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      Introduction

      
      Towards lunchtime on the morning of 11 August 1954, at a time when there were plenty of shoppers and passers-by, a thick-set
         dark man fought with a taller, slimmer, fairer one on the corner of Frith Street and Old Compton Street, Soho. At least one
         had a knife and the fight rolled into a greengrocery where the proprietor’s wife hit the men – or at least pushed them apart
         – with a set of brass scales. The men split away from each other and staggered into the street. One was collected by a friend
         and whisked away. The second managed to get himself to a barber’s shop – ironically frequented by the other man – and collapsed.
         Both were taken to separate hospitals and for a time it was thought that at least one might die. However, within a matter
         of days each discharged himself and both were arrested and charged with causing grievous bodily harm and affray. For a variety
         of reasons the incident came to be known as ‘The Fight That Never Was’.
      

      
      One of the non-combatants was Albert Dimeo or Dimes or Italian Albert, a leading member of the Italian faction which had at
         one time controlled the allocation of bookmakers’ pitches on racecourses and at the point-to-points, and whose members wanted
         to do so again. He had been involved in one celebrated murder trial already which had resulted in the hanging of his friend, Babe Mancini, and was widely regarded as having killed another man, Chick Lawrence,
         an East End hardman, shortly before the war. The other non-combatant was John Comer, or John or Jacob Colmore, or Comacho,
         known throughout the Underworld as Jack Spot either because when wanted he was always on the spot, or more prosaically and
         more likely because he had a prominent mole on his face. He was the man from whom the Italians wished to wrest control of
         the racecourse pitches.
      

      
      The fight was a crucial turning point in the career of Spot, that of his one-time friend Billy Hill and, indeed, in the battle
         for control of London’s Underworld. In fact it could be said to be the catalyst which changed things permanently and led to
         the inexorable rise of the Kray Twins.
      

      
      This is Jack Spot’s story of the rise and fall of a man who regarded himself as the King of the Underworld and paid the penalty
         for his presumption. It is also the story of Billy Hill who, probably rightly, regarded himself as Boss of Britain’s Underworld.
         It is the tale of the racecourse wars, illegal gaming and drinking clubs, protection rackets, robberies, prostitution, GBH,
         arrogance, pride, loyalty, betrayal and all the other things which, as was said in the musical Irma La Douce, go to make life in the Underworld so worthwhile.
      

      
      We are talking about events which occurred up to eighty years ago in an industry in which truthfulness never gained full marks.
         As a result, many of the stories in the book cannot be substantiated. They have been honed by constant repetition and elaboration.
         In particular, many of Spot’s tales of his prowess can now be proved to be demonstrably false. Over the years, for self-preservation
         or to defeat the libel laws, names and places were changed; memories genuinely faded; old scores were settled. Now, as the years have passed, there
         is for example no one left who can remember Tiger Lil (said to be one of Spot’s girlfriends) who plays a prominent part in
         his memoirs – if indeed she ever existed outside Peter Pan. I have tried, wherever possible, to document those incidents which can be dated.
      

      
      Those who think that the current interest in criminals is anything new should look back through the old papers of the 1950s
         and see just how much newsprint was devoted to Billy Hill and Jack Spot, the acknowledged London gangleaders of that era.
         They were also known outside the pages of the Sunday papers. Warming up the middle-class audience for the 1955 Royal Variety
         Performance, the comedian Tommy Trinder guyed Spot. As befitted Hill’s superior status, he was teased in the film Carlton Browne of the F.O. In the scene where Ian Bannen as the king of a Ruritanian country takes a girl to a nightclub, he is not wearing a black
         tie. The manager wants him thrown out but the waiter points out that he is Royalty. ‘I don’t care if he’s Billy Hill,’ replies
         the manager. ‘Don’t take a cheque.’1 Even after his heyday, Spot in particular remained a household name to be used as a yardstick by which acceptable conduct
         was measured. It was reported, for example, that Meston Batchelor, a headmaster seeking to sell his prep school, said he would
         prefer to hand it over to Jack Spot rather than some of the applicants.2

      
      Over the years there have been a number of accounts of the lives of both Hill and Spot. With the help of the reporter Duncan Webb and the pulp writer Hank Janson respectively, each published more or less self-serving memoirs. In both cases
         pseudonyms were used for the supporting casts. Subsequent accounts of their careers, particularly that of Spot, have relied
         on his version as gospel. For far too long there has been a tendency, in the words of The Man Who Shot Liberty Valance, to print the legend. It is time to print something much nearer the truth. I have also tried to unravel the identities of
         those who were given names such as Timber George and Teddy Odd Legs.
      

      
      My thanks are particularly due to Gerry Parker, who suggested that I should write the story of Jack Spot. Parker came from
         the same part of the East End as Spot and boxed professionally after the war in which, unlike some of the other characters
         in the book, he served with some distinction. He met Spot at Jack Solomons’ gymnasium in Great Windmill Street near Piccadilly
         Circus, and worked for him in clubs and at racecourses for some years. Many of the stories of Spot come from him. In strictly
         alphabetical order my thanks also go to the late Mickey Bailey, Dock Bateson, J.P. Bean, Barbara Daniel, Reuben Deetcher,
         Ronnie Diamond, Frank Fraser, Albert Hattersley, Jean Maund, ‘Nipper’ Read and John Rigbey, as well as the staff of the National
         Archives, the British Library, the British Newspaper Library at Colindale and those in the local history section of the Tower
         Hamlets Library at Bancroft Road.
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      Young Jack Spot

      
      Myrdle Street, Whitechapel, was never the best address in the East End and times were hard for the immigrant Jewish and Irish
         communities in the early days of the twentieth century. ‘It was dirt poor. You didn’t earn enough to pay the six shillings
         a week rent.’1 It was, however, Myrdle Street and its neighbours which were the homes of a number of people who over the years made reputations
         in their own fields; the boxers Ted ‘Kid’ Lewis and Jack ‘Kid’ Berg, the impresarios Lew and Leslie Grade and Nat Cohen, the
         film producer, were some. John Comer, born Jacob Comacho on 12 April 1913, was another.
      

