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            Foreword

         

         
            My name is Reg Pippet. I have always loved music for as long as I can remember. I recall listening to Radio Luxemburg when the DJ introduced The Beatles for the very first time. Then along came The Rolling Stones who just blew me away. They were my idols from that day on. To be honest, you were spoilt for choice in those days, with so many great bands and solo artists appearing on the scene. I would have loved to have been a part of it, but my big problem was I had not quite mastered the guitar so I did the next best thing: I started driving a local band around in the early 1970s.

            In September 1975 I decided to travel. My first port of call was Singapore and Malaya where I stayed for three weeks visiting the places I remembered as a child before heading off to Australia and New Zealand. I returned home in June 1976. In December 1978 I flew back to New Zealand, returning April 1979.

            During the late 1980’s and early 1990’s rumours started circulating in various books that Brian Jones ‘The Founding Member’ of The Rolling Stones had not just simply drowned while under the influence of alcohol and drugs as first reported. There had been a cover up into what really happened that night. A far cry from the statement given to the press courtesy of ‘Mr Fix-It’ Tom Keylock when they arrived at Cotchford farm. In June 1993 after meeting Tom Keylock and Frank Thorogood, my suspicions that both men were guilty in some way of Brain’s sad demise were confirmed.

            During that same year I met Art Wood, (founder of the ‘Artwoods’) and his wife Angie, and became firm friends. I was offered the job of looking after Art, which I gladly accepted, driving him to gigs and various other functions. In 2000, while still managing Art, I was also involved with Geno Washington and soul ‘Legend’ Eddie Floyd. x

            As the years went by my interest began to fade into what really happened to Brian Jones. But! all was not lost. For in 2013 a book entitled ‘The Final Truth’ was published giving a more in-depth and detailed step-by step account of the tragedy and the repercussions that followed. At last, the truth was finally beginning to emerge after so much speculation. This was all down to one man’s extensive research. So, my sincere thanks to Paul Spendel, for renewing my faith and giving me the inspiration to continue searching, which took me down a different path.

            In 2017 I was fortunate enough to meet Norman Pilcher and Nigel Lilley and having met them, I was intrigued. I wanted to know what had happened, and what they had been up against. For it paints a very different picture from what you were lead to believe in the articles written about them. Where you could be forgiven getting embroiled in the media frenzy and taken what had been written at the time as gospel.

            Meeting Norman and Nigel changed everything for me.

            Being asked to write the forward to this personal account of crime and corruption, is both an honour and a privilege for me.

            This is a story which both Norman and Nigel have wanted to tell for years, where ‘Truth is stranger than Fiction’. This is a true account of what really happened in London’s Metropolitan Police Force in the 1960s and 1970s. The drugs, the lies, the corruption and, worst of all, how they were set up and sent to prison for a crime they did not commit. Betrayed by those at the top, the very people who were there to protect them. I am proud to count Norman and Nigel as my friends and I hope you will enjoy learning from them as I have done.

            
                

            

            — Reg Pippet

         

      

   


   
      
         
            “We were known as The Whispering Squad. We would never discuss anything in the office, we’d go downstairs to the café on the corner of old Scotland Yard and we used to sit at the back in private, and we use to talk quietly.”

            — DC Nigel Lilley

            
                

            

            “At no time did any member of the Drugs Squad plant drugs on any suspect during raids.”

            — DS Norman Pilcher, Opening Statement

         

      

   


   
      
         
1
            Introduction

         

         My name is Norman Pilcher. I was a policeman in the 1960s in London during a period when the Met Police was rotten to its core. Now I have reached a ripe old age, I plan to set the record straight on a few things concerning my reputation, and that of my team. I write this story not from a bitter or pained place, but one of understanding. I was naïve at the time; I am not anymore. My hope is that in straightening out rumours and hearsay that a record will then exist which is more powerful than gossip and newspaper stories, because this record is the truth and truth is the most powerful thing of all.

