright, missus, fair enough, let’s leave it then, but tell your son to leave my son alone,’ and he went on his way. Once the coast was clear Dad resurfaced, but he avoided his usual pub for about a month.

         The point is that Mum would stand up to anyone and everyone, she would not back down, and she instilled that in me.

         I have few memories of my early years, but I do remember Saturday morning pictures at the Carlton Cinema on Essex Road, Islington, which was always a must. I saved every penny during the week so I could buy some Butterkist popcorn and a Kia-Ora fruit juice. I was around five or six years old.

         Every October, Stephen and I used to go out collecting money for Bonfire Night fireworks, commonly known as ‘Penny for the Guy’. One night in October 1958, my five-year-old self was sitting on New North Road at the bridge that passes over the Regent’s Canal – it’s still there today. We had our handmade Guy figure made from an old shirt, trousers and socks, all stuffed with newspaper, and a hand-painted face on some cardboard.

         It must have been past our bedtime, because Stephen and I fell asleep next to our Guy. Mum was going frantic looking for us. Eventually, we were woken by passers-by who realised that we would otherwise have been there all night. When we got home, Mum calmed down and we went out again the next day to collect more money for fireworks. I still smile when I drive over that bridge on my way to the odd Arsenal football game.5

         It’s amazing to think that as five-year-olds we were allowed out without supervision and we crossed the busy New North Road on our own. How times have changed.

         I grew up in a household full of stories from my mum and dad about the war. Mum was sixteen when the war broke out and during the Blitz she often took her mother – my Nanny Grover – to Bank Underground Station from their home in Pitfield Street in Shoreditch while bombs were falling around them. She was not able to rush because Nanny was disabled and could not have kept up, and my mum was nearly killed more than once doing this. Ever since I was a baby, Nanny always used a walking stick supported by her elbow.

         Mum worked in a munitions factory in Staines, Middlesex, where she helped assemble torpedoes. Often the women would chalk ‘Bollocks to Hitler’ on the completed torpedoes and send them on their way.

         Mum always spoke highly of Sir Winston Churchill, who was a hero in our family. When Sir Winston died in January 1965, we had a day off school for the state funeral. My friend Eddie Hobbs and I jumped on a bus to Westminster to watch the procession. Eddie and I climbed up a lamp post as the horse-drawn carriage passed by. It was an amazing moment; I was eleven years old and yet I felt the need to go and see this amazing man’s funeral. I am glad I did because it is a vivid memory that I will cherish all my life.

         Another big memory from this period was England winning the World Cup in July 1966. What a day – I remember all the games and how great it was to see us win our first and, so far, our only World Cup. I watched it on TV and to this day I’ve felt the man of the match was Alan Ball. He was outstanding on the day, and he eventually played for Arsenal.6

         Around 1965, I joined the Boy Scouts with my oldest friends, theHill brothers – John, Roy and William. William became a bit of a celebrity as he played drums with Labi Siffre, who had a string of hits in the 1970s. He also played in shows like Hair and Jesus Christ Superstar. I remember he took us for a spin in his new Vauxhall Ventora three litre, and it was fast. That was my first experience of fast cars, and I was determined to get one when I got older. Not a Vauxhall Ventora but a Jaguar XJS, a Ferrari and a few Bentley Turbos – I love fast, powerful cars. I have owned around eight Bentleys, a Ferrari and two Porsches. My current car is a Rolls-Royce Wraith Black Badge – an amazing car, which I love.

         John Hill was my biggest friend as we were about the same age and we used to hang around a lot together. The Hills were considered the rich family in our block of flats because they had a corner shop just off Hoxton Market and they always seemed to have chocolate, sweets and pocket money. They often went on holiday to Spain; they had a cine camera and I have a short film of the four of us drinking some beer out of a cup we won in the Scouts. Their mum Dot was a superb pianist and often used to play and sing in their front room. They always had a Christmas party at their flat and they had lots of friends. To this day, we are all friends and John and I see each other two or three times a year, we have known each other for over sixty years.

         Joining the Scouts changed my life. Often, when speaking to budding entrepreneurs at universities, I’m asked whether I would be as successful as I am today if I had gone to university. My response is I do not know. But I do know that if I had not been in the Scouts, I would not be where I am today.

         I loved being in the Scouts. We met every Monday at the Hoxton Market Christian Mission, which John Hill tells me is a Greek 7restaurant now. It taught me life’s basic skills, like cooking, sewing, teamwork, competition and caring for others. It got me out of an unhappy home life and gave me a break. I used to love camping at Gilwell Park, Chingford, and entering camping competitions, hiking around the Surrey Hills and earning all the badges. I learnt to be a team leader when I was made patrol leader of my pack at the 5th Shoreditch troop.