      
      His parents, Alexander and Rifka, were Polish Jews who had met and married in the East End. Comer was the youngest of four
         children; there were two older brothers called Piza and Irving and a sister, Rebecca. Spot went to Myrdle Street School where,
         ‘I was called Spotty because I had a big black mole on my left cheek. I’d resented the nickname at first, but at eight years
         of age you don’t resent anything too long.’ At other times he would say he had his nickname because of his ability to be on the spot when wanted.2

      
      In his fictionalised memoirs Spot, without giving his age, says that his first two successful ventures into theft were with
         friends. One, Moishe Goldstein, was known as Moishe Blueball because of the colour of one of his testicles. In what passed
         as polite society, however, he was known as Blueboy. Spot names him as Smokey, because of the boy’s habit of picking up cigarette
         ends and taking the remaining tobacco. His other friend, Bernard Schack, he calls Codger.3 He dresses up the thefts as acts of a Robin Hood, claiming that Codger’s sister was very ill and only chicken would mend
         her, something her parents could not afford. Spot and his friends stole lead from the local scrap dealer and sold it back
         to him for half a crown. The girl got her chicken and the boys did it again, this time receiving two shillings. Although the
         weight was exactly the same, they did not dare point this out to the scrap dealer. On the third expedition Codger, whose father
         was in prison, was caught and sent to an approved school. Spot says that he and Smokey dared not leave their home for several
         days but Codger remained staunch. It is impossible to say whether the story is true. What is certainly correct is that it
         was quite possible for a boy on a first offence to be sent away from home.
      

      
      At the age of fourteen Spot joined with his father and his brother Irving in a tailoring business supplying garments for C.
         & A., earning fifteen shillings a week. He did not last long. His job was to take the clothes from the factory in New Road to the company’s premises at Marble Arch but, so he would say, he watched an overseer humiliate his father and as
         a result he hit him. Either that or the bullying overseer threw a bundle of jackets at Spot who promptly hit him. His next
         job was with Piza in a barber’s shop where at least he learned how to handle a razor. But he had ideas above his lowly station
         and in later years would boast how he had stuffed the lather brush in the mouth of a customer whom he considered to be obnoxious
         and then walked out.
      

      
      From there, he told Parker, it was a short spell in the Merchant Navy. He and another friend, Nathaniel ‘Itchky’ Simmons,
         signed on to the Lambert and Holt liner the Duquesa, bound for Montevideo, where they landed eight weeks later. According to Spot they went into a bar where they were met by
         a scowling woman with a revolver. A Polish Jewess herself, she heard them whispering in Yiddish and invited them to stay at
         her home for as long as they wished. Unfortunately they were due back on ship in two days’, and eight weeks later they were
         back in England. Spot would reminisce about his traditional Jewish mother’s traditional Jewish repartee when she said on his
         return:
      

      
      
         ‘I’m glad you’ve come back safe, Jack. What’ve you brought?’

         ‘I bought a tie.’

         ‘Sixteen weeks and he comes back with a tie he could have bought down the road.’

      

      
      Jokingly, he would maintain that she claimed he needed hospital treatment. For his part he was quite happy to be considered
         something of what, in those politically incorrect days, was known as a loony. He would hang around the Premiere Boxing arena in Bethchurch Street, the Reform Club in Bow – which was a haunt of the young tearaways – and the Rowton
         House in Fieldgate Street. A local café was run by Mr Silver, another Polish Jew, and it was here that Spot met some of the
         other men with whom he would be associated for the next thirty years. The core members of what could be described as a fledgling
         gang were his cousin Solly Kankus – also known, because of his complexion, as Solly the Turk – Morris Goldstein, Bernard Schack,
         ‘Sonny the Yank’ who now carried a swordstick and looked like Glenn Miller, and Hymie Rosen, ‘Little Hymie’. Perhaps Rosen,
         regarded as a great fighter both in the ring where he fought as Kid Rosen, and outside, tends to be underestimated and is
         usually only referred to in an oblique way. Mickey Bailey, the East End hardman who died in 2003, when speaking of Bill Ackerman,
         thought of that Kray henchman, ‘He was a man with a fucking big mouth. He couldn’t have licked Spotty’s boots nor those of
         Hymie Rosen, the one we called Hymie the Yid.’ Over the years others, the cream of London’s East End villains, came and went,
         but until Spot’s final fall these men stuck with him.
      

      
      It was at Silver’s that a curious incident occurred, and it was one which would show Spot the bright lights beyond the East
         End. A pale, thin boy came into the café and begged for money. He had, he said, walked from Leicester. Solly Kankus was the
         only one with money and he gave the youth a few shillings. He was also given tea and rolls and sent on his way.
      

      
      A week or so later a Daimler drew up at the café and a liveried chauffeur asked for Mr Solly the Turk. Kankus and Spot left
         the room to see what this was about and in the back of the car was the youth, now for a brief period a high-paid rent boy, who had come to take the men into the West End as a thank you for their kindness. The boy’s protector paid out for
         suits and camelhair coats, and Spot and Kankus were taken to a series of clubs. The story does not seem to have had a particularly
         happy end, for the boy fell out with his lover and was soon back on the streets. However, in later years Spot would say how
         much of an eye-opener the event had been.
      

      
      For a time Spot worked with an older boy he names as Jumbo who ran a protection racket in Petticoat Lane. Spot claims he did
         not know exactly what was happening and when he found out he challenged and beat Jumbo in a drawn-out fist fight. ‘I was King
         of Aldgate at 16.’ Fighting, thought Spot, ‘was better than a good dinner’.4

      
      Spot did not acquire his first conviction until at the age of nineteen on 1 February 1933 he was bound over in the sum of
         40 shillings for loitering with intent to steal from motor cars. It was the first of a bare handful of court appearances;
         if he was ever an active thief, he led a charmed life. His infrequent appearances in court also led to the taunt that he was
         not a proper thief. ‘He had never tasted porridge,’ was the derisory comment.
      

      
      It was in Silver’s café that he met a burglar, Frank Henry ‘Taffy’ Osmond, who employed him as part minder and part lookout.
         Between them they carried out a number of successful burglaries until two years after Spot’s first conviction. Their partnership
         ended when, at the beginning of March 1935, Osmond was arrested following a break in at the house of Sol Birnhak in Coverdale
         Road, Brondesbury; they had broken a ground-floor lavatory window. The value of the silverware and other property taken was £200. Two days later Spot followed Osmond into custody. A fingerprint belonging
         to Osmond was found, and it seems clear that he gave up Spot who somewhat stupidly had himself left a wet suit and overcoat
         behind. Their statements to the police were shown to each other and Spot said, ‘I cannot help what he says. I am only going
         to admit one.’ Osmond replied, ‘All bunk. He helped me to get in.’5

      
      It was now that according to Wensley Clarkson Spot met a young woman from the East End. She became pregnant and they married,
         moving into a flat in Aldgate. There was a son, John. Neither marriage nor fatherhood seem to have converted him to domesticity
         at this stage of his life. Nor is the marriage recorded at the Family Records Centre under any of his usual names.
      

      
      On 4 April 1935 (under the name Comor) he was placed on probation for two years, this time at Middlesex Sessions, and bound
         over in the sum of £10 for the same period. He had been in custody since his arrest over the Willesden burglary. Osmond, who
         had previously had a three-year spell in Borstal, received two years with hard labour. That was Spot’s last conviction for
         dishonesty until he was well past his prime. From now on it was protection more or less all the way.
      