         The backdrop to my career was the Swinging Sixties, which most people think of as an era of celebration. Beatlemania, counterculture and social revolution were how it became popularised. The sexual revolution, and questioning authority with marijuana, LSD and psychedelic music – that’s what many people stood for. So, as you can imagine, being a policeman arresting pop stars for taking drugs was not going to score me any brownie points with the public during this period of change! The thing was though, I did not join the Met for popularity; I did it for other reasons and it was not to arrest famous people, I can assure you of that. Perhaps without being able to articulate it at the time, I wanted to do something sincerely useful in this world. By preventing something bad from happening, stopping someone doing something wrong or dealing with somebody when they had done wrong, I could make my contribution. What I learnt was that the majority of people were good people. And a lot of people were simply rebelling.

         I appreciated the counterculture and the youth who were agitated and then rebelling against the conservatism and the conformity of the 1950s. The establishment, the Home Office, and the government were all petrified of the new age and wanted to keep with the old ways and the Victorian values but the youth had had enough of dictatorships, old systems and old thinking. I was keen to move into the new era too; this counterculture was helping to form a new culture for all of us. They were exciting times: we were moving 2away from a ‘when I jump don’t ask why, just ask how high’ to a ‘so why are we doing this?’ era, and drugs were part of the revolution. But in a certain way the freedom and the liberty the young were embracing was really just a bit of a fashion. The idea was fun and perhaps well intended – reacting to much loved films like The Beatles movie, A Hard Day’s Night. Yet if the truth be told, it was not how I observed the streets, which more resembled the movie Alfie. Broken lives, scandals and murders were all very real and the drug trade was not helping matters: a lot of bad gear was hitting the streets and a lot of harm was caused as a consequence.

         Amidst this rebellious culture of questioning authority, it is ironic that the team I was part of – the Drugs Squad, or The Whispering Squad as we came to be known – were in fact committed to asking questions, to promoting individuality, to bonding as a group; we were bound together by an oath of honesty, and by a shared desire to kickstart this country’s war on dangerous drugs, even if that meant questioning the powerful forces within the Met. And the core issue that was affecting our work? That the Met was infected by corrupt and powerful untouchable elites, hiding behind the curtain of Freemasonry. And who were the Freemasons? Who knows, but they appeared to hold little interest in cleaning up the London streets. No. That work was for me and my unit.

         The central issue was that where there was drugs, there was a lot of money involved and people operating inside and outside of the law wanted in on that. People were being paid for information, regarding the when and the where. If my squad was prepping for a bust, and dealers could pay men in the Force for advance intelligence on it, then handshakes would be made. Some of the men shaking hands walked among us and they were leaking high-priced intelligence my team were working round the clock to source. The only way for us to stop that intelligence leaking was to erase the paper trail, and that meant false entries in our books. Perhaps if we knew we’d finish in prison for it, we’d have considered a different method of hiding the trail of breadcrumbs. We were breaking rules in an attempt to try and wipe off the map drugs that were damaging people’s lives and were being allowed to flow on by sources within the Met. Naturally, my team and I were required to find quiet corners where we could whisper. It was a shame we had to work this way, but we were forced to because the opportunists who could benefit from the drug trade were inside the Met.

         People in my team found themselves at gunpoint and I myself ended 3up in prison, all because of drugs and the money that was involved in its distribution. We were a team of six at Scotland Yard from 1967 to 1972 and for forty years I have wanted to tell this story. Now the right opportunity has come along, the challenge is an old one – fact is stranger than fiction. It’s also something to do with our nature: it seems to be a kind of human thing – that some people simply cannot help but cheat, thieve and fiddle.

         I first became privy to this human factor while on duty in Covent Garden. I was handed a brown paper bag by one of the porters and was told it was for me. When I opened it, I was surprised to find a small amount of cash. I was naïve and young and I took it to the station. After I made my way to the Sergeant’s office, I entered to find two sergeants and an older PC sat and counting money out on the desk. I explained what happened and was told to leave the money there for them. As you can guess, they kept the money and asked me to leave the room. This was to be my introduction into how things worked internally. As corruption in the Force began to spread, good men who were working inside the Met were being penalised via the arrival of a certain Mr Robert Mark. A man who was to become a very powerful force indeed. Out in the world I was detested by the youth and inside the Met, I was fighting to maintain integrity amidst a toxic and corrupted police force who were being rooted out by Mark like a bull in a china shop. He was without concern for any good men that remained, including those in my team, who were considered collateral damage during his great reign. With the arrival of Mark and his mission to become a Lord, my time in prison was simply inevitable.