         In July 1966, the borough selected me to represent the Scouts at a jamboree on Brownsea Island, Poole Harbour. I remember telling my parents I was going, and my dad said, ‘No you are not, we cannot afford it.’ However, 5th Shoreditch Scouts paid for it, so I still went. I remember fishing off the harbour wall and catching a small fish. It was an exciting moment.

         Thirty years later, I would see that same pier wall that I sat on as a boy when I was test-driving a Sunseeker 52-foot motorboat. We cruised right by the spot where I had been fishing, and it brought a lump to my throat. It had been an amazing journey, but I still remembered that day I caught my first fish as a small boy. I pointed it out to Fiona and the girls, and they could tell I was emotional – so emotional that I bought the bloody boat, which cost me a fortune.

         These lifelong memories from the Scouts are the reason I eventually started a charitable foundation. I initially wanted to give to charities that helped young people from disadvantaged backgrounds. I wanted to help others who had a similar upbringing to me and support organisations that provide a safety net for young people, help them see a different way of life, give them hope and direction, and help those without a stable home life to cope.

         I often advise university students that if you ever make it big, give to charity. It is the moral thing to do, but you also meet more top businesspeople through charity than you do through business. 8It is a great way to network and you are meeting like-minded, caring people. I once had dinner with Bill and Melinda Gates in London and I have had tea with the Prince of Wales at Clarence House. I was a trustee of the Prince’s Trust and chairman of Youth United, a charity that Prince Charles asked me to set up. Through this work, he invited me and Fiona to Prince William’s wedding at Westminster Abbey. If you watch the footage on YouTube, you can see me in the front row as William and Kate pass us by. Prince Charles nodded to me as he walked by. I also had dinner with the Queen and Prince Philip at a private dining room in Windsor Castle for ten people. I have to confess I was feeding the Corgis under the table with scraps off my plate.

         I remember in 2011 attending the launch of the National Citizen Service (NCS) at 10 Downing Street with the Prime Minister, David Cameron, where I was a guest of honour because I had been a founding donor, giving £50,000. This was the day after I had tea with Prince Charles. Prince Charles said the Prime Minister had been to see him about the NCS to update him on progress. He told me that he thought it was an interesting project and wondered if I was going to get involved, to which I responded, ‘Too late, sir, I am already a founder donor.’

         At the NCS launch, I was speaking to David Cameron, who was thanking me for my support. Then he mentioned that he had spoken to Prince Charles and wondered if the NCS could link up with the Prince’s Trust to attract more young people. The PM knew I was a trustee of the Prince’s Trust.

         My response was, ‘Yes, I know, Prime Minister; His Highness told me you had been in to see him and we both think it is a good idea.’ Cameron looked shocked: here I was informing the Prime 9Minister that the future King of England had told me about their meeting!

         He may have wondered who the hell I was to mix in such high circles. There was no breaching of confidentiality or protocol, just a passing comment from Prince Charles that came up in conversation over coffee at No. 10. I could not help marvelling that this boy off a Hackney council estate was having this type of conversation at 10 Downing Street. It felt like a seminal moment in my life and a reflection of how far I had come from my humble beginnings.

      

   


   
      
         
10
            Chapter 2

            THE WILL TO WIN

         

         My twin brother Stephen and I started at Thomas Fairchild School, Napier Grove, London N1 in September 1958, which was a few minutes’ walk from our council flat at 85 Bracklyn Court, Wimbourne Street. Apparently, this area is now a trendy part of Shoreditch and Hoxton and many private buyers have bought council flats there, but in my day, it was a shithole.

         Our flat was on the ground floor, next door to my mum’s disabled mother. Mum looked after Nanny every day and we often had our meals with her. She was a widow, a lovely old lady but she had no qualms about hitting us with her walking stick if we got too noisy.

         Mum would be out every morning cleaning offices, so we had to get ourselves up and ready for school. Once dressed, we had to pop next door to Nanny’s for our breakfast of toast and a big mug of milky tea with four teaspoons of sugar.

         However, I had one other task. Mum told me I had to put Nanny’s bloomers (knickers) on the end of her walking stick every morning so she could put them on under her dress and apron. Nanny could not bend over due to her disability, so she used to hook her bloomers on the end of her stick and somehow yank them up. I was never allowed to watch this. My role was to hook the bloomers on the stick and turn my back. Nanny had perfected 11it to a fine art and she never missed a leg. Once her bloomers were on, she could prepare our breakfast and the world could go on.

         Bracklyn Court was a typical brown-brick council estate, but it had a nice, green grass area where I could kick a football. I became a good footballer, playing for a few amateur teams and might have had a decent career in the game but I was worried about being seriously injured, as football in the 1970s was rough.

         I once received a nasty ankle injury playing for Edgware Town and was off work for two weeks. I could barely walk. The guy dived in feet first deliberately and almost broke my ankle. As I hobbled off, he told me he had been looking to nobble me all game and ‘got me good and proper’. I guess he did that because he thought I was a decent player. If I was useless, he would have had no need to do it unless he just fancied a punch-up. At that time, I already had my own house and I was worried about paying the mortgage and missing work, so I stopped playing at a higher level at twenty-two.