      
      For the moment, he turned to bookmaking and the racecourses. In his memoirs Billy Hill, who calls Spot ‘Benny the Kid’, wrote:

      
      
         As a boy he began to work for various bookmakers. He organised street pitches for them. He worked hard and got on well in the business. Then he was given the job of running a club in the East End on behalf of a wealthy bookmaker
            named Moshe Cohen. Moshe was a powerful man. His name is not known to the public. He is not a tearaway or a thief or anything
            like that there. He’s just a shrewd business-man who’s made a stack, and has kept it. And now he’s got a stack he can do with
            money what money always does. Buy services. Cohen can buy the services of most things, and men. He bought Benny the Kid. He
            paid him a couple of centuries a week to look after his bookmaking interests and run speilers (sic).6

      

      
      Maurice or Mo(i)she Cohen was one of a number of brothers – Harry, Frank and Jackie were the others – who lived in Brighton
         and worked as bookmakers on the South Coast. Moishe traded as Major Collins. ‘People thought he was a real Major until he
         let out a few fucks,’ recalls Gerry Parker, who was Collins’ nephew by marriage. Cohen later also had a betting office in
         Percy Street in Soho.
      

      
      For a time Spot also ran a typical fairground scam called ‘Take a Pick’ at the major race meetings. The mug punters paid 6d
         to pull a straw with a winning number from a cup. If they were extremely fortunate they won a cheap prize, while Spot cleared between £30 and £40 a day. Later the enterprise was extended to Petticoat Lane where ‘Take a Pick’ earned him
         another £50 a morning. He was also an active bookmaker on the free courses. On a bad day he welshed, leaving before paying
         out on the last race; he was lucky not to have been caught. Welshing was a considerable problem in the 1930s and Tom Divall,
         the police officer turned racecourse inspector, presented a case to Chartres Biron, the magistrate, arguing that a bookmaker
         with insufficient money to pay out could be charged under the Vagrancy Act with being a suspected person loitering with intent
         to commit a felony. Biron had accepted the argument and sentenced the men to terms of imprisonment with hard labour.7

      
      At the time, in both social and criminal terms, the East End was divided into small areas possibly consisting only of a few
         streets controlled by one team or one family. One of the most powerful of the teams was the long-standing, mainly Irish, Watney
         Streeters, originally a fighting gang which had been in existence since the docks were built in the nineteenth century.
      

      
      Mickey Bailey, whose family had long been members of the Watney Streeters, remembered:

      
      
         In those pre-war days the Streeters did a lot of work with the Jews in Aldgate and they did for many years probably until
            Jack Spot started to look after his own. There were lots of clubs in that area run by the Jews, gambling clubs, drinkers,
            brothels. There were places for paedophiles. The police weren’t really interested. It was all so wide open that the police
            didn’t take any notice. The Irish protected them. Then they’d get in disputes with the Sabinis who were the Italian mob from
            Clerkenwell.8

      

      
      Now Spot was moving upwards.
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      Young Billy Hill

      
      Billy Hill – in turn Spot’s friend, partner, rival and nemesis – was born in 1911 in Seven Dials, near Leicester Square, then
         one of the rougher parts of the West End. John Capstick, who later became a Detective Chief Superintendent and was said rather
         romantically to have placed a red rose on the grave of the early gangleader Darby Sabini, joined the police in 1925. After
         his training he was posted to Bow Street and on his second night allowed to go out on the beat alone. He was patrolling Monmouth
         Street when he was lured to the now very fashionable Neal’s Yard where he was given a good beating and kicking by the locals.
         When he limped back to the station he did not receive much sympathy. The station sergeant, on being told where the incident
         had happened, nodded, saying, ‘I thought so. That’s where they break all you young coppers in.’1

      
      Hill’s childhood could not have been more different from that of Spot, who was brought up dirt poor in a respectable Jewish family. Hill wanted for little. One of some 21 children, his family had a fine criminal pedigree. His mother was a
         receiver and, of his sisters and brothers who were thieves, the star turn was Maggie – one of the best shoplifters of her
         generation and known as ‘Baby Face, the Queen of the Forty Elephants’. She took the name partly from the shape she assumed
         by the time she had packed her bloomers and coats with stolen merchandise, and partly from the Forty Thieves team of shoplifters
         of which she was at one time the leader. She married the celebrated Birmingham thief and general villain Reuben ‘Brummy’ Sparkes.2 Capstick described her as:
      

      
      
         … the life and soul of their parties … She was one of the slickest thieves I ever tried to follow. Utterly fearless, she knew
            every trick in the book and she could put away three fur coats and a bolt of cloth in the time it took any of her team-mates
            to snitch a pair of cami-knickers. A stout, handsome woman, she liked to work with a slim young woman not much more than half
            her age, and a highly efficient pair they were. I hate to think how much money they made on their regular trips to the Midlands.3

      

      
      The Forty Thieves was a long-standing gang of mainly women shoplifters who had been in operation since at least the turn of
         the century. The great thief James Lockett, who was born in the same area as Hill, was said to have been one of the few male
         members. On his release from a four-year sentence imposed in 1898 in America he had returned to England and was an original member of the Forty Thieves, owing allegiance to
         a woman known as ‘The Swan-Necked Beauty’ or ‘The Queen of the Forties’ – of which over the years there were a number.4 In general, however, men played a subservient role, being used as decoys and chauffeurs.
      

      
      Membership of the Forty Thieves was highly prized and carefully controlled. If not a case of waiting for dead women’s shoes,
         it was very much a case of ‘once in, never out’ until retirement. Defection was punishable.
      

      
      At the time when Hill was growing up the undoubted leader was Alice Diamond, a regular visitor to the Hill household. Another
         visitor was the celebrated Eddie Guerin who, at the turn of the century, had organised a number of highly successful bank
         robberies on the Continent, but was now very much on the slide and working as an hotel thief. There was no question of Hill
         lacking sailor suits; they were simply stolen for him. As he says, it is easy to understand how he did not aspire to Holy
         Orders. He claims to have cut a man at the age of 14, stabbing him in the back with a pair of scissors. If the story is true,
         there seem to have been no reprisals. Shortly afterwards he was arrested for the first time. He claims he was sent to an approved school for five years after having been caught burgling a tobacconist’s kiosk in
         Regent’s Park. On appeal the sentence was reduced to one of two years’ probation. There was also a condition of residence
         and he went to live with one of his sisters. His record shows that in fact he had received one day’s imprisonment on 15 May
         1928, in the name John Cow.
      

      
      By the time he was 16 he was a fully-fledged burglar working with his sister, Dolly. Hill worked for a greengrocer and, in
         their innocence, customers would tell him not to deliver their orders until such and such a time because they would be out.
         Dolly had a telephone, and he would be on the blower to her so that she and her husband could burgle the place safely. He
         was also carrying out burglaries on his own.
      