         I arrested John Lennon and several other famous pop stars from this era, but many of the arrests fans claim I made were in fact myth. During this period of Beatlemania, music fans needed someone to hate and I was that person. Subsequently, many of the stories surrounding me were not true, even if people needed for them to be so. I was the Bogeyman and I have often wondered if I was the Walrus from the album Magical Mystery Tour. It is very likely that the line is about me,, but almost all of the other information on the internet has been made up. As you will read in these memoirs – my final police report – I had no personal vendetta against anybody or anything; I was doing a job as I was required to do it and my relationship with The Beatles was quite amicable. Leads would come in and we would be required to follow them up, it didn’t matter who was on the list. Some of those leads were well known celebrities but they received no special treatment. They were normal to us. 4

         The Home Office wanted us to go after the pop stars with rigour, but we wanted to go after the big boys so we stopped nicking the stars and we were getting in trouble for it, so we had to start investing our hours investigating the source of the drugs out of choice. As I say, we were questioning authority in perhaps the same but a different way to the youth who thought we were their enemy. As a result, we upset the Home Office no end and our senior officers too; this was when Robert Mark officially arrived and everybody knew it was going to be a bad period in the Force.

         In my memoirs, I have chosen to write much of this true story as a police report, to cut through the fog and demystify the myth. Newspapers in those days did not help matters in perpetuating folklore surrounding my team and there was plenty of incentive for them to exaggerate, fabricate and sell their stories. People like to read scandalous things; but straight down-the-line report writing is considered less desirable to the readers’ appetites. I happen to think this is not so, and people in fact have real interest in the truth. Especially during this period – 1960s London.

         It is true, the Met was rotten. But I don’t believe that men join the job to become corrupted. They’d join the job and the corruption would be brought to them and a few of them did become corrupted, seduced by money and Masonry. And you know what they say about one bad apple. The culture in all of the enforcement agencies – MI5, MI6, Customs, everybody – is ‘it doesn’t matter what we do, as long as we get the result.’ This approach, where the end justifies the means, is not right and it breeds corruption. I have watched it break many a good man. They call it ‘honourable corruption’ and ‘noble cause corruption’ but they have made a mistake in doing so. There is nothing honourable or noble about it. It’s also a dumb way to take part in the game of life if you ask me, because the truth will always come out. Sometimes it can take decades. Sometimes it can take a lifetime. But it gets there in the end. As I have said, there is nothing more powerful than truth.

         During my time as an officer, Robert Mark became well known throughout the ranks and much has been written about him to date. My personal experience was that Mark had private political ambitions with a long-term mission to become Commissioner of the Met, to become knighted and to be appointed in the House of Lords. He was, upon much reflection, a budding politician.

         Many politicians, both in office and in opposition, were vehemently opposed to drugs but they were ignorant about what drugs actually were and as such, 5had their priorities all wrong. The Home Office demanded that any public figure – especially the pop stars – should be arrested and made a high-profile case so as to influence the young not to take drugs. Of course therefore, the edict from the Home Office was for the Drugs Squad to arrest as many high profile people as possible, in order to put a stop to the drugs trade. It was doomed from the start. All the arrests did was popularise the use of drugs and increase trade; it even encouraged people to want to be arrested by us, just like their heroes were. The Home Office also instructed Customs and Excise to seize any drug shipments so that they could prove they were doing something about the drugs trade. This in turn became a new problem, causing a turf war between Customs and the Drugs Squad, each wanting their cut from the suppliers.

