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  INTRODUCTION




  It would be fair to say I had my doubts. Hurtling down the motorway in the back of a stranger’s car, the phrase ‘What am I doing here?’ sprang to mind on more

  than one occasion. It was a chilly March morning in 1996 and we were on our way to Maidstone Prison.




  The phone call had come a week earlier. The caller was friendly and polite. After revealing his name he asked if I would visit; he insisted there were things we needed to talk about. I

  wasn’t quite so sure. He persisted and eventually, if rather reluctantly, I agreed. He said he had a female friend who could give me a lift. I took her number, we said goodbye and I put the

  phone down. What had I done? What was I doing? It all felt rather unreal. I was not to know I had just had the first conversation with my future husband.




  That’s how it began. Although I suppose, in real terms, it was a little before that. Perhaps it really started several weeks earlier in a bar in North London. I was sitting with an old

  friend having a farewell drink. He had got a new job and was about to leave for the States. He asked if I would do him a favour; he had made someone a promise and wanted to keep it. It was an easy

  enough task, just some publicity for a video, a number of sheets that needed faxing to the press and to magazines. I couldn’t see any problem. It sounded straightforward enough. One drink

  later he told me it was for Reg Kray. I laughed, thinking he was joking. Two drinks later I knew he wasn’t. Three drinks later I was standing at a bus stop wondering

  what on earth I’d agreed to.




  And so I found myself in a car heading towards Maidstone. Maureen Flanagan ‘just call me Flanagan’, the female friend, was sitting in the passenger seat and her boyfriend Derek was

  driving. They chatted as the road slipped by and our destination approached. A part of me was still uncertain about what I was doing. It would be untrue to say I didn’t have any

  preconceptions about the Krays but I didn’t have many. My information was limited to vague memories, a few newspaper articles and the media coverage following Ron’s death. The only fact

  I was sure of was the immense amount of time they had spent in prison. Was I worried at the prospect of meeting Reg Kray? I did feel a sense of trepidation. It wasn’t just to do with who he

  was or his reputation. It was something more. I felt uneasy. I put it down to a combination of curiosity and nerves.




  The prison was surrounded by an imposing grey stone wall. From the outside it looked like a fortressed city. That is probably not a bad description for (as I was to learn) a community existed

  inside, a microcosm of society, with its own hierarchical structure, rules, conventions, beliefs and principles. It was a place of friendship and betrayal, loyalty and deception, hope, desperation

  and hypocrisy. It was a community exiled from society but in many ways not so very different from our own.




  Inside, after Derek had left, we met up with another visitor there to see Reg. The bare magnolia waiting room was crowded. It was filled primarily with women and children although there were a

  few men too – fathers, brothers and friends. Many of the women were young. Despite the cold they were minimally dressed, bare legged and high-heeled, some with a generous abundance of

  cleavage on view. I found myself wondering if that was better or worse for the men inside – knowing they could look but not touch. Attired in a grey woollen jumper

  and matching grey trousers, I felt like a house sparrow in an aviary of exotic birds. The children shouted and slammed the doors of the unused lockers. The babies screamed. Who could blame them? An

  empathic headache spread throughout the visitors. There was a low hum of conversation. Every now and again the door opened and a number was announced. A few more people were swallowed. The crowd

  shuffled forward.




  Eventually our number was called. We went through the door and into a small room. There were three prison guards waiting inside. We laid our coats and jackets on a table and then passed through

  the metal detector. One officer checked through all my pockets. Another female officer frisked me. I found myself mentally switching off. I didn’t feel violated, that would be too strong a

  word, but I certainly felt something, perhaps simply an invasion of privacy. I knew the process was necessary but I recoiled from it. Being under suspicion is an uncomfortable feeling. It took me

  back to those long-gone school assemblies where one elderly and bespectacled headmistress, her face white with rage, surveyed her girls and apportioned blame. You know who you are.




  From here we passed through another door into an open courtyard. Accompanied by an officer we walked across to the visitors’ building. Once inside we had to wait again. The room was stark.

  With its long rows of formica tables and chairs it had the appearance of a works canteen. From a hatch on the left-hand side, tea and chocolate bars were being sold. We chose a place and sat down.

  By the entrance there was a raised platform; four or five prison officers presided over us. There were barred windows to the left and right. There was plenty of light but neon strips ensured

  additional illumination. A few tiny windows, close to the ceiling, were open for air. There were pigeon droppings on the ledges, inside and out. Gradually the tables filled. We sat and made small

  talk. We glanced around.




  It was at least ten minutes before a door at the back opened and the inmates started to filter out. Reg was one of the first to appear. As if unwilling to waste even a

  second he moved rapidly into the room, scanning the tables while he walked until he saw us and waved. He came quickly over. Introductions were made and handshakes exchanged. He was wearing jeans

  and the regulation blue and white striped shirt. His hair was cropped short and grey. Around his neck was a gold cross and chain. I probably had the same initial impressions as many people –

  that he was older, smaller, fitter and less intimidating than expected.