         I also did not enjoy amateur football because there were too many nasty comments and nasty people who were just looking for a fight, or to kick you off the pitch. Mostly, they were failed professional players who lacked the skill to make it at a higher level, so they survived on kicking people who could play a bit. All I wanted to do was enjoy the game and win – but it was not worth the risk.

         Edgware Town was quite a long way away from where I lived in Ilford and so I had a run-out for Walthamstow Avenue. However, that did not last long as it seemed you needed to be a big drinker to get anywhere. As I grew up with an alcoholic father, I have always been a moderate drinker and have seldom been in a pub over the last thirty years. Even to this day, it brings back too many bad memories.

         I left amateur football and played centre half for Brunswick 12Albion, a Sunday football team in the North London League. This was great fun as I played with my two brothers and we went a whole season undefeated. Stephen was goalkeeper and John was centre forward.

         One game at Hackney Marshes was a top-of-the-table clash. It was a close game. The ball came out to the edge of the penalty box and I let rip with my left foot (I am right-footed). The ball flew into the net from about 30 yards – it was a thunderbolt and the goalkeeper did not stand a chance.

         This was memorable because it won us the game, but also watching on the side of the pitch was Alan Hudson, the Chelsea and England midfield player. He just happened to be there watching some matches. As I ran towards him to celebrate, he shouted, ‘Great goal, mate.’ It was a bonus to the best goal I ever scored, as it was acknowledged by an England international.

         John and Stephen both say that I was an excellent player who should have tried to become professional. However, when you leave school at fifteen, you have to hit the ground running earning a living and you have no time to take chances. I was also going home and giving all my wages to Mum, who depended on me.

         I liked Thomas Fairchild School. We had a headmistress called Miss Perkins and a deputy headmaster called Mr Pedley. They prided themselves on never having administered the cane to anybody in over five years – although one or two of us came close.

         Stephen, myself and another boy called Alan Rowham were the cleverest kids in the school. Stephen was excellent at maths and went on to a grammar school, getting three maths A-levels – pure, applied and combined. Alan could not be bothered too much even though he was clever, and he ended up a scaffolder.

         I then went to Shoreditch Comprehensive School, on Falkirk 13Street, just off Hoxton Market. This might be a posh area now but one night during the winter when it was dark, I was chased through Hoxton Market by two kids with a sword who wanted to shove it where the sun doesn’t shine. That night I realised I could have been Olympic champion at sprinting from a standing start. Boy, I have never moved so fast. I was eleven years old, it was frightening, and after that, I made sure I never went out after dark – not around Hoxton anyway. Thankfully, they never caught me. Otherwise, you might not be reading this book.

         To this day, I feel disappointment and upset about Shoreditch Comprehensive School. It was a decent enough school but there were so many people. We had thirty-plus to a class and although I was in the top class we had to move from classroom to classroom for lessons. With over 1,000 pupils at the school, it was like coming out of a football stadium to change lessons.

         I wanted to go to a grammar school because I wanted to go to university. I was clearly bright enough but my mum wanted me to work as soon as possible and I was told that I could not go to a grammar school, as I would have to stay on until I was eighteen. To rub salt in the wound, Stephen was allowed to go to a grammar school – Parmiter’s, in Bethnal Green – presumably because he was perceived to be cleverer than I was. That might have been true, but I am the one with the Mayfair mansion.

         Stephen was probably academically smarter than me, but I was an all-rounder. I was good at everything including sport. I tended to be player of the year or school captain at nearly every sport in which I took part. Playing for Thomas Fairchild, we got to our first cup final in over twenty years but lost poorly four-nil in the final to Burbage College, who had many big lads playing for them. Even today, I am a three-handicap golfer and a half-decent skier.14

         I also had a winner’s instinct. If I came up against opponents better than me, I figured out a way to win.

         One incident springs to mind. It was a freezing January day in 1966 and the school coaches parked up at Hackney Marshes for two or three classes to have their compulsory sports afternoon. There were loads of us piled up in three coaches.

         Unfortunately, the grounds were covered in a foot of snow and the football pitches were all closed. So Mr Reynolds, our sports teacher, said, ‘Right, lads, kit on and run around the whole track for a cross-country run.’ That was around five miles to run, which did not go down too well, but off we set, freezing cold in our football boots and kit.

         It did not take long for my football teammates and me to get ahead of the no-hopers and soon there were about ten of us ahead of the pack. We carried on running but slowed down a bit once we were well clear. I said, ‘Lads, no need to kill ourselves as we’ll have to wait for the others when we get to the finish and stand around getting cold, so let’s just trot along and pace ourselves.’