         We were surprised always to find the press already there at our raids, and we soon realised someone in our office was leaking information. You may have read the fabricated stories on the internet about how the Drugs Squad worked hand-in-hand with the press in order to maximise the publicity surrounding celebrity raids but as far as my team was concerned, the worst thing for us, was in fact any publicity or press! The constant leaking just added to the difficulties we faced in carrying out our duties. So my team began to huddle in a corner to discuss things out of earshot and thus we became known as The Whispering Squad.

         There we were, trying to do a job, and in the background ambitious men were at it – business as usual, controlling the drugs trade, moving up the ranks and climbing the Masonic Lodge ladders. As a result of their ambitions, the work of my team was interfered with, drugs continued to flow and us silly mugs had to go away to prison. My message to the youngsters joining the force today? Don’t bend the rules, don’t believe your own publicity and be prepared for nonsense.

         Since I left the job, I have read many books about the Force, through the ’70s, ’80s and ’90s. Corruption was unbelievably prolific and, in every job, there they were: the Freemasons and their little boys’ clubs. But boys… if there is nothing to hide, why all the secrecy?

         I have been privileged to live the life that I have but regarding my career and my own personal arrest, facts need to be written and this record needs to be set straight once and for all.

         I am Detective Sergeant Norman Pilcher, the man who arrested John Lennon. We were The Whispering Squad and this is my final police report. 6

      

   


   
      
         
7
            Chapter 1

            The Norman Conquest

         

         ‘This is the first day of your life son, so show ’em what you’re made of.’

         Looking back, now 84, I have come to realise that this was the best advice a father could give his son.

         
            *

         

         Dad was a carpenter and before WWII he was in the Territorial Army. He was a sergeant in the artillery so when war was declared, he was one of the first to go. He was in charge of a battery of artillery and he served in North Africa. He was away for seven years. He was a quiet man and anyone that met him respected him: he really did a lot of work for other people. He played for Margate football club and ran teams to help the community and he was president of the local working man’s club in later years. He was someone I looked up to and respected because any advice he used to give was always good advice.

         We were a happy family. I had one younger sister and a great mum, who was keen to see me get on in life. She worked in a munitions factory while Dad was away. When he came home she ran a boarding house in Margate. It was a good family life and I never got into trouble, ’cause if I had done I’d have got a good old thumping! But that was the way it was in those days. I went into the building trade on an apprenticeship when school finished. I didn’t like it and I waited for Dad to get back one day from racing pigeons and I told him that I fancied joining the army. He said, ‘If you fancy joining the army, join it because it’s good,’ so I joined the army.

         I trained at Woking and was part of the military police and like Dad, I went to North Africa. I was in Benghazi with the Dog Company, which was a security company, and I got transferred to Tripoli where I joined a tank unit. The Americans were there and we worked very closely with them. As I was part of the military police, I was destined to be a copper and when I came back I joined the Met. 8

         With that all behind me, of course my dad’s first words of advice were important as I went off to London. Coming from Kent, the normal thing would have been to ‘join the Kent’ but I didn’t fancy being a country copper, I wanted a bit of action in London. It was coming up to Christmas time when the letter came. I found out my application had been successful and I was over the moon. I had plans to go and work at the post office for Christmas delivery work but because I had an army background, the Met obviously chose to select me at speed. It was 1955 and I was twenty years old.

         
            *

         

         As I stood outside the entrance to Peel House, the Metropolitan Police training school at Westminster, waiting to go in, I was tapped on the shoulder by a young man, his name was Gwyn Davis who was from Croydon.

         ‘Are you here for the same reason as I am?’ he asked.

         ‘If you’re joining the Met, then yes.’

         He was about my height and as a Welshman, he could sing of course. We were about to go through the training together, become lifelong friends and we’d one day become godfather to each other’s children. We entered Peel House, which, at the time, was just off the Vauxhall Bridge Road, and it was a great big lump of a building. I checked into reception and I thought, ‘Blimey’, this is a bit of okay!’ It was Monday 19th December, a day I would never forget.