      
      The early part of his career came to an end in 1927 when he and a man he names as Albert Smart were robbing a flat in Golders
         Green. Smart used the lavatory and then foolishly pulled the chain. The noise was heard; a neighbour telephoned the police
         and the pair were arrested a few streets away. On 5 January 1929, as Herbert Williams, it was off from Inner London Sessions
         to Borstal for three years.5 In his memoirs compiled with the considerable help of his Boswell, the journalist Duncan Webb, Hill wrote of life in the
         Portland Borstal, which was set on a headland on Chiswell Beach, near Weymouth:
      

      
      
         We had to carry loads of stones in baskets on our backs up a quarry face nearly ninety degrees steep. Every night our backs
            were washed down with iodine to prevent infection from the cuts, abrasions, sores and scabs. We were harnessed to trucks like
            horses and we had to pull these trucks along like beasts of burden.
         

      

      
      Then there was the crushing of the stones and bones. The youth had to fill a bucket full of powder in his morning shift and
         a second in the afternoon:
      

      
      
         At first when they gave me bone to pound I would have been sick had there been anything in my stomach to be sick on. The stench
            of the decaying bones was vile. Then I got used to that because once or twice when I was sick and when I did spew I hurt my
            stomach. I was sick all over myself.6

      

      
      The stone pounding came after his attempted escape with a boy named Lawrence Edward Harding on 18 September 1929. It was hopeless
         from the start; because of the geographical location at the end of a spit, successful escapes from Portland were rare. They
         were dressed in the regulation grey shorts and shirts, a certain giveaway if they were seen. They had to find some clothes
         and about three in the afternoon broke into the house of a Commander Basil Bowen which they were ransacking when they were
         heard by his maid Valetta Mary Matthews. She poked her head into the kitchen where Hill was hiding behind the door and he
         hit her with a pastry-covered rolling pin, cutting her head and stunning her. In his memoirs Hill says that the pair, alarmed at what he had done, then tried to revive her and waited for the police.
         The prosecution’s version was not so heroic. They stole a mackintosh and were trying to find other clothes when she managed
         to escape from them to an upper room and called Bowen who was doing some gardening. Bowen caught hold of Hill with no difficulty
         and called to Valetta Matthews to get some help. She ran into the street and a passer-by caught Harding.
      

      
      Harding, who was now over 21, and who had already received twelve strokes of the birch for stealing money from his father,
         received twelve months hard labour on top of his sentence and twelve strokes of the cat to go with it. Hill had a more modest
         nine months along with twelve strokes of the birch. In general prisoners favoured the cat, which was applied to the shoulders
         rather than the buttocks and was thought to be less humiliating than the birch. ‘I am going to stop this sort of thing and
         stop it with an iron hand,’ said Mr Justice Charles. ‘I trust this will be a lesson to rascals of your sort that they cannot
         commit crimes without being dealt hardly with.’7

      
      According to Hill:

      
      
         They sent a special birch down from the Home Office as they always do and soaked it in brine to make it more pliable. The
            birch is a bunch of twigs about three and a half feet long. Into them is inserted a handle also about three and a half feet
            long, making the whole contraption about seven feet in length overall. I was taken into the prison yard and handcuffed by my wrists, which were crossed, at the top of the triangle. My ankles were outstretched at the
            base and handcuffed at each corner separately. I was not allowed to see the screw who birched me, though we always knew who
            it was. They gave me the strokes on my bare backside and afterwards dressed the bleeding wounds with a medicated pad, and
            sent me back to hard labour.8

      

      
      Other former inmates tell similar stories of the Portland Borstal. Things had not changed much by the time Hill’s protégé,
         Frank Fraser, was sent there in 1942:
      

      
      
         In punishment we did stone pounding, out in the open and too bad if it was raining. The screws sat under a canopy and watched
            us. Two-and-a-half hours in the morning and another three in the afternoon. When you finished the screws would give you a
            little shovel and they’d watch while you put all the stuff you’d pounded into a sieve and shook it into a box. If you hadn’t
            filled it up, then you was reckoned to be slacking and you did a bit more time on punishment to teach you.9

      

      
      On Hill’s release it was his sister Maggie who helped him. She herself was serving another sentence in Holloway, but she had
         left some money for him and with it he bought some first-class burglar’s tools. However, Hill did not last long on the outside;
         having completed two successful burglaries, on the seventh day he was found in Maida Vale and charged with being a suspected person. On 19 September 1931 he received 21 days’ imprisonment at Marylebone Police Court,
         just long enough for the authorities to revoke his Borstal licence on 23 September, and he was back to Portland. He had only
         a short time to serve and, by his account, he already had the nucleus of a team around him which loosely formed the Camden
         Town Gang. He names some of them as Odd Legs, Button and Square Georgie. Now it is almost impossible to give all of them their
         correct names, but Odd Legs was Teddy Hughes, sometimes known as Teddy Odd Legs because of his limp, the result of a motorcar
         accident. Square Georgie was George Ball. As was often the case, Borstal had in no way improved the inmate’s conduct and on
         14 February 1932 at Clerkenwell Police Court Hill received three months for loitering with intent.
      

      
      Just as Spot would write that he was the first person to realise the necessity of every man in a team fitting in and doing
         his own job, so Hill claimed he had been the first to do so some dozen years earlier: ‘I was fond of timing jobs to the second,
         dwelling upon and figuring out all the details beforehand, and planning it to a schedule.’
      

      
      In contrast to Spot, Hill was a good paymaster. Importantly, he did not then take more than his share of a job: ‘If we were
         five-handed on a job I split the wages five ways. I did not take two shares for myself and divide the remainder between the
         other four.’10

      
      By 1933 Hill was taking £70 a week, something he thought was good money – which indeed it was. That was when he came a cropper
         while burgling a doctor’s house in Bromley. He was disturbed, and in his escape as he ran down the railway track he stumbled and fell, badly burning himself. This time, on 11 January 1934, it was three years’ penal
         servitude from West Kent Quarter Sessions.
      

      
      It was on his release that Hill took lessons in smash-and-grab from the great thief Charlie ‘Ruby’ Sparks, so known because
         after stealing rubies in a burglary in Mayfair he disposed of them, thinking they were worthless. Sparks, who had been involved
         in smash-and-grab raids as far back as the middle 1920s, had been fortunate not to be charged with murder when a woman died
         after being knocked down following the first ever smash-and-grab raid in New Street, Birmingham; he stayed away for so long
         that there was no hope of a successful identification. Now in 1934 Hill set about improving the technique, and was so successful
         that by the early months of 1935 the newspapers were reporting major thefts on an almost daily basis. Questions were being
         asked in the House of Commons and, as a countermeasure, the Flying Squad was expanded.11 Hill began to look for alternative employment.
      