         With about 500 yards to go, I said, ‘Look, lads, we’re all in the same football team and mates, let’s link arms and cross the line together. This is not a real race; we should be playing football and we’re only running around this frozen wasteland because the teachers couldn’t be bothered to take us back to school. They’re probably having a nice cup of tea in the warm while we are flogging ourselves to death out here.

         ‘I’ll give the word about 100 yards to go so we can link arms and cross the line together as a team.’

         So we all linked arms. But I made sure I was on the end, and with the winning line in sight I broke away and sprinted across the line to glorious applause from Mr Reynolds.15

         ‘Well done, Cruddas, that’s ten house points for you, the rest of you get changed and get on the coach.’

         The lads were angry but I just said, ‘Well, I decided to go for it at the last minute.’ Poor buggers never stood a chance.

         The will to win was ingrained. Another time, when I was living in Monaco, I was invited to play golf with three professionals at a nearby golf club, Royal Mougins, near Cannes. This time I knew I would have to play well to win, and I was determined they would not beat me. I am sure they were not in competition mode, but I was. The three of them shot seventy-six, seventy-seven and seventy-eight, but I shot seventy-five and beat them all off scratch.

         There was another professional I played with now and again, called Stefano Maio. In one year, we played three times and each time he got a hole in one. Three holes in one, in one year, at three different holes on the same course. I didn’t beat this guy – he was a great player.

         The professional at Royal Mougins Golf Club is David Berry, an Englishman who married a beautiful French girl, Sophie. I met my match in him, as I have never beaten him off scratch. He is a superb player and he once shot twenty-eight on the front nine and ten under par at Royal Mougins.

         There were more stories around my sporting ability and finding a way to win. However, what made it more enjoyable was that I was better at sport than my twin brother Stephen was.
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            Chapter 3

            THE BOY KEEPS COMING BACK FOR MORE

         

         Stephen and I used to play tennis on a Saturday morning on hard courts in a park off Pitfield Street. They are still there today although one of them is now a basketball court.

         We hired the court and would spend an hour whacking balls at each other. I always won and never held back in telling Stephen that I kicked his arse. Rightly, Stephen didn’t take too kindly to being called useless. I also wound him up no end asking him if he knew anybody that could play tennis to give me a decent game.

         As twins, Stephen and I would argue about everything. On the sports field, he just never knew when he was beaten, poor sod. He was a sucker for punishment. I remember one tennis match: as usual, I was winning and he hit a good shot, but it was clearly out and I called it out. He was not having any of it because he thought he had a chance of beating me. After all, I was only winning the match five games to love and forty-love up in the final game. When he turned around and bent over to pick up a ball, at that moment I fired another at him that hit him square in the crack of his arse.

         I could not have hit a better shot if I tried but he went ballistic and fired a ball back at me. When this missed by about 40 feet, 17which was good for him, he threw his racket at me and started chasing me around the court, yelling what he was going to do to me. As I was a better sportsman than him he never caught me, thank God, and after a couple of weeks he calmed down. But boy, he could get angry and I was not a calming influence. I always used to say, ‘Don’t worry about it, you can try and beat me at another sport to even things up.’

         So in sports, to his credit, he kept coming back for more. One time we were playing end-to-end football behind our flats. At the age of six, we all moved to 14 Vince Court, Brunswick Place. The flats are still there today, behind the fire station in Great Eastern Street, just off the Old Street roundabout. As usual, I was beating him and I was getting bored. When he hit a wayward shot towards my goal, the ball disappeared behind some garages. I went after the ball, got it and hid behind a wall. I could hear him saying, ‘I know what you’re doing – you’re hiding, waiting for me to come and find you,’ but I said nothing.

         After a few minutes, he could not resist and had to see where I was. As he approached, I could hear his footsteps and when I thought he was near enough I reappeared and lobbed the ball over his head and into an empty goal.

         He was furious but I was lying on the ground laughing. However, I had to get up quickly because he came charging towards me ready to kick the shit out of me. Ah, brotherly love. I ran off with my sides splitting. I just loved winding him up, especially because he never knew when he was beaten.

         On the rare occasions when he caught me, I perfected an arm lock technique to stop him hitting me – pinning his arm behind his back, using my arm to lock behind his neck. I would hold him in that position until he calmed down, which was usually three or 18four minutes. No matter how hard he tried, he could not break out of the arm lock. I learnt it from watching Les Kellett, a wrestler who was on the TV every Saturday afternoon.

         Stephen also liked to kick, and I nullified this by putting my foot across his shin so the harder he kicked the more it hurt him and not me.

         Once I had perfected all these techniques, I was free to wind him up even more. To make matters worse, I also sang various tunes to taunt him, and I learnt to squawk like a bird – that drove him crazy. Often, I would squawk, ‘Just because you’re losing nah-nah-nah-nah.’ I taught all my children the squawk over the years. Unfortunately, when I had my teeth straightened, I could no longer squawk but I had perfected it over forty years and my kids loved it. Well, I think they did.