         Gwyn and I joined eighteen other hopefuls in the main hall where we circulated, meeting the others: men who I thought were mostly ex-servicemen and there was one young woman. We were all introduced to Superintendent Tommy Wall and goodness me what a tyrant! ‘Cor blimey, what we got?’ I said to myself. But in a way, it was good that he was so fabulously strict. It was quite a shock to us all but we presumed that he had to be like that with us youngsters. We needed to be prepped for the streets and Tommy Wall arrived to do just that. He was the senior officer in charge of the school and was certainly able to impose his presence on any given day. He was a firm guvnor as they say, outlining all that would be expected of us over the forthcoming twelve weeks. It sounded like lots of hard work and long periods of study. He also pointed out that, based on his experience, a number of people from the group would likely choose to quit and drop out before completing the twelve weeks. I couldn’t help but feel quite despondent but he knew what he was 9talking about and three members of our group did not complete the course.

         Our first lecture was given by a sergeant instructor who explained to us the procedures to be followed during the course. We were supplied with a copy each of the ‘Instruction Book’ which we were expected to study in depth over the duration of the course. The Sergeant gave us a briefing on the responsibility of our position whilst performing the ‘onerous duties as a constable’. He carried on to explain that once we had studied and taken on board the contents of the ‘IB’ we would then realise that we would have to integrate our own levels of common sense and ability to control situations to carry out our duties. I was beginning to recognise the significance of my position within society and the responsibilities I was soon to be upholding.

         He also said that the course could not explain certain things, such as the ‘culture’ of the various law enforcement agencies in the UK, and that we would have to learn about them as we went along. It was something I did not understand at the time. I was not able to get my head around what he was suggesting: ‘The course could not explain certain things?’ He was talking about the corruption and providing us with a small insight into the reality of the world that was out there waiting. Blimey, none of us knew what went on at the time. We were naïve, wet nippers. We had no idea what we would face in the future but now he had broken the ice, when it did happen… it should have come as no surprise. Corruption though, always does come as a surprise when it does turn up. You never want to see it, it feels very dirty, nasty, dangerous and wrong, and as you will see, it is very real.

         As the course progressed, naturally, our team became close. The period at Peel House was very enjoyable, even with the long periods of study. A few days after starting the course we were taken by bus to Lambeth and were fitted with our first uniforms, which was particularly satisfying. It was just great getting all smartened up! And from that time on, we wore our uniform all the time, for lectures and so on, and we just got used to wearing them. I felt very happy wearing it to complete the course. Some people and even readers will assess a bobby who is proud in his uniform as being very macho, as if he is somehow enjoying his authoritative position in a negative way, like he is celebrating in his power over the public. This might be the case for some bully types, depending on the individual policeman or policewoman. Some officers genuinely feel stronger in a uniform, in the same way a soldier might feel well protected in his battle armour going out on the field. Many people in their jobs enjoy uniform and police people are no different. At the time 10I had no idea that so many other people my age despised the policeman in uniform. I had perhaps been rather naïve. Needless to say, as I stood there in my new kit, prepared to complete the course and hit the streets, I couldn’t know that over the coming years I was to gain a reputation which would leave much to be desired. If someone told me I’d be branded a bent copper in years to come, I’d have laughed at the time!

         On the 22nd March 1956 we had completed the twelve-week course and successfully passed the relevant examinations. I had an important job to do now and the responsibility of being a constable was drummed into us all the time. And it was true, a constable carries the same powers as the commissioner. It was quite frightening in many ways. It was at around this time that I had learnt a famous saying: ‘Silly and idle remarks are unworthy of notice and should be ignored.’ We were taught to say this to prepare us for the real world. One can imagine the remarks one receives when out on the streets; if you were out as a normal person receiving the remarks a policeman did, you’d be turning and rolling in fights all of the time, so we had it drummed into us, to keep our heads about us and to ignore the taunts.

         I was informed that I, together with Gwyn, had been posted to Bow Street Police Station in E Division. We had both been allocated accommodation at McNaughton House in Holborn. I was not due to report to Bow Street until the 26th March 1956 so I enjoyed a few days back in Margate with my girlfriend Shirley before planning to return to Peel House. Dad was particularly proud that I had done it. He knew that I wouldn’t have lasted in the building game.