      
      And that alternative was safebreaking. He may never have been the top man, but he certainly ranked in the first half-dozen.
         Generally, because of their experience with explosives, safebreakers came from the North East, Scotland and Wales, but Hill
         was soon in demand. He claimed to have lost count of the number of safes he blew and he was also in demand on the Continent.
         On one occasion a safe was removed from a big store, but the men could not open it. Would Hill go over? Of course he would: ‘The same day a private plane arrived
         for me and we took off after lunch. By eight o’clock that night I was back (by air, of course), the safe was open and I had
         collected £800 for my services.’
      

      
      Whether he was quite as good a safebreaker as he made out is questioned by the former Northern safecracker, Albert Hattersley,
         who thought that London breakers in general were crude in their methods, packing in too much gelignite and so jamming the
         lock when the handle was blown off. Nevertheless there is no doubt that Hill undertook some highly profitable jobs. These
         came to an end when on 23 October 1936 at the County of London Sessions he received 21 months for shopbreaking, followed smartly
         by a concurrent four years at Middlesex Quarter Sessions on 9 December that year for a similar offence.
      

      
      And that ended Hill’s pre-war criminal career.

   
      
      3
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      The Sabinis

      
      To understand the position Spot and Hill attained in the criminal hierarchy of London, it is necessary to look at their spiritual
         and practical forefathers. Racecourse gangs of touts, bookmakers’ bullies and protectors, dopers, welshers, pickpockets,
         three-card tricksters and general fraudsters existed from the 1700s. In 1839 the Constabulary Commissioners noted that travelling
         criminals worked the Midland Beat, which consisted of racecourses.1 In the 1880s, at a time when many small meetings were being closed because of hooliganism, Jerome Caminada, the celebrated
         Manchester detective, thought that violence had changed in the composition of racecourse undesirables.2 Racecourse violence reached its apotheosis in the years immediately after the First World War and through to the mid-1930s.
         The principal and longest lasting of the gangs was variously known as ‘The Italians’, ‘The Raddies’ and most often as ‘The Sabinis’.
      

      
      The criminal father, or at least Godfather, of both Spot and Hill was the half-Italian Darby Sabini from the Saffron Hill
         area of Holborn. Over two decades, he and his brothers along with their Hoxton and Hackney allies and opponents dominated
         street and racecourse crime until the beginning of the Second World War. Then Darby together with his formidable friend, Papa
         Pasquale, known as Bert Marsh, were interned as enemy aliens, appropriately enough at Ascot racecourse internment camp. It
         is fair to say that, in modern terms at least, Darby Sabini is rightly regarded as the first of the gangland bosses.
      

      
      While the brothers are mentioned regularly enough in books on London crime3, it has not always been clear how many there actually were. For example, Charles and Darby Sabini are often referred to as
         the same man when in fact Charles was an older brother. Darby, when it suited him, was quite prepared to be known as Fred
         Sabini who was actually the eldest of them.
      

      
      Their parents were the Italian Charles Sabini and the Englishwoman Eliza Handley. In all there were six of them beginning
         with Frederick born in 1881, who, according to police files, traded as Bob Wilson at the Harringay greyhound stadium and apparently
         took no part in the other brothers’ affairs. There is no note on the files as to what he did before greyhound racing became
         popular at the end of the 1920s. Next came Charles, who was two years younger and was a list supplier working for the bookmaker
         Joe Levy in what the police saw as a protection racket. He owned shares in West Ham Stadium and was thought to be ‘slightly mentally deranged’; certainly by 1940 he had spent some time in mental hospitals.
         Then came Joseph, who on paper at least was the villain of the family. He served in the First World War in the Royal Welch
         Fusiliers and then the Cheshire Regiment and was wounded in France; he was then invalided out and awarded a pension of 12
         shillings a week. On 12 October 1922 he received three years’ penal servitude for his part in the shooting of a rival Fred
         Gilbert in Mornington Crescent. However, the police thought that after that he had split from his brothers, and there was
         no evidence that he was operating behind the scenes. He traded as a bookmaker Harry Lake at Harringay. George Sabini was the
         youngest of the brothers – there was a sister who was a cripple – who had no convictions and worked at both Harringay and
         White City. He was not regarded as being any part of the gang, but it was noted that his name alone would provide him with
         protection. Of all the brothers it was principally Darby and Harry (known as Harryboy) who provided what euphemistically was
         called protection and what, in reality, was demanding money with menaces from the bookmakers.4

      
      Ullano, better known as Darby Sabini, was born in 1889 in Saffron Hill, Little Italy. His Italian father died when he was
         two and the family was raised by their English mother. Sabini left school at the age of thirteen and joined Dan Sullivan,
         a small-time boxing promoter and bookmaker who later worked for Bella Burge at The Ring at Blackfriars. At one time it was
         thought that Sabini could, in the words of Marlon Brando, ‘have been a contender’. While still in his teens he had knocked
         out the fancied middleweight, Fred Sutton, in the first round. Unfortunately, he did not like the training required and instead became a strong-arm man for Sullivan’s
         promotions at the Hoxton Baths.5 Later, he was employed by George Harris, a leading bookmaker of the time, again as a strong-arm man.
      

      
      Harry, born in 1903 (the year before his father died) and always known as Harryboy, was educated at St Peter’s Roman Catholic
         School in Clerkenwell and then went to work for an optician. During the First World War he worked in a munitions factory.
         He then became a bookmaker’s clerk, working first for Gus Hall and later for Walter Beresford; when the latter died he became
         a commission agent. By 1940 he was a wealthy man with money in bonds for his children’s education, bank accounts and a number
         of properties. Regarded by his solicitors as a ‘conveyancing client’, he was also a life Governor of the Northern Hospital.
      

      
      Just what were Darby Sabini and his brothers like physically? A photograph taken of them with their friends and later rivals
         the Cortesis sometime before the Fratellanza shooting shows Enrico Cortesi – who was often said to be the smartest of them
         all – in a straw hat sitting in the middle of the group like the captain of a cricket team. To his left is Darby, less than middle height, with the flat cap he always wore and a shirt with no collar. He wore a dark brown suit
         with a high-buttoned waistcoat, a black silk stock and the light checked cap. He had selected this outfit when he was twenty
         and wore it for the rest of his life – indoors, outdoors and, so it is said, sometimes in bed. To Cortesi’s right and in the
         background is handsome Harryboy Sabini, who wore highly polished springsided boots. Brother Joe liked cherry checks, while
         George wore a grey fedora.
      