  We all sat down, Flanagan to his left, myself to his right, the other gentleman directly opposite. The visit commenced. I don’t remember much of the conversation we had. I know we talked

  about the video and made the necessary arrangements. I know we set dates and times. I know he was cordial and humorous. He thanked me for my help. The video was Reg’s tribute to Ron; he had

  recorded his thoughts and feelings on tape and these had been incorporated into a documentary. He was not entirely satisfied with the final product but the anniversary of Ron’s death was

  approaching and there was no more time to work on it. He was pleased, he said, that he’d been able to do it at all – it was not the easiest of tasks from inside prison. After many

  months, through phone calls and visits and with the help of some good friends, he had managed to complete the project. He spoke quickly and quietly, sometimes so softly it was hard to hear him at

  all. He leaned in to the table and gathered us closely around, our heads almost touching as if in some grand anarchical conspiracy. At one point he turned to me and said, ‘I talk a lot

  don’t I?’ I couldn’t disagree. Reg laughed. He explained how he always looked forward to visits and spent time beforehand musing about what he wanted to say or do. His thoughts

  and ideas, he said, built up and then just all tumbled out. There were only two hours and he didn’t want to waste a minute of them. While we were talking he produced

  numerous notes on small pieces of paper and once the subject had been covered he tore them into pieces and threw them away. His writing, an indecipherable scrawl, lay like confetti across the

  table.




  I was surprised by his spirit and determination, perhaps even more by his obvious sharpness. He was far from the rather puerile TV parodies that had been prevalent through the eighties. I was

  not sure, though, how much I actually liked him. The jury was still out on that one.




  What remain in my memory aren’t words so much as impressions. When he turned to speak to the others I was able to watch more closely. Despite his bluff exterior there was something

  frustrated and distressed about him. Even when he laughed his hands remained bunched in two tight fists on the table. He was like a rolled-up ball of anxiety. I watched his face, the right-hand

  side that was exposed to me, and noticed the way a pink flush spread periodically across his cheek, rose and subsided and disappeared. It was less than a year since Ron had died and I appreciated

  that his sense of loss was still immense. It was clear, however, that he was suffering in other ways too.




  I won’t say that I pitied him for I had gleaned already that Reg Kray was not of a character to welcome such an emotion. He would have found it, in the same way he found self-pity, to be

  at best worthless and at worst demeaning. Perhaps it is fairer to say that I felt pity for his situation. His crimes although deplorable had been far exceeded by recent and more vicious criminals,

  men who had committed the most terrible atrocities but whose sentences would run for only twelve or fifteen years. Reg, when we first met that day, was in his twenty-eighth year of imprisonment. It

  was hard to comprehend.




  Towards the end of the visit I started to look forward to the time I could leave. The room and the presence of the prison officers were oppressive. Reg Kray was

  disconcerting. I found him, if I am honest, uncomfortable to be with. There was so much suppressed emotion. He appeared outwardly determined and confident, inwardly frustrated and vulnerable. It

  was a disturbing combination. I had done what I had promised. I sat and waited for the visit to end. I thought to myself, ‘I will never come back here again.’ I was sure of it.
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  Four and a half years later, standing in winter sun at Chingford Cemetery, that fateful meeting seemed a lifetime ago. Together we had travelled an unlikely road. It had been a

  journey of great hope and terrible disappointment, of friendship, understanding and love. Reg died of cancer on Sunday, 1 October 2000. Having endured over thirty-two years of incarceration, his

  life had ended after only five weeks of freedom.




  Looking around I saw a sea of faces, some familiar, others not. Over a thousand people had gathered in the cemetery. Many more had lined the streets to watch as the cortège passed by.

  Amongst them were men and women who had known him – but most had only ever known of him. Some were gathered to pay final respects, others to witness the finale to what had been an

  incredible, and in many ways tragic, story. Some had grown up with Reg Kray, others had not even been born when he was sent to prison. Some genuinely loved him, others hated and despised him. Some

  felt admiration, others only contempt. Whatever their emotions, whatever their beliefs, few if any were indifferent. The name of Kray was guaranteed to provoke strong opinions.




  Time is a great healer. That’s what everyone said. Time blunts the edges, makes loss gradually more bearable. But over the following year as I was trying to come to terms, to make sense of

  what had happened, I was faced not just with the terrible reality of Reg’s death but with a seemingly endless flow of new ‘revelations’ about him. The

  floodgates opened to a stream of vilification. From strangers it was to some degree predictable, from former friends and associates it was truly shocking.




  The Krays. How many books have been written about them and around them? You have only to walk into any bookshop and scan the shelves to witness the enduring fascination. It has become almost an

  industry in its own right annually spawning new myths and legends with all the reality of a bad soap opera. Once Reg was no longer able to respond the details of his life became a free-for-all.

  Like dogs fighting over a bone, his ‘biographers’ battled to claim the juiciest rewards.




  But who was the real Reg Kray? Who was the man lost beneath the layers of attitude and opinion, exaggeration and distortion? Why was he destined to spend so much of his life behind bars? What

  did he feel? What did he want? These are the questions that have never been answered. I knew Reg only in his final years. They were intense, tumultuous and sometimes despairing times. We lived

  through them together. It would be an arrogance to claim I knew him absolutely. I didn’t. It is never possible to completely understand another person. We supported, respected, trusted and

  most importantly loved each other. I was moved when Reg wrote in A Way of Life, ‘Rob’s loyalty to me has never faltered and, as a result, she has got to know me better than

  anybody else.’




