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Foreword

Roberta Kray

I first made Reg Kray’s acquaintance on a cold March day in 1996. That we ever met at all was purely down to chance. A friend of mine who’d promised to help out with the publicity for a video being made about Reg’s late brother Ron, found himself with work commitments abroad and needed someone to take his place. Would I be interested?

During my long nervous wait in the visiting room at HMP Maidstone, being carefully scrutinised by a number of stern-looking prison officers, I had plenty of time to question the wisdom of ever having agreed to the proposition. I wondered what on earth I was doing there and what kind of a man I was about to encounter. I knew very little about the Krays, the only clues I did possess coming courtesy of a seemingly  endless string of parodies that had appeared on TV in the 1980s. If these were to be believed, then Reginald Kray could well turn out to be a rather stupid strutting gangster, a man overly keen both to impress and intimidate. How wrong could I be?

As Reg emerged from the door at the back of the hall and quickly walked over to introduce himself, I found myself in the presence of a polite, grey-haired, softly spoken man. It would be wrong to claim that all my reservations instantly disappeared but they were, for the next couple of hours, put on hold. It was his energy and spirit that had the most profound effect on me. Reg Kray, against all the odds, proved himself to be a man of intelligence, determination and humour.

We were very different people, from completely different backgrounds, but through the following months our friendship gradually grew stronger. Prison isn’t the easiest of places in which to openly express your emotions - any sign of weakness will be instantly exploited - and I quickly became aware that he found it easier to talk to someone who was outside the system. It is always flattering to be taken into someone’s confidence but over the following months it became clear that the bond between us was turning into something deeper.

Through our long conversations I realised that Reg was trying to deal with a number of difficult emotions: grief at the loss of his twin brother; an intense desire to make the most of the present; and a growing frustration at his own  uncertain future. It was at difficult periods like these that he looked most often to the past.

Reg had many regrets about his life. He was aware that he had made disastrous decisions, taken wrong roads and done too much damage through the choices he had made. However, there was one thing he always remained proud of and that was his roots in the East End of London. It was to these streets, and the characters which had once peopled them, that - in his mind at least - he could always return. It was these memories that gave him solace and helped him through the darkest hours.

This book is Reg’s very personal journey through the place he held most dear. It is a story he started writing many years ago, but to do justice to the people he had known, the people who had shaped him, seemed an almost impossible task. However, he always wanted it to be read. It is now ten years since his death, a fitting time perhaps to reveal a little more about the man behind the public image. Within the pages of this book can be found clues as to what motivated Reg and his twin brother and why they grew up to become two of Britain’s most infamous villains. The East End of their childhood, with its tight-knit community and strong, often eccentric characters, was to have an enduring influence.

Reg’s grandparents, all of them born around the 1870s, lived in an East End renowned for its poverty and squalor. Vastly over-populated, lawless and disease-ridden, this part of the capital was notorious, and by the 1880s had become  known as a place of darkness, of terrible violence, depravity and horror. For the rest of London, this vision was confirmed by the brutal killing spree of Jack the Ripper in 1888. To survive in such an environment took guts, determination and a modicum of luck.

Both of Reg’s male grandparents, Jimmy Kray and John ‘Cannonball’ Lee, were powerful, fighting men. Whether in the boxing ring or on the street, this ability served two useful purposes: they were able to supplement their meagre incomes and could also gain the respect of others. To make a name for yourself - by whatever means - meant that you stood out from the crowd. In the heaving amorphous mass of the East End, this was no small achievement, and this legacy, this burning determination to be someone, was duly passed on to their grandsons.

It was the deep-rooted desire not just for fortune but also for fame that undoubtedly contributed to the downfall of the Krays. While other criminals would sensibly keep their heads down, never drawing unwanted attention to themselves, the twins were the very opposite. Being successful was not enough - they needed to be seen to be successful. As such, they frequently courted publicity, mixing with movie stars, politicians and sportsmen, and even going to the extreme of engaging a biographer to write their life story shortly before their arrest. However, while Reg was growing up in the 1930s, all this was a barely imaginable future. Times were tough and with few opportunities to escape from the grinding poverty  many young boys like him looked to the famous local boxers, the street fighters and the prosperous villains as examples of how to succeed. Even at a tender age, it must have been clear to Reg that crime could pay. To make a good living, you either had to be smart or you had to be tough. But better if you could be both.