         Stephen married his childhood sweetheart Susan Robinson. They were married for forty-five years and have three children. But unfortunately, Susan died of cancer in 2020 at the young age of sixty-seven. Stephen never went on to university, which was a shame, as he was bright enough. My mum was also disappointed because she felt that when Stephen met Susan, he lost interest in school and just wanted to get married and settle down. By this time, she realised that she had sent the wrong son to grammar school because she could see that I was a harder worker with more ambition.

         I have always regretted missing out on the university experience, having wanted to go since I was at primary school, but I was denied the opportunity as my family couldn’t afford it. So it was a proud moment when I was awarded a doctorate from Loughborough University and an even prouder moment when I was awarded a full master’s degree from Oxford University. This was possible as 19I am a fellow of Harris Manchester College and a member of the governing body. Receiving these educational awards alongside my peerage meant so much to me and my family. Mum would be very proud.

         Stephen ended up being a quantity surveyor. His party piece would be to say, ‘I know how many O-levels I have – one for every month of the year. I know how many A-levels I have – one for every season of the year.’ He used to like winding me up over the school he went to and the qualifications he had. Who can blame him as he suffered years of abuse from me on the sports field and I was always the first to point out his shortcomings. Later Stephen moved from being a surveyor to being a black cab driver as my older brother John was doing this job and making more money than Stephen.
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            Chapter 4

            THE SADDEST DAY OF MY LIFE

         

         Stephen was close to our mum. He was holding her hand when she died, and I felt he was lucky to have been with her at that time. He deserved to be with her as she was probably closer to him than I was, although Mum was also close to John. She loved us all equally but John and Stephen spent more time with her, primarily because I was living in Monaco. But I am grateful that Stephen was with her when she died. John arrived at the hospital less than an hour later.

         Mum’s death was sudden in a way. She clearly had symptoms of lung cancer, coughing up blood and feeling breathless, but she never told us about any of this. She did once say that she was coughing up blood, but this was because she had burnt the back of her throat eating a hot roast potato and she would be fine. I wish I had paid more attention to this at the time but whenever I pushed Mum on it she said, ‘Stop fussing, there is nothing wrong, I’m fine.’

         Mum started smoking when she was eighteen and stopped when she was seventy. But she was also smoking my dad’s cigarettes passively. He could easily get through three packs a day along with the bottle of rum and twenty-five pints of Guinness.

         Mum went into hospital in October 2001 when her breathing 21became bad and within a few weeks, she was dead. She just ignored it too long for doctors to be able to do anything for her. She said, ‘You don’t want to go to the doctor at my age as you never know what they will find.’ I am the complete opposite because of this. I have a top-to-bottom check-up every year.

         I remember spending an entire evening with Mum in the hospital – just her and me. She knew she was in deep trouble, although still not letting us know the full extent of her illness and her concerns. She was always trying to be tough and show the world that she could stand up to anything.

         That evening, we had a nice time together talking about old times and we exchanged some loving words. This was the night she told me she loved me, and it meant a lot but it did not change anything, I just said, ‘I know, Mum, and I’ve always known.’

         I knew she loved me, but she wasn’t able to tell me. We also spoke a bit about why I wasn’t allowed to go to grammar school and she admitted that she held me back because she wanted me to work and bring in some money. Times were desperate and she felt bad about not sending me to the school I wanted to go to. But I played it down due to her illness, joking, ‘Thank God you didn’t send me to grammar school otherwise I might not be where I am today.’

         We laughed a lot that night. I sat on her bed, held her hand, and told her that she had been an amazing mum to all three of her sons and that none of us would have changed anything.

         We joked about her organ playing. Mum used to play ‘Spanish Eyes’ on her electric organ with background music. No matter how hard she tried, it was awful and whenever I hear ‘Spanish Eyes’ now I smile. It reminds me so much of her and the funny times we had listening to her play it. She thought she was good but, on this 22night, we laughed about her organ playing and how it sent my dad to an early grave.

         This was the last time I saw my mum alive. Although I was not there at her death – I could not get to the hospital in time – I cherish the last moments we had together. Being honest with each other, declaring our love for each other and saying thank you for all that we had done for each other.

         I rarely visit Mum’s grave. She was cremated at Weeley Crematorium near Clacton and there is a small plaque with her name on it next to a bush we planted. I feel that where her ashes were scattered is a cold place and I do not feel her presence when I go there. Stephen and John visit every year but I have many memories of my mum that I will cherish and I know she is up there watching over me. Also because of our last night together, I feel we parted on loving terms and said everything we needed to say to each other.

         I bought Mum a bungalow in Clacton. She liked it there and she chose to live there, and she was near to her sister, my Aunt Jean. Mum lived with my dad until he died in January 1990 of cancer of the oesophagus.