      
      After the First World War attendance at racecourses boomed, particularly at the Southern tracks at which trotting was also
         a popular spectacle. Before the war the Birmingham gangs had established a hold on racecourse protection and now they sought
         to advance their empire. Under the leadership of Billy Kimber from Bordesley in Birmingham, who described himself as a bookmaker
         and punter, and the heavy gambler Andrew Townie, they metamorphosed as the Brummagen Boys despite the fact that most of the
         members came from the Elephant and Castle area of London. The Boys had a fearsome reputation, said to be willing and able
         to kill rats by biting them. Their organised racecourse protection began in around 1910, and for a time Kimber’s mob took
         control of Southern racecourses such as Newbury, Epsom, Earl’s Park and Kempton. There were also other gangs operating from
         Leeds, known as the Lunies because of their addiction to drink,6 Uttoxeter and Cardiff, with links throughout the country. Later Kimber’s men also had a loose alliance with one of the metamorphoses of the Hoxton Mob. In fact Kimber was not a layer but instead controlled
         the best pitches on the courses, leasing them out on a half profit but no loss-sharing basis. It was a course of action which
         would later be enthusiastically pursued by both Spot and, to a lesser extent, Hill. Kimber, according to some accounts, was
         well regarded, and it was looser elements out of his control who terrorised the mainly Jewish bookmakers in the cheaper rings
         at the Southern courses. The Southern bookmakers accepted the imposition fairly philosophically.
      

      
      Racecourse protection worked in a number of ways. First, there was the question of the pitches themselves. The Sabinis and
         their rivals simply bullied the hapless bookmakers away from their spots and then sold or let them to their cronies. One way
         of preventing a bookmaker from attracting any business was to surround his stand with thugs so that the punters could not
         get to it to place their bets. Then there was the bucket drop. If a bookmaker wished to avoid this trouble, he would drop
         2/6d in a bucket containing water and a sponge which was carried up and down the line between races. The sponge was also used
         to wipe out the odds next to the printed sheet of runners on the board. If the tribute was not paid, then the odds would be
         wiped off at inappropriate and totally inconvenient times. The sheets of runners had themselves to be purchased; costing about
         a farthing to produce, they were retailed by the Sabinis to the bookmakers for another half a crown (2/6d). Chalk had to be
         bought, and a stool cost ten shillings to hire for the day. Other manoeuvres included starting fights near a bookmaker’s pitch,
         claiming a non-existent winning bet, and having other pitches put so close to the non-paying bookmaker that he physically
         could not operate. Quite apart from that, there was the straightforward demand for a non-repayable loan of £5 or £10. Today these sums may seem small but in the 1920s, added up, it came to big money. The racecourse
         business was a profitable one; when a gang went to a course like Brighton they could clear £4,000 or £5,000. At Epsom on Derby
         Day, it could be as much as £15,000–£20,000.7

      
      Now the Sabini brothers, later known as ‘The Italian Mob’, who were said to import gangsters from Sicily, began to put together
         their organisation. It was fashionable for Italians to box under English names and many of the gang were ex-boxers. A long-serving
         Sabini man was Angelo Ginicoli, who boxed as George Thomas, and who had failed to return to France after leave during the
         First World War. He had a number of noms-du-ring including Bill Shelton’s Unknown and George Langham. Others included the completely bald James Ford and Thomas Mack, as well
         as Pasquale Papa (who boxed as Bert Marsh) and Silvio Massardo, known as Shonk because of the shape of his nose.
      

      
      The statement that ‘there wasn’t an Englishman among them’8 was something of an exaggeration. There was. However, it certainly did not mean they could speak anything but English. Once
         when Mr Justice Darling, who fancied himself as a linguist, addressed one of them in Italian the man stared in amazement.9

      
      The Sabinis may have had no great command of Italian but they had command of the police:

      
      
         Darby Sabini got in with the Flying Squad which had been formed about 1908 or 1909; they got in with the racecourse police,
            the special police, and so they had the police on their side protecting them. Directly there was any fighting it was always
            the Birmingham mob who got pinched. They was always getting time, five-year sentences and that.10

      

      
      In some versions of the legend, the meteoric rise of Darby Sabini can be traced back to a fight he had in 1920 with Thomas
         ‘Monkey’ Benneyworth, known as The Trimmer, a leader of the Elephant Gang. After he deliberately tore the dress of an Italian
         girl, Carmen Cardoza, who was serving behind the bar of the Griffin public house in Saffron Hill, Benneyworth was knocked
         out and humiliated by Sabini. When his broken jaw had mended he returned with members of the Elephant Gang to seek retribution,
         but they were driven out of Little Italy by Sabini with the help of young Italians who looked on him as their leader.11 Now, with them behind him, he saw the opportunity to muscle in on some of the smaller gangs who were providing protection
         around the racetracks. Although the big gangs such as the Broad Mob from Camden Town, the mainly Jewish Aldgate Mob and the Hoxton Mob could boast a membership of up to sixty, they could
         be spread thinly because they were obliged to operate on several tracks a day. The Sabinis moved in, in force.
      

      
      With the arrival of the Sabinis and their superior relationship with the police, Billy Kimber and his gang temporarily retreated
         to the Midlands. For some time the factions lived in an uneasy relationship. Kimber and Co. worked the Midlands and Northern
         tracks; the Sabinis, along with a gang called the East End Jews, the London and Southern ones.12

      
      The next five years saw a long-running battle over control of on-course bookmakers. On the one side were the Sabinis allied
         to the Jewish bookmakers from Aldgate. On the other were Billy Kimber, George ‘Brummy’ Sage and – a one-time Sabini man –
         the welterweight Fred Gilbert from Camden Town who boxed as Fred Clancey.
      

      
      Kimber’s Brummagen Boys did not give in easily and the fighting continued throughout the year. The file on Harry Sabini’s
         appeal against internment at the beginning of the Second World War provides a good, although probably incomplete, list of
         the major outbursts of violence.13

      
      A bookmaker under the Sabinis’ protection was threatened at Sandown Park and was beaten up when he refused to pay a £25 pitch
         fee. Darby Sabini sent a retaliatory force to Hoxton. He himself was caught at Greenford trotting track on 23 March 1921 and
         escaped a bad beating from the Brummagen Mob by shooting his way out of trouble.14 It was one of the few occasions when he was arrested. Charged with unlawfully and maliciously endangering life, he was acquitted
         after arguing self-defence, fined £10 and bound over to keep the peace on a charge of possessing a five-chamber revolver without
         a certificate. Inspector Heaps told the court that about twenty Brummagen people tried to get at Sabini, shouting, ‘Come on,
         we’ve got them on the run. The police are frightened of us too.’ Sandy Rice and Fred Gilbert were charged with being suspicious
         persons, but since they could not be linked to the Sabini incident they were discharged the following week.15

      
      On 26 March, Robert Harvey was beaten up at London Bridge station. He had been suspected of welshing at Greenford. The next
         day there was a serious piece of violence when Billy Kimber, ‘accompanied by a number of other roughs’ who may (or more likely
         may not) have been trying to pour oil on the troubled waters, was found shot on the pavement outside Darby Sabini’s house
         in King’s Cross. He had apparently gone to 70 Colliers Street to remonstrate with Alfie Solomon and produced a revolver. Solomon
         took it away from him and Kimber was shot with his own weapon. On 27 April 1921 Solomon was acquitted of attempted murder
         when the jury accepted his claim that it was an accident. Kimber had declined to give evidence.
      