Reg was very aware of the hardships his close relatives had endured. They were part of an East End population that felt itself abandoned by the government and, as such, owed little in return. Reg’s father, Charles Kray, found himself on the wrong side of the law when he deserted the army, reluctant to ‘serve’ a country that had shown an utter disregard for the welfare of his grandparents, his parents or his own wife and kids.

Of course it was not just the men of the East End who had a lasting influence on Reg, but the women too. If there was one thing that could always make him smile, it was reminiscing about his mother. One of three feisty sisters, Violet Kray understood what it took to survive and fought a constant battle to keep her children safe and healthy. With her husband often absent, it was left to her to raise her sons and often provide for them too. Reg once told me that one of his most enduring memories was of his mother pawning her wedding ring to put food on the table. Such sacrifices had a profound effect on him.

Although his childhood was a relatively happy one, the future man was inevitably shaped by the attitudes and  opinions of his family and the community he lived in. Violence was commonplace in the East End, the easiest solution to any disagreement, and he grew up witnessing many of these battles. When Reg and Ron were older, they tried first to emulate their boxing heroes and had some success in the ring. It soon became clear, however, that there were faster and more lucrative ways to make a living. In Reggie Kray’s East End Stories, Reg describes their move into the criminal world and the villains they came to know. Some of the names are familiar, others less so, but at the time they were all forces to be reckoned with.

The downfall of the Kray twins has been well documented but the reasons for how and why they originally rose to power have been vague. Some answers, I believe, lie within the pages of this book.

Finally, it is necessary to say that just as the past could bring Reg comfort, it could bring him great pain too. Nostalgia is all well and good, but sometimes the knowledge of everything that has been lost - and why it has been lost - is almost too much to bear. He had been raised with the idea that to be someone was everything; of the importance of standing out at any cost - but the price he paid turned out to be a great one. At his death in October 2000, he had already served over thirty-two years in prison. If the various legacies of the East End were what made Reg Kray, then perhaps, in the final reckoning, they were partly what destroyed him too.




Introduction

Peter Gerrard

In 1993 while researching a friend of Reg Kray’s - gun for hire, Alfie Gerard - I wrote to Reg with a request for information. I knew that he received in excess of fifty to sixty letters a day, so had little expectation of getting a reply. Imagine my surprise when I got a letter from him asking for my telephone number.

Replying to letters can be an expensive exercise for prisoners on their low wages, so a way round this was to reuse the stamps. The stamp would be coated with colourless PVA glue and left to dry. Once received all the recipient had to do was wipe off any franking mark with a damp cloth, and hey presto a clean stamp. ‘Save the trees’ written on the envelope alerted the prisoner as to what to expect.

Days after I’d sent him my telephone number, Reggie called me at eight o’clock one morning, introducing himself with, ‘Reggie Kray here.’ He had a very distinct voice, soft and slightly high-pitched. We talked for ten minutes or so and finished with him inviting me to visit him at Blundeston Prison with a small bottle of brandy in a plastic bottle to avoid detection, a service I provided for many years.

Driving into the picturesque village of Blundeston, I felt a certain level of trepidation as I had no idea what sort of man I would shortly be meeting. Once inside the prison I was uncomfortably aware of the brandy bottle I had hidden inside my waistband. I sat in the bright visitor’s hall and waited as the prisoners filed in. Any fears I might have had disappeared as soon as Reggie appeared and gave me a friendly hug. He was shorter in height than I expected, but I couldn’t help noticing his toned physique. What struck me most was the size of his hands - definitely fighter’s hands, and it wasn’t too long before one of them grazed my chin as he demonstrated his infamous cigarette punch. Back in 1994 smoking was still allowed in the prison and taking a cigarette from a packet on the table Reggie offered it directly to my mouth. One’s instinct is to take the proffered cigarette with an open mouth and this is when he strikes, with the open mouth guaranteeing a broken jaw - fortunately he was only demonstrating this time.

We were constantly interrupted by well-wishers approaching the table to shake Reggie’s hand or give him a hug and  every one of them was received with the same patient and friendly demeanour. Autographs were sought or thanks were given for looking after a certain prisoner. It was obvious that Reggie had a great deal of respect from all and for all. Over the years I have spoken to many celebrities and too many are so full of themselves they bring the shutters down when the conversation veers away from them and theirs. Not with Reggie. He showed great interest in my working life and particularly my family.