         Mum and I shared lots of times together when I took on many of the household responsibilities when I lived at home with her. Before I got married, I helped Mum with bills and dealing with the council. I even talked to her about divorcing my dad and what it would have meant for the family and whether she would be able to keep the council flat we lived in.

         When I was young and way before I was married, Mum leant on me a lot to help her if times were tough, financially and emotionally. We had a great and loving bond.
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            Chapter 5

            THE FASTEST VACUUM CLEANER IN THE EAST

         

         My first full-time job, at fifteen, was with Western Union, the telegram and payments company. After I got through my probation period, I was put on the shift system. One shift involved two weeks of nights that started at 4 p.m. and ended at 6 a.m. the next day, fourteen hours non-stop. I would work this shift Monday, Wednesday and Friday the first week, and Tuesday and Thursday the following week. It was a long shift but at least you got plenty of days off to relax in between.

         If work was quiet, the supervisor would let people on the night shift go home early and the first people to be invited to leave early were those on the fourteen-hour shift. Once I was offered the chance to leave at 3 a.m. because it was quiet and the big rush from the previous night was over. But I refused, as I wanted to meet my mum at 6 a.m. to help her with her cleaning.

         On another occasion, we met up around Liverpool Street as Western Union’s offices were in Great Winchester Street, just off London Wall behind the Deutsche Bank building. We walked over to the offices that are above Boots the Opticians in Bishopsgate – the branch opposite Heron Tower on the corner of Camomile Street. Mum and I cleaned the offices. I emptied the bins and did 24 the hoovering while she went around dusting. This was around August 1969. I had just started the night shift with Western Union and I was nearly sixteen years old.

         She was so grateful for this support and help even if I was tired after my fourteen-hour shift. It created a bond between us because this was the first time Mum had been truly supported by a man. Her father had died when she was a child and my dad was a liability, not an asset. But I helped her and at the end of the week, I gave her all my wages from Western Union.

         I loved helping my mum. She deserved all the help she could get. She was married to an abusive alcoholic; she was looking after her own mum; and she was getting up early every day to clean offices. I thought it was the least I could do.

         I often pass that branch of Boots in Bishopsgate and look up at the offices I used to clean and smile. But I also feel sad because that was where Mum and I worked together and had the odd laugh when she was still alive.

         I cleaned many other offices around Finsbury Circus and Moorgate. I helped my mum for about three years until Western Union made me redundant when I was eighteen. One office I used to clean was 2 London Wall Buildings, where, ironically, twenty-one years later I would start my own company.
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            Chapter 6

            I WAS MADE AN OFFER THAT MUM COULD REFUSE

         

         My first job was as a milkman. I was just fifteen years old, still at school, just, and madly in love with my first girlfriend, Susan Hunt. Susan was an arts student at Goldsmiths College and a bit of a lefty so it was never going to work, but for a time we thought we would be married with kids. Ah, the optimism of youth.

         Susan’s brother-in-law John Smith worked for Express Dairies. He offered me a job helping him deliver milk while he was collecting the money from customers over the weekends, his busy period. I usually worked Saturday and Sunday mornings, rising at 5 a.m. to meet John at Express Dairies at 6 a.m. at the back of Paul Street, Finsbury, east London. I loved the job and did it for around six months until I got a full-time job.

         Mum always made it clear to my brothers and me that we were expected to go to work as early as possible and bring home some money. Her plan would have worked perfectly if we had all been halfwits but John, Stephen and I were all clever. Stephen got his three A-levels and today I am a member of Mensa with an IQ of 155.

         John was a bit unlucky as he contracted rheumatic fever at 26 fourteen and missed a crucial year of schooling at home recovering. He went to work at Smithfield Meat Market at fifteen because he was so far behind the other boys. He did have home tutoring but, without the day-to-day bustle of school, he lost interest. Thankfully, he got through the illness.

         When I got to fifteen, Mum said it was time for me to work. In Easter 1969, I left Shoreditch Comprehensive, picked up the Evening Standard and got an interview with Western Union to become a teleprinter operator. It was a random job search, but it would have major repercussions for my future career. It gave me a skill that I could use to get into banking and ultimately the financial markets.

         I learnt to type and started on the night shift at Western Union, typing telegrams and sending them on ticker tape all around the world. Today, I can touch-type over eighty words a minute. It’s a great skill to have and I used it to write (type) this book.

         However, before I started at Western Union, I got a message to call my old biology teacher. Dr Baker had previously been a doctor working in Harley Street. He used to tell us he looked after Ginger Rogers. We didn’t know who the hell he was talking about, but when I told my mum, she said Ginger Rogers was a big movie star, the famous dance partner of Fred Astaire.

         Anyway, I called Dr Baker. He asked me why I had left school and I said my mum told me to and I needed to earn some money. He asked me how much I was earning, which was seven pounds and eight shillings. I was shocked and flabbergasted when he offered me a job in the school’s biology department as a laboratory assistant on the same money. His condition was that I would stay on to take my O- and A-levels while working part-time in his department. Dr Baker made it clear that I was one of his and 27 the school’s brightest pupils. He said I was A-level material and it would be a waste to leave school early.