         Shirley was a dream come true. We first met at a party in Margate when we were fourteen. What can I say? She was good looking and oh dear me, all the boys were after her. We started going out together and courted for three years, mostly on the beach and walking the cliffs. That’s how Margate was when you were young. Back then you literally lived on the beach. We’d go swimming, play ballgames and we had loads of friends. At around that time it was also a popular holiday destination so it was always busy. We didn’t have a lot of money back in those days, so we learnt to make use of what was around us. We didn’t have a television and when TV arrived, I think we were the first family on our street to have one. When the Coronation was on for Queen Elizabeth, we had a house full of people coming to see the television – which was one of the old sets with a big magnifying glass in front of it. Looking back it was hilarious. Margate was one of those towns where 11everybody knew everybody else and everyone was involved with everything. It was a strong and healthy place to grow up with Shirley and we had a great time with each other. She was just the person I wanted to be with going forward in life, a loyal and accountable partner; but I was still young and before thinking about proposing to marry, I needed to keep focused on the job in front of me and the next street I was destined to walk down. That street was Bow Street.

      

   


   
      
         
12
            Chapter 2

            Bow Street, the Cobbles, and the Road to CID

         

         After returning to Peel House, the class were required to assemble in the main hall where our various postings were confirmed. It meant that the fifteen of us were spread out across the Met District. Gwyn and I were delighted with our move to Bow Street and I was happy that I would be working in the West End. It was exactly what I wanted: the adventure, the excitement, the intensity of the city. We climbed on board the coach and left Peel House for the last time.

         The first stop was in fact Bow Street where, after turning into Catherine Street and on to Bow Street, we were faced with our first sight of the legendary Covent Garden and it really was in full flow. It was a mass of people like I’d never seen. Thousands of locals, tourists and traders all mixing. It was hustle bustle and full of trade and action. I looked at Gwyn: ‘What have we let ourselves in for? It’s chaos!’ I had never seen so many people and vehicles in one street. Indeed, what had I let myself in for? The army days in Africa suddenly looked a doddle compared to London’s Covent Garden.

         We stopped outside Bow Street Police Station and bid our friends farewell, leaving them no doubt to face their own surprises. We turned to face our post. There was a PC attending the station entrance at the time.

         ‘Welcome to the best nick in London,’ he said, grinning from ear to ear, ‘you will love it here.’

         We introduced ourselves to him and he, in turn, identified himself: ‘PC255 Bertie Bracken,’ he said and he took us in. Amazing as it may sound, we were to become family friends and now going into our later years, we are still the best of pals. I came to know him as someone who would never hesitate to put himself up front. No wonder he was manning the station entrance that day. Good old Bertie, he’d talk to anyone, and he knew who was who and what was going on, always playing funny tricks on people. We met the Station Officer who took over our introduction to Bow Street, showing us around the station and allocating us with our divisional numbers. I was given the 13number E332 and Gwyn was given his: E331. These very numbers tend to stick in the minds of officers forever.

         After being supplied with a truncheon, whistle, a pocket book and various paperwork, we were told that these items were our ‘appointments’ and were to be produced on the shift parades. Things had become serious now and I was to be responsible to carry out fundamental duties in a proper and right way. It would now be up to me to make a success of things and that meant keeping my head about me and demonstrating what I was made of, just as Dad wanted it.

         The Division was split into three station areas – Bow Street, Gray’s Inn Road and Kings Cross. There were three shifts in operation: early 6am to 2pm; lates 2pm to 10pm and nights 10pm to 6am. These were rotated as early and late weeks for about two months and nights for one month. This was how the Bow Street patch ran. At times horrendous, but you soon got used to it.

         I reported for my first early turn shift at 5.45am to parade with some others who were aware that it was my first shift and so were quick to make me feel at ease. After producing our appointments I was paired with a senior PC who would spend the week showing me around the ‘patch’ as it was known. In my uniform, with truncheon ready, under the guidance and support of the senior PC, we left the station and I experienced an overwhelming rush of adrenalin. I was in the perfect position and I loved it. I was ready to learn the job and begin this new experience as a London bobby.