  Through writing this book I wanted to try to reveal more of the real man, to untangle the web of misrepresentation, to separate the human being from the associated myth and legend. Reg seemed

  destined to be trapped forever in the image that was created for him. He was a 1960s David Bailey photograph, a black-and-white symbol, a smart-suited irredeemable gangster – the epitome not

  only of violence and menace but also of a perverse ‘glamour’ that became entrenched and then embellished through the years. It was an image that appealed both

  to his admirers and his detractors, an image that was mutually satisfying for opposing reasons.




  It is beyond doubt that the mythology surrounding the twins contributed to their long and unforgiving incarceration. Theirs was a myth perpetuated by the Establishment, the media, fellow

  criminals, the public and, most dramatically, themselves. Originating in childhood, flowing through an active life of law-breaking and violence, it gathered credence as it grew. When they each

  received a thirty-year sentence for murder in 1969, the myth of the ‘eternal gangster’ was sealed. Reg and Ron Kray became the perfect symbols of unrelenting and absolute criminality.

  For the rest of their lives they would be despised, feared, glamorized or glorified – depending on the advantage to be gained from those who wished to take it.




  This book is partly about the years we spent together; the personal and public struggles, our marriage, our hopes and dreams, the campaign for Reg’s freedom, and his final determined fight

  against cancer. It is also about his past, his relationships and experiences and the deleterious effects of prison. It is not a dissection of his criminal career about which so much has already

  been written. I cannot be Reg’s voice but through the use of letters, documents and conversations, I can at least try to redress the balance and reveal a little more about the real Reg

  Kray.




  The following words are not intended as a eulogy or a rose-tinted portrait. Reg would not have wanted that. He was what he was, no more and no less. He was not an angel but he was not a devil

  either. He was a human being and his failings, like his virtues, were human ones. If he is to be judged then it cannot be by fiction or conjecture. It can only be by the truth.




  







  1. INTO THE SYSTEM




  Reg’s past was always a distant country to me, the geography only partially mapped by his memories, letters and books. It was a place heavily populated with newspaper

  reports, articles, biographies, documentaries and films, sources of varying accuracy and interest. His own attitude was often ambiguous. Reminiscence could evoke pain or pleasure, most usually a

  mixture of both. Although he would sometimes talk about the past, he would later claim it was a mistake to look back. He had too many regrets. He had made too many bad decisions. Nothing could be

  changed. Even the comfort of nostalgia, the remembrance of happier times, was only ever temporary; with it came the knowledge of everything he had lost.




  Reg wrote at length about his prison experiences. It was only after his death when I was passed a number of old official papers – officers’ reports, reviews and medical records

  – that I realized how much more was revealed in their pages. His daily battles, on both a practical and psychological level, were well documented. His separation from Ron, the loss of his

  parents and his struggle to retain some kind of sanity were starkly highlighted against the regimental demands of the system. The first fifteen years of his imprisonment had a profound effect. It

  was a time spent almost exclusively in segregation or hospital units. They left a terrible legacy of paranoia and depression. He later found ways to cope with the

  psychological as well as the physical realities of prison. Faced with the possibility of never being released, he strove to find a purpose to his life. It was rarely easy. He could have slipped, as

  so many do, into the destructive emotions of self-pity and bitterness. In the end he chose hope over despair.




  To even begin to understand the man Reg Kray became, the man I met in Maidstone Prison in 1996, it is necessary to look back. It seemed the brothers were singled out from birth. As identical

  twins they were always the centre of attention. It was not just Violet, their mother, who showered them with attention and affection, but also relatives, friends and neighbours. They were instilled

  with the knowledge that they were special. It was a status they would not readily relinquish.




  From an early age success in the boxing ring, and violent scuffles out of it, brought them to the attention of the newspapers. This media recognition became a driving force in their lives. To be

  acknowledged, for any reason, symbolized success. It gave them kudos and added to their growing reputations. For most aspiring or established criminals, anonymity is everything but for the twins

  accomplishment without recognition was meaningless. They craved publicity. Raised on stories of East End heroes, boxers, fighters and successful thieves, Reg and Ron were imbued in childhood with a

  respect for violence and villainy. Encouraged to admire the men glorified by their father and grandfather, it is not surprising they later sought also to emulate them. To be ‘someone’

  was everything. To be recognized was to have respect.




  There were, of course, stories of people who fought their way out of East End deprivation through determination, hard work and a modicum of luck. Their success was admirable but also the

  exception to the rule. Many of Ron and Reg’s peers took the same road, with varying success, as the twins. With little education but plenty of aspiration, the rewards of villainy were appealing. But the small-time occupation of petty theft was not for the Kray brothers. They wanted something more. They had no desire to escape the East End,

  only its likely inheritance – a lifetime of anonymity and impoverishment. Although their father Charlie was wily and smart, he was also frequently missing, on the run from the army or

  ‘on the knock’ buying jewellery and other saleable goods from households all over the country. In his absence their mother Violet often struggled, pawning her wedding-ring on occasions

  to pay for food. The memories of these times provided additional fuel for their growing ambitions.




  The environment in which they were raised provides no excuse for their future criminal careers. It simply offers part of the reason. The more essential motivation lay within their own characters

  and their relentless appetite for fame and success. Their effectiveness sprang not just from their ambition but their confidence in achieving it. An additional advantage came with their status as

  twins. There is something extraordinary and incomprehensible about identical twins. The mystery added to their power. Although they fought ferociously with each other they also had an incredible

  understanding. Their mutual loyalty was absolute. Separately they were daunting but together they became formidable.