All the while we spoke he sipped at an orange drink bought from the canteen, to which he added the contraband brandy. By the end of our two-hour visit his face was visibly red and I felt sure he would be pulled up on the way back to his cell, but that never seemed to happen. It was obvious he was fascinated by his family’s past. He spoke at great length about where his family had come from and little about the crimes that had seen him locked away for so long.

After a few visits, Reggie was moved to Maidstone Prison. This was a much more forbidding place - castle-like, it dominated the lower part of the town. Again I ran the gauntlet of suspicious screws when, as usual, I smuggled in illicit brandy. All visitors for Ronnie and Reggie are searched upon entering the prison. One had a choice: refuse the search and be asked to leave, or front it out - I chose the latter, hoping that the pat-down would not be too intimate. I managed to get through, but was sweating profusely by the time I did. A young girl accompanying me was not so fortunate. Reggie  had asked me to bring her in on my visiting order and having had the usual request, she was happily carrying a bottle of brandy in her handbag - the first thing the screws search. Out came the bottle and was held up high for all to see. The chief screw reacted angrily, threatening her with arrest. Perhaps softened by her tears he confiscated the drink and warned her he would not be so accommodating should it happen again. I was directly behind her and the screw apologised to me for the upset, little knowing that I too was carrying a bottle of brandy.

Once inside and Reggie was sitting opposite me, he immediately introduced me to many of his convict friends and we made quite a party of it, with the booze flowing freely. As his way of showing appreciation for any visit, Reggie always liked to give some small gift, which, with little to give, invariably took the form of a crayon or pencil drawing. He was eager for news of the outside world and of the word on mutual friends.

A month or so after we first met, Reggie asked me if I’d be interested in working with him on a book. The many conversations we’d had concerning his family had inspired him to make a record of them. Much could be collected during our two-hour visits, while more could be written by Reggie in the privacy of his cell. So he set to work.

Once I had established myself as someone trustworthy, Reggie asked me to visit his brother Ronnie in Broadmoor hospital, perhaps to gain a second opinion of my character.  I had the same feeling of trepidation as I was led through the gardens of Broadmoor towards Ronnie’s block. But as before this feeling dissipated immediately upon meeting him. We had a visit in a private room and after pulling my chair out for me Ron politely asked if he could get me a coffee, which he went off to fetch. I found talking to Ron like talking to a friendly uncle. The only time he showed a spark of anger was when I mentioned I had bumped into Peter Sutcliffe, the Yorkshire Ripper, on the way in. He said, ‘I fucking hate that man for doing things to women like he did, but he’ll get what’s coming to him.’ And true enough, much later he arranged for someone to stab Sutcliffe in the eye, blinding him. We mainly discussed the world in general and Ron’s plans for the future when, hopefully, he would be released. He confessed he was tired of being locked away and wanted nothing more from life than to travel and then settle down in the countryside.

From what one reads the impression given is that Ronnie was the dominant twin and that Reggie followed. Whether this had once been the case I don’t know, but now Ronnie did what Reggie said. He asked me to write a piece for the newspapers putting forward his side of his relationship with his ex-wife Kate Kray. I agreed and took down the story. But Reggie vetoed the idea a few days later with no explanation. This kind of thing happened on more than one occasion.

In conversation one day, I admired a heavy gold ring on  Ronnie’s little finger. He told me it was a gift from an American Mafia godfather, then without hesitation took it off and offered it to me. I had to refuse his generous offer, much as I would have liked to accept it. It gave me a good insight into his character. In the few years he had left, I paid many visits to Broadmoor and enjoyed each one immensely.

Sadly Ronnie died in 1995 and Reggie invited me to his funeral. Three cars behind the hearse, sitting with the late Lenny Mclean and the late Tony Lambrianou, I was amazed at the spectacle of our journey to the church. The streets were packed with spectators, and policemen saluted at every junction. Nothing like it had been seen since the funeral of Winston Churchill. Once inside the equally packed church I could see Reggie in the front row looking very sad. I weaved my way through the crowd and approached him. A big smile lit up his face and he jumped to his feet to give me a hug, almost dragging the screw he was handcuffed to off the pew. It was a sad day and as we left the church to the strains of ‘I Will Always Love You’, villains or not there was hardly a dry eye among the congregation.

I was also invited to meet their elder brother Charlie in Croydon, where he was based. Although completely different from the twins, I found him to be charming, humorous, extremely friendly and the best of company. I was amazed when he was sentenced to twelve years at the age of seventy for some dubious involvement in a drugs deal. He only  served three years before dying in 2000, six months before his brother, Reggie.