         
            *

         

         The early turn was split into two sections: the first to cover the thirteen beats which was the whole patch split up over a number of beats – the area from Trafalgar Square, Charing Cross Road, up to the courts in Chancery Lane as well as the Aldwych at the bottom of Kingsway; and the second, to ensure that Covent Garden Market could function efficiently. This was the central square otherwise known as ‘the Cobbles’. At the end of my first week, due to the advice given to me by the Senior PC, I was confident that I would survive and could act on my own. I was familiar by then with all of the backstreets and where the greengrocer people were all set up. The day was busy from about 5am until 11pm and it was chaos but it was an organised chaos. It was quite incredible to observe, considering the thousands of people that were 14there – and yet everything worked and ran so smoothly. It was great. As an officer, you really got to appreciate the atmosphere there and enjoy the stink of the city! It was just so good and there was never any trouble there, the market porters all had a job to do and everyone knew everyone. We made sure that the traffic was flowing for the trade to continue and we played our part in the most culturally rich atmosphere one could hope to know.

         The second week I worked the late turn, which was mainly beat duty plus time spent on traffic control in the area of the Strand: seeing to the theatres and the pubs and the drunks all along the Embankment. Beat duty was horrendous and the traffic was chaos. People parked everywhere, so that kept things nice and busy. With traffic control, I was expected, as others were, to ensure that I returned a number of process reports which would result in motorists receiving fines for parking offences. Because of the number of theatres in the area, parking your car somewhere was difficult so naturally people would shove them anywhere, which was good for us – the culture in this area was about ‘getting your figures up’ and the senior officers would be happy to do so by ticketing as many cars as they could. It was all about the figures, and if you weren’t bringing them in, the boss would be ‘at yer’, because the fact was at the time, that the work was out there and we were required to deliver it.

         During my first day of early turns, I was expecting only an easy and gentle introduction to the work. But the guvnor upstairs had other ideas. Walking alone along Henrietta Street I heard a tremendous crack coming from above me as if something had broken. I looked up and observed a section of a window frame and it was falling down. As if in slow motion, I watched it slowly float to the ground. As it was doing so, a man was walking. It was really quite bizarre but the window was falling down toward this lone soul who was stepping in its direction. The chances that they would cross paths would be more than a billion to one. There was no one else around but him. The corner of the frame stuck the man who was walking and it had happened exactly as I’d imagined. I looked around to check but there was literally nobody else about at all! It hit him right on his head. He collapsed into the pavement with what turned out to be a serious and fatal injury. Had this really just happened? Further enquiries ascertained that the window had been secured and was blown off its fixtures by a single tremendous gust of wind. If a death had happened on my first early, what was the rest of my career going to include? It certainly was not a laughing matter but at the 15same time, it had a comical side: the man was eating a sandwich at the time and the cause of death was in fact confirmed as ‘choking on a cheese and tomato sandwich’. He must have been eating it at the time and that’s what he actually died of, choking to death on the sarnie before he died from the head wound! It was the first time I ever saw a death. If things had happened a slight moment later, it would have missed him. Goodness me… it was my first day out on the beat and such a bizarre event. Poor fella.

         My first night shift was another eye-opener. Most of the police made their way to the Embankment where they would find a drunk to arrest, of which there were many! Then, they’d make an arrest and contact the station for transport. I was soon made aware that this was the system of incentive, whereby a court appearance the following morning would ensure that a period of four hours would be entered on the overtime card. This obviously meant that at the conclusion of a month’s stint there would be a considerable build-up of overtime for which a bobby would be paid after three months. Once more, I was beginning to understand what was meant by ‘the culture’ of the various law enforcement agencies, how they operated and what the sergeant at Peel House was unable to articulate and teach us. ‘Once you have studied and taken on board the contents of the IB you will have to integrate your own levels of common sense and ability to control situations to carry out your duties,’ I remember him saying. But what if certain officers had no common sense? And what if they had no skills to control situations?