  Both Reg and Ron were promising young boxers. Trained by their older brother Charlie, the sport provided an outlet for their energy and aggression. At seventeen they both turned professional. Of

  the two, Reg had the greater skill and went on to win all seven of his bouts. Ron, although powerful, lacked his twin’s discipline and out of six fights lost two. By the end his interest was

  waning. There were faster and easier ways to make money. The lure of a different and more lucrative career had taken hold.




  It was inevitable that Reg, although he had a promising future in boxing, would follow his brother’s lead. His more equable nature was no match for Ron’s

  single-minded determination. Anyway, they were twins and whatever they did, they would do together. The decision was made. Their rise through the echelons of the criminal world has already been

  recorded in detail and there is little point in repeating it here. Both the twins were violent but Ron’s vicious unpredictability provided an edge. No amount of logical thinking could

  anticipate the next move of a man who rarely knew it himself. Their ruthlessness propelled them quickly up the criminal ladder; fear and reputation compounded their power. As their notoriety

  spread, others gathered round, eager for a share in the spoils. It was a time of plenty. By 1968, however, the party was over.




  On 8 March 1969, after almost a year on remand and one of the longest criminal trials in British history, Reg and Ron Kray were each awarded a minimum of thirty years in prison. Judge Melford

  Stevenson did not disguise his pleasure at the sentence. If it was a victory for justice, it was an even greater one for the Establishment. The Kray twins, friends to so many Lords, MPs and figures

  of social influence, had finally been brought down. Revenge was sweet. It would also be long. There was to be no forgiveness.




  They had been convicted of the murder of two fellow villains, George Cornell and Jack ‘The Hat’ McVitie. Reg had not been present, and had not known about Ron’s intention to

  kill Cornell, but was still held to be responsible. Although also tried for helping Frank Mitchell to escape from Dartmoor, they were cleared of his subsequent killing due to lack of evidence.

  Their criminal empire comprising fraud, protection, gambling and extortion had been crushed. If it was to some degree an end, it was also a new start. The real mythology of the Krays was just

  beginning – along with their life sentences.




  After the trial Reg and Ron were kept in Brixton Prison for a further month until their future location was decided. Although not completely unprepared, they were still

  disheartened to learn they would be separated – Reg to be despatched to Parkhurst and Ron to Durham. It was not the first time they had been apart, both had served short sentences whilst the

  other was at liberty, but this was something different. Already facing a lifetime of incarceration they were now confronted with the equally fearsome prospect of never seeing each other again. It

  was a major blow.




  Their parents were stunned. They didn’t believe the twins could survive and lobbied the Home Office for them to be reunited. They also asked for help from Dr Clein, a psychiatrist who had

  treated both the brothers on the outside. On 4 July he wrote to the Home Office and to the Senior Medical Officer at Brixton Prison expressing his concerns. He claimed that Ron was ‘a

  well-maintained schizophrenic’ whose worst symptoms, such as hallucinations or delusions, were controlled by medication. Although Reg had been the more stable of the twins it was

  Clein’s opinion that the death of Frances had caused a great deterioration in his mental state. He believed that separation for such a lengthy period would have serious effects and that Ron,

  or perhaps both, could have a major breakdown in the near future.




  Four days later, Charles and Violet, accompanied by a family friend called Thomas Cowley, attended a meeting with the Home Office representatives Mr Weekes and Mrs Becks. It was a fruitless

  interview. Mr Weekes said that medical opinion would obviously be taken into account but there were few special security wings and great care was taken in deciding where individual prisoners should

  be placed. It was, he insisted, normal policy to split up the leaders of gangs so as to avoid any control problem. He explained that the decision to send the twins to different prisons had been

  taken after a great deal of thought and assured his visitors, perhaps not altogether convincingly, that this was in no way a punitive measure. On their departure he

  promised that their views, and those of Dr Clein, would be carefully considered. It was cold comfort to Charles and Violet Kray.




  While the argument raged, Reg settled into the Special Security Block which was to be his home for most of the next six years. It was filled with high-security Category ‘A’

  prisoners. There were some familiar faces, including a few of the Great Train Robbers and Eddie Richardson, a contemporary and well-known South London villain. There were also a number of very

  disturbed inmates like John Straffen, the child killer. They were all, regardless of their crimes or mental state, mixed together. The Block consisted of a series of cells over three floors with

  primitive showers and bath. Its only redeeming factor was a gym with some weightlifting equipment.




  Living in such close proximity, with little hope for the future, it was inevitable that tensions would surface. It wasn’t long before Reg had a serious row with a con called Mick Copeland.

  They had taken an instant dislike to each other. After some minor disagreements they met face-to-face and fought until they were separated. Reg was fined and Copeland shipped out to a different

  prison. It was to be the first of a series of violent episodes. Cooped up month after month, relationships between inmates became strained. Attitudes differed. Trivial matters took on a

  disproportionate importance. Grievances fermented. Patience was strained and tempers flared on an almost daily basis. Another fight followed with John Richard Jones over a derogatory comment he had

  made regarding a photograph of Reg’s late wife Frances. The pressure was relentless. With all the men facing long prison sentences, their lives reduced to the scant resources of the Security

  Block, anger and frustration were never far from the surface. In Our Story, Reg says: ‘Life in Parkhurst was a living hell. It was like living in a jungle – a constant battle

  for sanity and survival.’