         I was over the moon at the offer. I was going to be paid to go to school and I could not wait to tell my mum. I thought Mum would be happy, but she wasn’t. She said that I had left school, I had a job and I should just get on with it. So, I called Dr Baker back, told him I could not accept the offer and thanked him. Then I took up the job at Western Union.

         Though Dr Baker was a successful and wealthy Harley Street doctor, when he retired early, he decided to teach poor kids to give something back to society. I found out that two of my classmates became doctors and he paid for all their medical fees and education. I wasn’t sure how the school would have paid me to stay on, but I suspect the money would have come out of Dr Baker’s own pocket. I will never know.

         He was a great man who wanted to help me because he saw potential. I do not regret refusing his offer because I do not know where it would have led me. But I wish I could have thanked him for his confidence and belief in me.
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            Chapter 7

            THE LONG-AWAITED CONFRONTATION

         

         As soon as I started work, it gave me a sense of control over my own life and destiny. I was earning money, and I was contributing to the household by paying for my keep. I had a girlfriend and I bought my first car, a peacock blue Vauxhall Viva. Not exactly a Ventora like William Hill’s but my pride and joy.

         I also had respect from my employers, who gave me good wage rises because they saw me as a hard worker and good at my job. I was very skilful at typing and sending long messages without error for hours on end and my colleagues liked me. Things felt like they were moving in the right direction – except at home, which was still like a war zone.

         Now I was one of the breadwinners at home, I started to stand up to my dad more. I felt compelled to help my mum and not sit back and take the shit that my dad dished out daily.

         As a schoolchild, I felt my dad was still the man of the house and that, because of his volatile temper and his addiction to alcohol, we all feared him. But as I got older, he continued to drink and smoke and became weaker.

         Then in the autumn of 1970, when I was seventeen years old, there was a major confrontation between my dad and myself. One 29 afternoon, after he had his nap in the chair by the fireplace, I confronted him for hitting my mum. I told him to leave her alone and I said that if he hit her again, then he would have me to deal with.

         I was 6 foot and skinny but a fit and sporting young man who had been in a few scraps already. But I had never confronted a man.

         My dad’s reaction was ‘Oh yeah? What you going to fucking do about it?’ and as he rose to confront me, I smashed him full in the face and splattered his nose with an explosion of blood that went everywhere.

         It broke his nose instantly – I heard it break. I knocked him spark out and he fell back into the chair. My mum was screaming. As he lay there groaning, I bent over him and said, ‘If you lay one more finger on Mum the next time will be your last.’

         My dad lay in the chair for about thirty minutes as he recovered, holding a tea towel to his face as the blood poured out. I stayed in the room with my mum, as I was concerned he would blame her for what had happened.

         Then Mum told him to go to the hospital, which he did, and I didn’t see him until the next day. When I did see him, his eyes were black and blue, and he had a support plaster and plate across his nose. He looked like he had done a few rounds with Muhammad Ali.

         He was in no fit state to be confrontational. But he must have had a few brandies to give him strength because he said, ‘You only got me because I was in the chair getting up.’

         I said, ‘Well, if you want to have a go now, then go for it. But this time, I won’t stop with one punch. I’ll make sure you are well and truly hammered.’

         He backed off and left the room and he never laid another finger on my mum, nor confronted me again. The power had shifted in 30 the house and I was in charge. I was bringing in money, my dad was in fear of me and I felt great because, for the first time, I could protect my mum. My dad knew that if he tried anything, he would have me to contend with and even if he got in a few punches, he knew he would come off worst. He knew I would not back down.

         I remember this whole scene as if it were yesterday. I have often described it as the best and worst event in my life because even though I had little respect for my dad he was still my dad and I didn’t want to be fighting with him. It was horrible, but at least Mum could relax a bit knowing that if he ever touched her, I would sort him out and he was in for a good pasting.

         Looking back many years later, I think Mum knew that one day I would have to confront my dad and that is why she always pushed me hard to stand up for myself and never back down. I am grateful she did because I carried that toughness into my business career.
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            Chapter 8

            MY BIG BREAK

         

         Life at Western Union was tough. It was a good company, but it knew how to work its staff hard. We had to clock in and out daily to make sure we did the hours.

         There was a massive floor of teleprinters and telex machines and there were rows of us typing out messages all day and night. In those days, most of the typing was done on heavy metal tape machines without a screen. When you typed the messages, it punched holes in a ticker tape.

         As well as learning to type, I had to learn to read the holes in the ticker tape to see if I had made any mistakes. I can still do it today, although there is no use for it.

         Western Union was a good first job because it made me realise that, if I worked hard, I would get recognition and more money. Like the Boy Scouts, it gave structure to my life and a purpose.