         The real attraction of both early turns and nights was that you would be involved in the market activities, walking amongst the crowds of the time and working among the salt of the earth folk who were all there to trade and work. We all had a solid rapport with both the salesmen and the market porters who had a great time dealing with the ‘chinless wonders’: people from Chelsea or the so-called rich couples who would stagger into the market in the early hours, after a night of wining and dining, to purchase flowers and be charged the earth, the butt of the porters’ wry wit who took the mickey out of them by ripping them off. They paid top price for everything they bought, but they didn’t care! We just used to stand and watch, giggling to ourselves. I became close with some of the traders, like one of the porters I met there: Ron ‘the Bosh’ Brody, a hard nut like they all were. You’d get strong men like Ron there who were all a bit iffy with the law (but not the bad stuff) and they would play bit parts in films as strong men. They were porters and the tricks they used to pull on each other were all in good fun. Proper Londoners 16having a laugh. ‘Blimey, guvnor,’ they’d call out to me from over the cobbles. Ron the Bosh and I ended up living two doors apart on one occasion. We really would enjoy pulling stunts on each other and if you worked the night shift, you’d end up at the Kemble’s Head for a nice thick steak and eggs. It was absolutely packed until five o’clock in the morning. Fantastic!

         It was at around this time I worked a particular late and as was the case, we would from time to time pop into one of the theatres. Little did I know that old Bertie Bracken was at it, planning one of his practical jokes. We’d drop into the stage doors in the theatres and have a chat to the staff and a bit of a laugh. The one I used to go to was a theatre in Kingsway. At that time there was a musical on and I’d stand in the wings and watch the show and have a look at the girls, as you do! I was standing there one night in the wings and a part of the show was when they would say: ‘Call the Wozzi, call the Wozzi!’ which meant ‘Call the policeman’, and suddenly, these big hands got a-hold of me and took me out onto the stage! And sitting in the front row at the time of the musical was our superintendent. Oh my God! Of course, Bertie Bracken had arranged it all. ‘It’s going to be nice in the morning when I go in,’ I thought to myself. When I saw him in the morning, the superintendent told me, ‘I rather enjoyed that… but don’t do it again, will you!’ Good old Bertie, he was a good old copper.

         I was posted on one early turn week to a fixed post at Bow Street and Russell Street. My task was to ensure that the junction was kept clear and the traffic was kept moving in order to facilitate the smooth working of Covent Garden market. It was a tedious period but I really got to know the personalities working there. On one particular Saturday I was engaged in the normal banter with a few porters when someone placed an envelope in my hand. It was not what I was expecting, unusual in fact and quite mysterious to a young sprout. Needless to say, I was quite surprised when I realised that it contained money. It was a small amount but it was money nonetheless, and it wasn’t mine. I returned to the station at once, made my way to the Sergeant’s office and, after knocking on the door, entered, only to meet with two sergeants and one of the older PCs who was at the time counting cash on the desk. In my innocence, I explained what had happened and showed them the envelope. One of the sergeants told me to leave it on the desk, which I did in haste, and I left as quickly as I could. I went to the canteen to get a cup of tea and shared the story with one of the older PCs. ‘You silly sod, that was yours!’ he told me. ‘It’s how the market says thanks for your 17help.’ But the sergeants had taken the money and I wasn’t in a position to do anything about it. It was a little introduction into how things worked behind the scenes. Although it was small and relatively harmless, this flavour of behaviour was my earliest insight into the score that seemed to divide the two kinds of man, the one who could be seduced and enjoyed the cheating game, and the other man who chose to screen himself from such pulls and make his nature stronger.

         
            *

         

         On the 9th June 1956 I proposed to my perfect sweetheart, Shirley, after I had been lucky enough to persuade her to take a chance on me. We had known each other since we were sixteen years old and fortunately, she took me on. So genuine, so kind, I wouldn’t want to be with anyone else. The ceremony was held back home in Margate after which we came back to Hackney where we had rented a flat on Amhurst Road. We remained there for two years until we moved into a larger flat on Theatre Street, Battersea. From there, it was easy to travel to Bow Street by bus.
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