  They were not the only ones feeling the pressure. In a different part of the building, in October 1969, the Parkhurst riots took place. The jail was overcrowded and a

  number of conflicts had already arisen between the officers and inmates. These culminated in a bloody confrontation. Frank Fraser – who had worked with the Richardson brothers in South London

  – received a further five years, on top of the fifteen he was already serving, for his part in the proceedings.




  During this time Reg was found to be suffering from a condition called otitis externa, an uncomfortable and chronic ear infection, requiring regular treatment. It persisted for the rest of his

  life and resulted in partial deafness. He was also still taking Valium, prescribed for depression after the death of his wife. Reg rarely talked about Frances but he often thought of her. On visits

  and through letters he occasionally shared his feelings with me. He had gone to pieces after her death, experiencing all the guilt and remorse that suicide inevitably brings. Could he have done

  something else? Could he have stopped her? Did she kill herself because of him? Their relationship was never easy, strewn with problems created both by their own personalities and by the actions of

  others.




  In the late fifties and early sixties Reg always considered his emotional life, apart from his family, to be secondary to the ‘business’ interests he pursued. Although he had a few

  short-lived affairs, they were not important. He lived for the intrigue and challenge of the criminal life he was now involved in. Making deals and building a reputation were more important than a

  date with a girl. He often stayed out half the night, doing the rounds of the pubs and the clubs, making new contacts and reinforcing established ones, looking for opportunities whilst picking up

  ideas and information.




  One of Reg’s girlfriends became pregnant by him while he was in his early twenties. Together they went and talked to the local priest. They were young, unsure of

  themselves, and less than ready for a life-long commitment. Eventually she decided an abortion would be best. Reg didn’t argue. Although relieved at the time, he later had huge regrets. He

  often thought about the child he might have had and felt guilty about what they had done.




  Ron’s sexual preference was always for young men. A number of books published since Reg’s death have claimed that his tastes were identical and that he married both Frances and

  myself to cover up his homosexuality. Reg, however, told me that although he had experimented (as many young men do) he had never perceived himself as even bisexual until he was almost fifty. His

  years of celibacy after imprisonment would seem to reinforce this. Further evidence came in the form of some interesting Government files released in October 2001. Dating from 1966, when the murder

  of George Cornell was being investigated, they included a statement to the police from a man called Charles Clark. Clark was a close confidant of Ron Kray’s and he described his

  friend’s inner turmoil over his sexuality: ‘He once told me the tragedy of his life was that he was the twin who was born the wrong way round sexually. He said he cried inside himself

  every day. Indeed he cried in my presence a few times.’ It’s a testimony that sheds light not just on Ron but also Reg. As Ron was undoubtedly the person who knew his twin brother best,

  his confessions to Charles Clark suggest that Reg was far from sharing his own sexual leanings.




  Reg was simply not interested in long-term relationships of any kind. They were a distraction from his driving ambition. His was a man’s world and women were, on the whole, of secondary

  importance. Reg did enjoy their company however. Handsome, charming, and with his pockets full of cash, he was rarely short of offers. (Even on the night of their arrest,

  while Ron slept with a boyfriend in the room next door, Reg was in bed with his current girlfriend Carol.) Sometimes he slept with them, occasionally he met them again, but he was never drawn

  towards anything permanent. That is, until he met the young and beautiful sister of a friend. Her name was Frances Shea.




  His attraction was instant and enduring. She was extremely pretty and at only sixteen years of age still had an appealing innocence. To Frances he must have seemed the epitome of sophistication.

  She was flattered by the attentions of an older man and beguiled by his apparently glamorous lifestyle. It was not an easy courtship. Although her father worked at one of the clubs owned by the

  twins, Frances’s parents were against the relationship. The reputation of the brothers was growing and they didn’t like what they were hearing. It wasn’t the future they wanted

  for their daughter. They tried to push them apart, to intervene, but Reg and Frances continued to meet. Their first date had been at the Double R Club, a fashionable venue in the Bow Road, East

  End. Owned by Reg, and managed by Reg and Charlie, the idea was conceived in the absence of Ron who was then serving a three-year sentence in HMP Wandsworth. Reg had always dreamed of founding a

  club equivalent to any West End venue and through the Double R he achieved that ambition. It rapidly gained popularity and soon became a regular haunt of many East End families and their friends,

  as well as gaining favour with celebrities, musicians and writers.




  Reg, recalling his early days with Frances claimed, ‘I was totally oblivious to anyone else.’ He took her to restaurants, clubs and parties. He introduced her to a different world

  and a different lifestyle. In 1963, when she was nineteen they went on holiday together to Milan. It was a happy time. They enjoyed the sights of the city and saw Madame Butterfly at La

  Scala. The relationship continued and they later travelled together to Barcelona. Her family remained united against the partnership but when the couple returned from

  Spain Reg went to see Frances’s parents and asked for her hand in marriage. It was refused.




  Shortly after, Reg was sent to prison for six months, accused of ‘demanding money with menaces’. His brief imprisonment in Wandsworth proved a telling time. He was tormented by the

  thought that Frances might leave him. He wrote to her frequently and she wrote back with the assurances he craved. On his release, Reg began a determined campaign to make Frances his wife. Her

  parents were determined to thwart his plans but in the end they could not prevent the inevitable.