      
      Reprisals for the Greenford incident came quickly. On 4 April the police were informed of a likely showdown at ‘The Ascot
         of North London’, Alexandra Park, a small frying-pan-shaped track which closed in the 1960s and which was known as Ally-Pally. By one o’clock, all they had found were two Birmingham bookmakers’ touts who had been beaten up. Tom
         Divall says that it was he and the boxing referee Moss de Yong who cleared out first the Sabinis and then the Birmingham men.16

      
      As a reprisal, however, two Jewish taxi-drivers, chauffeurs to the Sabinis, were caught in the Silver Ring at Alexandra Palace
         by the Birmingham men. One was shot twice as he lay on the ground; he too could not identify his shooter. A further reprisal
         came later that spring at Bath when Billy Kimber and his men attacked the East End Jews found in the Two Shillings Ring.17

      
      The newspapers followed the entertainment with some enthusiasm. The Times reported that it was being whispered at Doncaster that there was likely to be trouble at Yarmouth: ‘The Birmingham gang have
         obtained the better of their enemy which may make for a temporary peace.’18

      
      The quarrel between Sabini, plus the Jewish element in his contingent, and outsiders continued throughout the summer. Fallers
         included David Levy of Bethnal Green who was sent to prison for three months at one of the magistrates’ courts which were
         specially convened behind the stands at the Derby meeting. He had been found carrying a pistol with soft-nosed bullets. His
         explanation was that he had been told that if he and his brother Moses went to Epsom they would be shot by ‘The Sunderland
         Kid’. Nothing daunted, they had gone to the course. Levy had eighteen previous convictions for assault and two for larceny.19

      
      This was clearly a small part of the celebrated battle on Derby Day. It appears to have been engineered by Reuben Bigland,
         the Birmingham tycoon known as ‘Telephone Jack’, following a complaint by the publisher (and later convicted swindler) Horatio
         Bottomley. He maintained that it was wrong that Italians such as the Sabinis should be depriving ‘our boys’ of a living, particularly
         after the latter’s gallant fight in the First World War. The outcome was a punitive expedition by the Brummagen Boys, who
         were fuelled by the knowledge that some time previously two of their men had been attacked by the Solomon brothers, James
         Wood (later a Spot and Hill man) and Alf White in Covent Garden. One had needed seventy stitches in his legs alone.20

      
      After the Derby itself, won by Steve Donoghue on the ill-fated Humorist, the Birmingham boys left the course and blocked the
         road with their charabanc to lie in wait for Sabini and his friends. Unfortunately for them, the Sabinis had already left
         the scene and the first cab in sight which was duly attacked contained their allies from Leeds. In the ensuing fracas one
         man lost three fingers. Twenty-eight men were arrested by a Sergeant Dawson, who at first thought the affray was a Sinn Fein
         riot and so removed the sparking plugs from the charabanc. He then held the men at gunpoint until help arrived.21

      
      It is curious how throughout the history of organised crime the victims will align themselves with their oppressors who, in
         turn, through that alliance somehow gain a quasi-respectability. After bookmakers at Salisbury races had been forced at gunpoint
         to pay a levy for the privilege of having a pitch, in 1921 they formed themselves into the Racecourse Bookmakers and Backers
         Protection Association, today a highly respected organisation. Eight stewards were appointed at a wage of £6 per week including
         Darby Sabini, his henchman Alf White and Philip Emmanuel – son of Edward, a noted Jewish gangster from the first decade of
         the century – who became the association’s vice-president. Another curious steward was Fred Gilbert, while the Sabini hardman
         James Ford would claim at one of his regular trials to be an honorary steward (whatever that might mean).22

      
      A partial explanation was offered when Ford and George Langham were committed for trial on a charge of causing grievous bodily
         harm to one of their regular opponents, John Thomas Phillips, at the Chatfield Hotel in Brighton.23 A witness, Harry Cohen, explained that Harry Sabini was a member of the association, ‘whose stewards are people who could
         use their fists to prevent bad characters from blackmailing bookmakers. In consequence a racecourse is now a garden party
         compared with what it was years ago.’24 Any improvement did not last long, for it was soon apparent that the stewards had reverted to their old ways and were demanding a shilling for every list sold.
      

      
      By now, it was said that at the time Darby was earning the fantastic sum of £20,000 a year. This may be an exaggeration but,
         taken at the lowest level, 60 sheets sold at 2/6d made a working man’s wage for the week, and there is no doubt the brothers
         did far better than that.
      

      
      Emmanuel senior also set up a company providing the bookmakers with tickets to hand to the punters. There is also a suggestion
         that in 1922 he was now controlling the Sabinis, but this is probably incorrect. In September of that year their services
         were dispensed with by the RBBPA.25

      
      Violence may have spread away from the racecourse, but that year was a vintage one in the battle for supremacy on them. On
         23 February 1922 Michael Sullivan and Archie Douglas, both of them Brummagen Boys, were slashed in Coventry Street by a Sabini
         team consisting of Alfred Solomon and his brother Harry, Alfred White, James Wood and a man named Mansfield.
      

      
      On Good Friday Fred Gilbert was slashed about the legs in the New Raleigh Club in Jermyn Street by the Italians, led again
         on this occasion by Alfie Solomon who often worked with his brother. Gilbert declined to bring charges. The Derby meeting
         that year, when Captain Cuttle won after spreading a plate on the way to the start, passed off quietly enough, but two months
         later the Sabinis were back in the dock charged after a fight in Mornington Crescent, Camden Town, during which shots were
         fired at Fred Gilbert who had been out walking with his wife and some friends when he was ambushed. For once the Birmingham men were able to give the names of their attackers to the police, but by the time
         the case was heard they had forgotten them.
      

      
      Things did not stop there, and the Jockey Club gave serious consideration to shutting down the courses on which there was
         trouble. There have been persistent stories that a son of the boxer George Moore, a Gilbert man from West London, was stabbed
         to death in a club off the Strand, or perhaps in Tottenham, but the police report specifically denies this. What is clear
         is that the Sabinis and their rivals fought for supremacy on street corners, on trains, on the roads and at the racecourses.
      

      
      On 29 July 1922 there was an affray just outside the Red Bull in Grays Inn Road. William John Beland said that on that date
         he had heard shots fired from the public house; he went to the scene but was stopped by Fred Gilbert who said, ‘Go the other
         way or I shall blow your fucking brains out.’
      