Looking at Reggie and listening to him over the years of visiting I was struck by what a very strong man he was to have suffered so long behind bars but still be able to remain with it and positive - I don’t ever recall hearing him complain about his situation. Perhaps his past was not admirable but I could not help admiring his strength of character. Though he looked forward to his forthcoming parole hearing he seemed to have accepted his lot and bore it with patience and fortitude - a clue as to how he rose so high in his chosen profession in the underworld.
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Back Home

Over the last twenty-six years I can’t think of any one time when I have been able to relax, lie back and listen to utter silence. Because even when a prison is quiet it’s still noisy by the rest of the world’s standards. I think back to when we lived in a rambling old mansion we owned deep in the Surrey countryside. There, set in nine acres of gardens and paddocks, I often found moments when everything stood still. This could happen at any time of the day, any time of the year, and then I could close my eyes and there would be nothing. No birdsong, no cars, no rustle of wind in the trees, not even the distant barking of a dog, and I would feel my cares and problems wash away from me. Deprived of that small pleasure I am often very conscious  of how much I miss the solitude that profound silence can bring.

It doesn’t matter where you go in the prison system, there is always that hum of an institution. During the day there is a constant buzz of noise: shouting, laughing, singing, crashing of doors, radios blaring, the never-ending sound of footsteps; and in the dead of night a muffled cough or cries of distress are there to break into one’s reverie. Still, with the single cells we are allocated here at Maidstone, the hours between 7.45 p.m. and 7.45 a.m. can at least be spent in much-needed privacy. Though I enjoy my days spent among friends, I find that as the day wears on I am looking forward to bang-up, in perhaps a similar way a working man looks forward to going home, putting his feet up and relaxing.

To the screws, the secure rooms they lock us into overnight are cells, nothing more, nothing less. But to the individual prisoner it is his home and in fact I refer to mine as my flat. Each time a cell is vacated due to the transfer or release of the previous occupant, it is stripped out, searched thoroughly and left in a basic state for the next con. The authorities supply a minimum of comfort and it’s up to the individual to put his own mark on the place. When I arrived here early in 1994 from Blundeston Prison in Suffolk, the furnishings consisted of a bed, a chair, a table, and a couple of cupboards. Hardly the most welcoming sight when you know that you will be spending twelve hours of every day locked up inside  it for the next ten years. But in no time at all I had transformed this bleak room into a cosy study with the help of friends and supporters outside who supplied me with what was needed; a soft carpet and lemon-coloured curtains with pelmets and matching bedspread soon put a bit of warmth into the room. I added a comfortable settee, another table, an aquarium holding nine fish, and my music system. Here and there I placed treasured ornaments and mementos and hung photographs of family and friends on the walls. Now it was truly home.

 



You may know that I was being held in Lewes Prison, Sussex, in the early nineties. From there I was shipped out to HMP Blundeston, which is situated on the edge of the Dickensian village of the same name, not many miles from Lowestoft. What I would have given to have wandered freely along the wooded lanes and narrow streets of the village, but all I could do was gaze in frustration through secure windows at the tantalising view of red pantiled rooftops and church spire. Having read and enjoyed many books by Charles Dickens I would love to have walked around and physically touched the local landmarks he mentioned so often in David Copperfield: the church, the Plough Inn, and the white-walled thatched cottage, named The Rookery, which was the home of the book’s hero. While I never visited this village when I was a free man, I was no stranger to Suffolk, as it was not far from here that Ron and I had owned and lived, for a  time, in a mansion, known as The Brooks. We all loved it there, including our parents who lived in the gatehouse on and off for a long time. We were both saddened to see it sold off after our arrest.

I had no complaint against Blundeston Prison other than it was a great distance for my friends and family to travel for visits. Today the prison authorities try and place inmates within a reasonable distance of their home town or where their families live. Though, with a touch of cynicism, I feel this is more to do with economics than compassion. When a husband or father is imprisoned, in many cases his family is forced to rely on government hand-outs to survive, which then makes them eligible for visiting expenses if they have to travel over a certain distance. Logical then to move the con and save some money. I wish this system had been in place when my mother was alive. It broke my heart when I thought of the toll it must have taken on her to visit her sons, particularly in her later years. Not that she ever complained - that wasn’t in her nature - but imagine the strain of getting from the East End to Parkhurst on the Isle of Wight, or Gartree way up north.