         One afternoon on the late shift (2 p.m. to 10 p.m.) I was teamed up with an ex-military person who was lazy. We took turns every thirty minutes, typing messages then switching to tear off messages that came in through the receiving teleprinter. When a message came in, we checked it for spelling mistakes and checked the word count in the preamble of the message. Then we had to put it in the 32 conveyor belt to be distributed to the telephone or post department so it could be sent off to the recipient.

         Receiving messages was the easy part of the job because it wasn’t always busy and there was no typing involved, just reading the messages as they came through, time-stamping them and sending them on their way. It was meant to be a contrast: typing non-stop for thirty minutes then relaxing for thirty minutes ready for the next typing stint.

         On one shift, whenever it was my turn to type messages there was always a backlog of messages to be sent, left by the ex-military person. Whereas I could send one message a minute, he would send a message every five minutes. So I said to him, ‘Look, you sit there receiving messages and I will send them because it’s too much hard work to catch up with your slow work.’

         He said, ‘Let me give you some advice: slow down and stop making me look like a lazy bastard.’

         I said, ‘Well, there is an alternative. You could work a bit harder and then you will stop making yourself look like a lazy bastard.’

         Anyway, I stayed typing the messages and let him sit back and relax. It made life easy for him, but it meant there was never a backlog of his work that I had to catch up on. On this day, I cleared the backlog and I got the supervisor to give me another machine, which he put next to mine so I could help the bloke sitting beside me, who was sending messages to another location.

         The person next to me wasn’t lazy, he was just inundated with work and so I helped him out. I was flat out for three hours typing and sending messages from two terminals and I helped clear a massive backlog of messages in record time.

         Following that day, I was given the best wage rise of anybody in the company. I got double the amount and I was destined for great things.

         33 However, unfortunately, at the age of eighteen, the company made me redundant along with a third of the workforce. This was actually a blessing in disguise because I ended up being a telex operator in a bank dealing room, which set me on my path to becoming a trader and subsequently setting up my own company.

         Since I started work in 1969, I have always been able to make money one way or another. Starting at Western Union was the beginning of making decent money. In those first years, whatever I earned I handed over to Mum on a Friday evening along with my payslip. She would hand me back pocket money to live on for the week. As I was living under her roof, I thought this was fair.

         One day, after I had qualified as a full-blown teleprinter operator, I did my first bit of overtime at Western Union and they put me on the wrong overtime rate. Instead of receiving double, I got something like four times the hourly rate.

         Call me old-fashioned, but I decided to keep my head down and do as much overtime as possible. I was raking it in and I wondered how long it would last. After about four months, an old manager called Mr Nancarrow called me over for a word in my ear.

         I knew what was coming. He said, ‘Have you noticed your wages have been very high lately?’

         I surprised him with my answer, ‘Yes, Mr Nancarrow, I have noticed that but that’s because I have been working hard and doing lots of overtime and the overtime rate is higher than the normal rate. I was going to ask you for more overtime tonight. I love earning that extra money, as I want to buy my mum a washing machine, as she has to wash everything by hand. I am also helping to pay for my brother to stay on at school.’

         I thought, ‘I will have this bloke in tears at any moment.’

         However, he looked at me, smiled and said, ‘Don’t get smart 34 with me, Sonny Jim. Now be off with you and next time you do overtime, you will be on normal rate. You cheeky little bastard.’

         I cut back on my overtime after this. They only noticed it after they had to give me holiday pay. I knew I should have worked my holidays.

         I left Western Union at eighteen with one skill, the ability to type very fast. I got a job at International Marine Banking, 40 Basinghall Street, in the telex department.

         I had to demonstrate my typing skills to the head of the telex department, Paul Beatty. Paul was a smart person who had me up a ladder fitting a weatherboard at his house in Sidcup after he tried to sell it. Anyway, at the interview I was horrified to see they had the latest telex machines with screens and four-bank keyboards – not a ticker tape in sight. I had trained on a three-bank keyboard with all the numbers on the top row. The new machines had the numbers separately, which sounds easier, and it made sense that telex machines and typewriters should have the same keyboards, but I was not used to it.

         I was nervous, as I was a speed typist, often typing faster than I could read the text as the fingers get into a rhythm, but I thought, ‘Well, typing is typing so it shouldn’t be that difficult.’

         Paul told me to have a warm-up first to get used to the four-bank keys. So, I started typing ‘now is the time for all good men to come to the aid of the party’, which thankfully was all letters and no figures. But the test was a complete disaster as I kept forgetting that the figures were on separate keys – my test results were a mess.

         However, Paul was an ex-Western Union man. He knew that I had been well trained, and he gave me the job based on my warm-up, not on the actual test. Phew – that was a close call because International Marine Banking was to be my big break.
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            Chapter 9

            A NEW ROAD OPENS
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