      
      Beland had also been down at the canal bank off Caledonian Road at the beginning of 1920 when he saw Gilbert and George Droy
         fighting. When Gilbert was getting the worst he took out a razor and slashed Droy across the shoulder. Trixie Droy, a manufacturing
         optician, came to his brother’s assistance and for his pains Gilbert shot him also in the shoulder.
      

      
      On 22 August 1922 Jewish bookmakers actually went to the police complaining that George ‘Brummy’ Sage and Gilbert had demanded
         £10 from them as they waited for a train to the races. One of them, Samuel Samuels, said that he was at Waterloo station on
         19 August when George Sage came up to him and said, ‘You Jew bastard. You’re one of the cunts we’re going to do. You’re a
         fucking bastard Jew and we are going to do you and the Italians and stop you going racing. I want to be the governor here.’
      

      
      Jack Delew from Yorkton Street, Hackney, said he had been in the Rising Sun at Waterloo on the same day when Sage, Jim Brett
         and Gilbert approached. Sage caught hold of another bookmaker Harry Margolis and said, ‘This is one of the bastards, do him,
         Fred, through the guts.’ Gilbert then pressed a large service revolver into Margolis’s body and said, ‘Give us a tenner and
         you can go.’ Jim Brett, aka Stevens, pulled a butcher’s knife on Delew and asked, ‘Shall I do him?’ when a man named Sullivan
         entered and said, ‘Let them alone. They’ll do later.’ Sullivan then said that there were fifty of them and the Sabinis and
         Alf White would be done in for certain.
      

      
      Earlier that same day the Sabinis, including the increasingly powerful Alf White – now Chief Steward of the Racecourse Bookmakers
         and Backers Protection Association – Joseph Sabini, George West aka Dai Thomas, Paul Boffa and the long-serving Tommy Mack,
         arrived at Mornington Crescent in a fleet of taxis and shot at Fred Gilbert.
      

      
      There was a good deal of ducking and diving by friends of the Sage and Brett contingent in respect of their bit of bother,
         as a result of which on 24 November John Gilbert, Joseph Smith, Thomas Ackroyd and George Moore were found not guilty of perverting
         the course of justice by getting Margolis to give false evidence. It had been alleged that on 12 October, when Margolis went
         to the Old Bailey to testify, he was met by George Moore whom he knew from the races. Moore said he was ashamed of him giving
         evidence. Margolis went with him across to the Wellington Coffee Shop and there saw Joe Smith and John Gilbert. Later he went
         with Gilbert to meet Fred Kimberley and was offered money to change his story. Overall neither of the cases could be seen as noted successes by the prosecution. On 1 November, Gilbert,
         Jim Brett and Sage had all been found not guilty of demanding with menaces. No one seems to have bothered about the shooting
         of George Droy.26

      
      Meanwhile most of the Sabini gang involved had been acquitted of the Gilbert shooting in Camden Town. Alf White was convicted
         but acquitted on appeal. ‘The sooner the Bookmakers Protection Agency is disbanded the better,’ said Mr Justice Roche. Joseph
         Sabini was not so fortunate. He received three years which he was serving in Maidstone when Alf White, together with a George
         Drake and another unidentified man, decided his conditions should be improved. To this end they approached a warder Matthew
         Frygh and offered him £2 to deliver letters for Sabini. Frygh reported the matter and the recently-released White found himself
         back in the dock along with Drake. The police wanted to charge George Sabini, but there was no evidence against him. He had
         been thought to have masterminded the whole thing but, on closer inspection, it turned out that the ‘George Sabini’ who had
         visited his brother in prison had been another of White’s men. This time White received eighteen months and Drake six months
         more. They appealed, and because White had an arguable point of law he lost no remission when his appeal was dismissed. Drake
         apparently had a good service record as the batman to a Regimental Sergeant-Major in the British Expeditionary Force in France.
         Now Lord Justice Swift had a little judicial fun at his expense: ‘It is clear that society is not safe unless Drake is in
         the army or in prison and as the court cannot send him into the army what are we to do? One thing is certain. If the sentence stands he will not be able to bribe
         another warder from outside.’
      

      
      The unfortunate Drake lost his appeal and with it his remission.27

      
      At the Doncaster St Leger meeting the Brummagen team sent word that no bookmakers or their employees would be allowed to attend
         Town Moor. As a result, in open defiance, Sabini and his men ‘protected’ the London bookie Walter Beresford, putting him safely
         on the train to Doncaster where it was met by Kimber’s men who then allowed only him and his staff to go to the racecourse.
         It is often suggested that this was an act of generosity by the Sabinis, but Beresford had employed Harryboy Sabini – or was
         it the other way around? – for years.
      

      
      The next trouble spot was at the Yarmouth autumn meeting, a course claimed by the Sabinis as theirs. They arrived the day
         before the meeting to search the public houses in the town to see if the Brummagen men had arrived. They had not. Instead
         they were met by Tom Divall, formerly a Chief Inspector of the CID but now working for Wetherbys. Divall, something of a supporter
         of the Midland team, calmed things down.
      

      
      Later Divall wrote of Kimber that he ‘was one of the best’ and of another incident: ‘Just to show what generous and brave
         fellows the aforesaid Sage and Kimber were, they would not give any evidence or information against their antagonists, and
         stated that they would sooner die than send those men to prison.’28

      
      One explanation of the Sabinis’ success and longevity comes from Billy Hill:
      

      
      
         There were more crooked policemen about than there are today. The Sabinis received protection from certain elements of the
            law. If a thief or pickpocket was seen on a course, a Sabini man would whiten the palm of his hand with chalk and greet the
            thief with a supposed-tobe ‘Hello’. In doing so he would slap the thief on the shoulder, just like a long-lost friend. The
            whitened handmark would identify him to the law. Then they knew without doubt that this man was safe to be nicked for being
            a suspected person.29

      

      
      According to Divall it was Beresford who in 1923: ‘… brought the two sides together, he is still continuing in the good work,
         and I am very pleased to see the two crews are associating together, and, in addition, to have their principals assuring me
         that no such troubles will ever occur again.’30

      
      The Sabinis and Kimber did agree to divide the racecourses between them and the racecourse wars died down. With the Sabinis
         now controlling the South, where there were more meetings, and Kimber and his friends the rest, the bookmakers were firmly
         in their hands.
      

      
      But if by then Darby Sabini had made his peace with that fine fellow Billy Kimber, for some time he had been under threat
         from other sources inside his own organisation. Some of the troops decided to seek a higher percentage of the takings. The four Cortesi brothers (Augustus, George, Paul and Enrico, also known as the Frenchies because they were born
         in France) were deputed to act as shop stewards to put the case. Almost immediately afterwards part of the Jewish element
         in the gang, to become known as the Yiddishers, also formed a breakaway group. In true business fashion the Sabinis negotiated.
         The Cortesis would be given a greater percentage. The Yiddishers were given permission to lean on one – but only one – of
         the bookmakers under protection.31
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