  After five years, on 19 April 1965, Reg and Frances got married. She was twenty-one and Reg was thirty-one. It was a huge society event. Ron was best man. Celebrity guests abounded. David Bailey

  took the photographs. Looking at Frances, it is hard to believe she was anything but happy. The only downside to the day was the obvious disapproval of her parents. To make a point her mother wore

  black to the wedding. Reg saw the gesture as an act of spite and never forgave her for it.




  They went to Athens for their honeymoon. It was the first time they had spent an extended period alone. Other trips had been made with friends. Problems began almost immediately. They had fought

  so hard and for so long to be together, the reality was perhaps bound to be less than idyllic. During the day they went sightseeing but in the evenings, without the usual distraction of

  entertaining company, they were thrown back on their own resources. One morning, over breakfast in a street café, Frances told Reg that he seemed ‘out of place’ there,

  ‘like a different person’. He took it as an insult and was stung. She had hit him where it hurt most. Away from his usual London crowd, he was less confident and less sure of his place

  in the world. Nobody knew or recognized him. Nobody paid him attention. There was no special treatment. They were just a couple of tourists in a strange city.




  Things did not improve on their return. Reg decided they should move to the West End, in part for the nightlife but mainly to escape the influence on Frances of her parents and of Ron on

  himself. He hoped it could be a fresh start for them both. It was not to be. Reg took his new wife to view the West End flat shortly before they moved in. She seemed happy on the journey across the

  city and in good spirits. When Reg unlocked the front door he found the carpets had not yet been laid and the boards were bare. Frances followed him inside. Suddenly, for no apparent reason, she

  began to scream. Reg was stunned. He held her in his arms and tried to calm her down; she was crying uncontrollably. Even when the tears subsided she could not explain what was wrong or why she

  felt the way she did. Before the end of the year she was to suffer her first breakdown.




  Frances was lonely in the West End. She missed the company of her friends and family. Reg was often out until the early hours. Despite his frequent absences he remained wildly possessive,

  refusing to let her go out to work or even learn to drive. He told me he later regretted his attitudes but in those days a married woman working suggested that her husband couldn’t afford to

  keep her. For him, it was a matter of pride. He understood, in retrospect, that she would have been much happier in an occupation. Bored and lost, her life at the early age of twenty-one seemed

  cast in stone.




  Neither of them was happy in the new flat and a decision was made to move back to the East End. At this point Reg made another mistake. Without consulting Frances he chose to take an apartment

  in Cedra Court, in the same block as his twin brother. Ron was overjoyed. He didn’t attempt to hide his resentment of Frances. He often taunted and insulted her, sometimes in the presence of

  Reg, who found himself torn by conflicting loyalties. If he objected Ron would say he was only joking, only teasing. What was the matter with him? Had he lost his sense of

  humour since he got married? Was he going to let a woman come between them? Ron tormented Frances out of jealousy, fear and insecurity – she was a real threat to his relationship with Reg. If

  the marriage worked, if it was successful, if they had children – then what would become of him? She would take him away. He needed Reg and he needed all of him. It was only Reg who

  could see him through the darkest times. It was only Reg that truly understood.




  Ron did everything he could to tear them apart. He held parties and invited his young male friends. The music was loud and the alcohol flowed. He encouraged Reg to join him and he often agreed,

  relieved to get away from the bad atmosphere in his own flat, relieved to escape the constant rows and arguments. Frances was afraid. She knew what Ron was trying to do. Reg would have none of it.

  He said she was imagining things. He refused to face the truth. Frances turned more and more to the comfort of her parents. Sensing her weakness and unhappiness they encouraged her to leave.




  They had married and separated within a year. It was a disaster. Reg truly loved her but couldn’t make the compromises she needed. Their lives were complicated by other people and other

  issues, by the animosity of Ron, the interference of her family and by Reg’s lifestyle. In addition they both had deep emotional problems. Frances had suffered severe depressive episodes

  since childhood and Reg was trapped in a complex and destructive relationship with his twin brother.




  Even after she left, Reg could not accept that he had truly lost her. Each night he went around to her house. Mr and Mrs Shea would not allow him in and Frances talked to him through an open

  window. He began courting her all over again, taking flowers and gifts. Despite a period in hospital and then a suicide attempt, Frances could not break away. She moved to

  live with her brother but Reg would not give up. Occasionally they went out. Away from Ron, they spent some better times together. Gradually she came to trust him again. In June 1967 when Reg

  suggested a holiday abroad, a second honeymoon, she agreed. He bought the tickets. The night before they were due to leave Reg went round to see her. She seemed uneasy and distant, fussing with her

  hair and reluctant to talk. He stayed for a couple of hours and then left. Tomorrow they were going on holiday. Tomorrow everything would be different. Tomorrow everything would be fine. Just like

  the good old days.