Most of my family and close friends made the effort to visit me in Blundeston but many more, much as they would have liked to, could not and I understood. So with this in mind it was not too long before I applied for a transfer to Maidstone. More than two years were to pass before my request was granted and even then it was unclear as to when  I would get my actual moving date. First I was told it would be the end of this week, and then it was changed to the week after that. A month would pass and another date would be given only for me to see it pass once more. By the time it became definite I was completely pissed off and only really cheered up when I was actually on the prison coach.

I can tell you I gave a loud sigh of relief when the coach pulled away from the prison gates. An hour passed and just as I was thinking that at this rate we will be there in no time, a call came through on the mobile telephone. One of the screws said something to the driver and he immediately pulled over into a lay-by and stopped. The other prisoners and I sat quietly and watched the staff climb from the coach and go into a huddle of gesticulating arms and raised voices. A thought passed through my head: Here we go. They’ve realised their mistake and I shouldn’t be on the coach. I held my breath until a screw climbed back on board and told us that all our medical papers had been left behind, so we would have to wait until a taxi brought them from the prison.

We sat in that lay-by for two hours. At first it made a pleasant change to sit and study a fresh view of rolling fields, trees and cloud formations, but in my highly charged state of anticipation at seeing old friends at Maidstone, I soon became impatient and lost interest. Eventually the documents were brought from the prison by private taxi and we were on our way at last.

Twenty minutes later, the coach began to shudder and once again the driver pulled over, this time in a cloud of steam. I just leant back and closed my eyes - this was not my day. The coach was beyond repair, at least at the roadside, so again we would have to wait. To save us hanging about for hours I suggested to one of the screws that he should phone for a police van and get us taken to a local prison where we could be picked up later. Much to my surprise he took my advice. A van turned up soon after and we were taken to Felsham Prison for tea and a meal. By the time we had finished, a coach had been made available and was ready and waiting to take us to our destination.

As we crossed the new road bridge at Dartford, perhaps two hundred feet above the Thames, I looked out of the window and gazed up the long stretch of darkened river. Somewhere, beyond the million sparkling lights, unseen yet only a dozen miles away, lay the East End, and at that moment I felt closer to home than I had done for more years than I can remember. A memory popped into my head of sitting in Pellicci’s Café on the Bethnal Green Road savouring a coffee and talking to good friends. Does the café, which has been there since the turn of the century, still open its doors every day? Does pencil-moustached Nevio Pellicci still bustle around shouting orders through to his wife Maria, or Mama as she was known? That place served the best food outside of your own mother’s kitchen and it still makes my mouth water at the thought.

The rolling, wooded countryside of Kent brought back a memory of when I had driven through these same parts well over forty years before. Ron, myself and two friends stole a car from the Roman Road area. I can’t remember what make of car it was but I can still recall the smell of rich leather upholstery and the excitement we felt as we sped through the Blackwall Tunnel and out into the country. I think we got as far as a place named Shorne before we ran off the road and wrecked the front of the car on a stone road sign. Thinking it a great joke, we shoved it into a field beside a haystack, pulled some sheaves over it, and then thumbed a lift back to London on the back of a lorry.

Hoping time would pass quickly, I closed my eyes and once again let my mind drift back into the past. Twenty-six years in captivity: I can hardly believe that passage of time. With a sentence of thirty years there is little point in scratching off each day on a calendar. I’m reminded of Henri Charrière who wrote Papillon. He was imprisoned on Devil’s Island and spent many years in solitary confinement. When given a sentence of, say, four years he would say to himself, ‘That’s only eight periods of six months’, and would scratch off each six as they passed. I still think our sentence was too harsh but, like it or not, there was nothing else to do but knuckle down and see it out. As any con knows, the first years were the worst and I have to admit I kicked against the system. If a screw looked at me the wrong way I’d knock him on his back. These people whom I would never tolerate for a moment outside the prison  had my every hour in their control. ‘Do this, do that’ was never something that I was good at accepting. Eventually I realised no matter what I did, the system was always going to be bigger than me and I settled down to do my time. So, I suppose, they won in the end. I eventually decided that the only way to accept incarceration without going mad was to acknowledge that these walls were my home for however long it would take. Forget the outside. Don’t torture yourself with what could have been.

A misconception that many people have is that because of my notoriety I get some sort of special treatment inside. This couldn’t be further from the truth: this is not America, where the John Gottis can buy themselves luxury. I am treated the same as the lowliest con. The only difference might be that I find I am fortunate enough to get a lot of respect from those around me. I spent many years on Category A, which is like being in a prison inside a prison. You’re watched constantly and visitors are rigorously investigated by the police before they are allowed to visit. This in itself prevented many of my friends from coming to see me because of their criminal records. At the same time, a number of my friends were themselves in the system, so I was not without company by any means.

My weekly wage is in the region of six pounds and from this one is expected to buy all the necessities for daily life and if there is any left over to buy little luxuries like the odd chocolate bar. No, Ronnie and myself are not living the high  life on squirrelled-away millions; all our money soon disappeared as the years passed and, sad to say, we have to get by on the munificence of others. I must say I am blessed in having legions of followers on the outside who send in money, trainers, stamps and other materials.

With so many years behind me, I am now looking forward to my next parole hearing. I am quietly confident that I will get the result I am hoping for. After all, I have kept my nose clean for years now and glide along in the system from day to day bringing no disruption to the daily life of the prison. In fact, I think I do a certain amount of good as my reputation means I am listened to when I give sound advice to young tearaways. I only have to point at my own tariff for them to see that crime does not pay. It might seem to in the short term, but eventually the law will catch up with you and then you have to pay the price. There is nothing macho about spending years behind the door, away from friends and family with your life on hold.

One of my greatest sorrows was being separated from my brother Ronnie when we were sentenced. I am very rarely allowed to visit him in Broadmoor, and when I am able I am handcuffed, shackled and stuck inside a van with four screws for the trip to Berkshire, which takes a couple of hours and can be most unpleasant in the heat of summer. What do they think I am going to do at my age? Overpower the screws and make a bid for freedom? Perhaps many years ago one might have thought of some means of escape but with  my freedom on the horizon I’m not likely to attempt to escape now.

 



The view out of the steamy window, stretching down the hill and towards the centre of Maidstone and the prison, snapped me out of my reminiscing. We had arrived. Hours late, but at last I was here. Once I was passed through reception, the frustrations of the day were soon forgotten as I met two of my closest friends, Joe Martin and John Heibner, in an emotional reunion. I had not set eyes on either of these men for almost fifteen years. I first met Joe back in 1964 when Ron and I were in the Green Dragon Social Club, down Aldgate. We were introduced, had a drink together and, as often happens when you meet a sound person, we hit it off immediately. Sadly, the time we were to spend together in the free world outside was limited. A couple of years after our first meeting, Joe was convicted of murder while carrying out a robbery armed with a shotgun. This man who fought with honour and bravery for his country during the Korean War was given a savage sentence and today, twenty-nine years later, he is still paying the price for that one mistake. The taking of a life is not to be taken lightly, it’s a very serious mistake, but what can be achieved by keeping him locked up year after year with little hope of release? I know he has always regretted what he did, so surely this remorse must count for something. At sixty-one years of age he will never reoffend, so I think he should be allowed to  spend his remaining years as a free man in peace and happiness.

Some years after Joe was sent away, Ron and me were destined to follow him. Ron spent a number of years with him in Durham Prison, while I got to know him even better when we served time together in the top security block at Parkhurst. I am proud to state that I love him like a brother and with few in the system like him he has my greatest respect.

John Heibner is roughly ten years younger than me and I’ve known him since he was a teenager. He spent a lot of time in our company and I’ll always remember the time Ron, myself and some of the firm went along to Repton Boxing Club to watch him in action against John H. Stacey. It was only a friendly spar that Ron had arranged, but we were pleased to see our young friend put up a good show against the man who in later years was to become Welterweight Champion of the World. John was a useful and loyal member of the firm right up until we were arrested on the Cornell and McVitie murders. After that, the next time I was to meet him was when he was brought into the hospital block inside Parkhurst Prison after an assault on a screw. This is normal procedure after a prisoner has had a flare-up and did not mean he had been hurt in any way. I was pleased to see him again but shocked when he told me he had recently been given a life sentence with a recommendation of twenty-five years. This was for the alleged contract killing of Beatrice  Gold who owned a dress factory in Clerkenwell. She had been shot in the head. John swore to me that he was innocent and over the twenty years he has served since he has never wavered in this plea. My mother Violet was a very good judge of character and I know she thought the world of him. After we went away and up until it was his turn, he kept an eye open for her to make sure she was all right and for that I’ll always be grateful to him.
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