  What went through Frances’s mind that night? It’s impossible to know. She would have heard about the killing of Cornell. In early 1966 Ron had walked into the Blind Beggar pub and

  very publicly, and at point-blank range, shot George Cornell dead. The reason was unclear. It has been claimed that Cornell had slighted or insulted him but a greater motivation probably lay in

  Ron’s increasing desire for power and control. Delusional, believing himself untouchable, he had committed the ultimate act of destruction. Now his reputation was sealed. Reg, who was not

  present and who’d had no idea of his twin’s intention, was astounded. He was also left to pick up the pieces. While Ron was replaying his moment of glory, Reg found them a safe house,

  disposed of the evidence and tried to ensure that any possible witnesses stayed silent. Ron was out of control and Reg was in the middle of it all. Frances must have known that he could never

  escape from his twin. Would anything be different in the future? Could Reg protect her from Ron? Would Reg ever change? Could they ever make each other happy? To go on holiday, to reconcile, might

  mean the beginning of a whole new nightmare. No one can know for certain what made Frances take the decision to end her life. No amount of speculation can ever reveal the truth. It was a final,

  personal and desperate act.




  There has been endless rumour and conjecture about Frances’s death. Many people have blamed Reg for her suicide, not least of all Reg himself. He always felt

  responsible. He knew that he had let her down. Their complicated relationship undoubtedly provided some of her motivation but perhaps not the whole of it. Ron’s contribution was not

  insubstantial. The pressure from her family also added to her distress. When Reg and Frances were together she often said that she believed she would die young – it became, eventually, a

  self-fulfilling prophecy.




  Reg had grown up with a strong woman at the helm of the family. Violet Kray was kind, determined and generous. She supported her boys without question, accepting them as they were, giving

  stability and security to their precarious lives. His two aunts, Rose and May, were also strong characters. Frances was a different species altogether. If it was her innocence that attracted him,

  it was also that innocence and lack of knowledge that stood in the way of any kind of understanding. Tormented by her death he began to drink excessively. On cocktails of booze and tranquillizers

  he stayed up all night, roaming the pubs and clubs. His moods swung between rage and grief. He embarked on the bitter road to self-destruction, a road that culminated in the killing of another

  villain, Jack McVitie, and his eventual imprisonment. Her memory and how she had died was like a weight that he always carried. He understood what he had done and what he hadn’t; both in

  their own ways were equally terrible.




  In March 1970, after the Parkhurst riots, there was a general shake-up and Reg was suddenly moved to Leicester Prison. At the same time Ron was transferred from Durham down to Parkhurst. It is

  possible that the two vehicles, travelling in opposite directions, passed each other somewhere on the road. The twins were to remain separated.




  If Reg had thought Parkhurst confined it bore no comparison to Leicester, which had an even smaller Security Block. There were fewer cells and fewer inmates but it

  contained an equal if not greater amount of bad feeling. Eddie Richardson was moved at the same time. He had been to Leicester before and warned Reg about its shortcomings. In the Block a small

  cell had been converted into a shared kitchen area and there was one tiny shower room. A concrete yard was provided for exercise. Unable to escape each other’s company, conflict predictably

  arose. One dispute between Reg and Pete Hurley, an armed robber, was over a doughnut. It resulted in a violent fight. Another incident followed with John Duddy, who was serving time for his part in

  the killing of three policemen. Duddy made some sneering anti-gay remarks and Reg, believing he was referring to Ron, attacked him. He also witnessed a number of violent disagreements between other

  inmates. The atmosphere was volatile and while vicious quarrels flared and died their legacies remained.




  It was a relief to Reg when the news came through in February 1971 that he was to be transferred back to Parkhurst. He had spent almost a year at Leicester and described his time there as

  ‘mercifully short’. Even better news came with the confirmation that Ron would still be at Parkhurst when he returned. It had finally been decided that the twins could be together

  again. This was not the result of any humanitarian decision on the part of the Home Office but of a purely practical one – Ron was out of control. Reg, it was hoped, could restore the

  peace.




  If Reg was hoping for a happy reunion his expectations were soon dashed. He arrived back to a tense situation. Ron had been removed from the Special Security Block (SSB) to the hospital after

  attacking another inmate, Bernie Beattie. He had hit him over the head with a bottle. It was the second attack in a matter of days, the first on a different inmate, and both had come completely out

  of the blue.




  Reg was taken twice weekly to the prison hospital to see his brother. In addition they had a joint visit with their parents, an uncle and Christine Boyce, Reg’s

  former girlfriend. Ron gradually became calmer but the authorities were not happy about returning him to the SSB. Both the staff and inmates expressed their concern. It was not simply Ron’s

  violence that worried them but the possibility that Reg, far from being a restraining influence, might actually join with him in any future attack. This possible outcome had not, apparently,

  occurred to the senior decision-makers. What had seemed a good idea at the time was rapidly assuming the semblance of a major mistake.




  Despite their misgivings, Reg was actually accepted by the other cons without difficulty. A prison officer wrote: ‘He has, of course, always been more popular with his fellow prisoners

  than has his brother. His own conduct and manner have been unexceptionable and he has obviously been at pains to allay the fears felt by other prisoners about his brother’s possible return

  which he, naturally, is very keen should happen when his treatment is finished.’




  Ron responded well and in a matter of weeks was deemed fit enough to leave the hospital. Behind the scenes the debate continued as to whether he should be returned to the SSB with some officers

  claiming he not only remained a control problem but would also adversely affect both morale and the atmosphere on the block. The only alternatives were to keep him in hospital, consider him for C

  Wing or confine him in what was referred to as a ‘segregation situation’.




  In the end, either in the hope that Reg might eventually have a stabilizing influence or more likely the result of a reluctance to admit a mistake had actually been made, Ron was allowed back

  into the Special Security Block. For most of the next eight years the twins remained together. They were far from peaceful times. On top of the usual daily disputes, Ron had an argument over his

  medication with an officer and hit him in the face. He received fifty-six days’ solitary confinement as punishment. A number of other incidents followed. Reg’s

  frustration was reflected in a letter he wrote to a friend: ‘I haven’t seen Ron for three days as he is over the hospital. The other night he smashed up his cell and shouted at an

  officer the following morning. He goes up for punishment on Monday. Will you write him a letter direct to the hospital and try to tell him what a fool he is being, tell him to try and

  settle down. Don’t pull any punches in your letter, be firm with him. It’s about time we thought of my mother more as she worries.’ If the friend’s letter was ever written

  it certainly didn’t change anything. The rows and arguments persisted. There was one particularly bad altercation with an inmate called Roy Grantham ending in a vicious fight and a charge on

  the twins of malicious wounding. It began to look as if the worst fears of the authorities were coming true. There was talk by the Home Office of splitting them up again.




  By August 1973 Reg was being prescribed Librium and Stelazine. The former is often used to treat anxiety, the latter is an antipsychotic drug for the treatment of mental disorders such as

  schizophrenia or manic-depressive illness. Although Reg was never diagnosed as schizophrenic he suffered periodic bouts of paranoia and depression, afflictions undoubtedly exacerbated by the highly

  stressful conditions of his imprisonment.




  There is always a burden, especially on a high-profile inmate, to keep his ‘position’ in the hierarchy of prison. In order to maintain respect he has to respond to every challenge,

  threat or public slight. Failure to do so leads to vulnerability and loss of face. This in turn leads to further danger. In addition to real intimidation there is also the imagined. Every perceived

  insult, slander or reproach is another episode on which to brood. To secure his place he therefore embarks on a perpetual and exhausting cycle of confrontation and retaliation, attack and

  counterattack, collision and resistance, leading to a state of almost constant fear and anxiety. It is not impossible to imagine the psychological effect of such prolonged

  pressure.




  In October 1974, five years after Reg was sentenced, Dr Cooper, one of the Medical Officers at Parkhurst, wrote the following statement about him:




  

    

      Over the past months he has shown increasing tension which has manifested itself in headaches and paranoid ideas towards staff and others. These symptoms have been

      controlled with tranquillisers. Physically he is in reasonably good health with the exception of his ears which are subject to recurrent bouts of severe dermatitis and secondary infection. In

      my opinion he is a highly neurotic individual with strong paranoid traits which under stress can become borderline psychotic. There was an episode two or three months ago in which he thought

      people were talking about him and one prisoner in particular. Fortunately I have a reasonably good rapport with him and when these symptoms do occur he invariably comes over to the hospital. I

      would recommend that he still be regarded as dangerous and left on the Category ‘A’ list but that serious consideration be given to his removal from the confines of the special

      security wing. He has been there many years now and he is showing signs of deterioration. A move out of the special security wing in the near future may go a long way to prevent further

      deterioration and potential violent situations extending from his and his brother’s attitudes towards the claustrophobic conditions of the SSB. I would not recommend that he be moved from

      Parkhurst but either into the C Wing situation or the hospital which offer unique and probably the best means of testing his reaction to the general prison situation. If the experiment

      in integration did fail we could always place him back in the SSB for a further period.


    


  




  Reg and Ron moved shortly afterwards on to the newly opened psychiatric wing. It housed some of the worst psychopaths in the country, many of them under heavy medication. Among their number were

  a high percentage of sex offenders. There was the usual level of bullying and intimidation. Within the first couple of months they witnessed a prison officer taken hostage by three inmates. There

  were other violent incidents to follow. It was a strained and brutal environment; attacks and beatings were commonplace. The first of several murders came less than a year later. An inmate called

  Doug Wakefield strangled another lifer, Terry Peake, whom he had befriended. Further killings took place in the main wing of Parkhurst. The prison was steaming, a hot-bed of uncontrollable

  viciousness both between the inmates themselves, and the prison officers and the inmates. Parkhurst in the 1970s was a place not just of unregulated punishment and retribution but also of constant

  threat and menace. With so many dangerous and frustrated inmates thrown together, and so little hope on offer, the consequences were often fatally predictable.




  The Medical Log through the next couple of years describes Reg as ‘well-behaved’ and having a ‘good influence on his brother’. However, on 23 December 1975, it is

  reported that Reg ‘cannot stand people around him’. This may have been due to the reduction in Stelazine and the resurfacing of some paranoid tendencies. By early 1976, however, the

  medical staff are claiming there is ‘no evidence of paranoid ideas’ and reiterating that he is a good influence on Ron. In 1977, eight years after sentencing, there is a notable change.

  In January the Medical Log notes that he ‘seems to be depressed – it is noticeable that Ron is becoming the dominant party again’. Around this time Reg is also recorded as suffering considerable pain due to an ear infection. By the end of the year the Hospital is reporting: ‘This man has been in C Wing for three years. Over the

  past three or four months he has become increasingly depressed and anxious. He is obviously under some stress from his brother who has become infatuated with another prisoner and behaving in a very

  demanding manner and making intolerable demands upon his brother. Admitted to hospital for observation. Librium 10 mg tds [three times a day]. He was anxious to come into hospital and since his

  arrival I have noticed a remarkable change in his attitude. He seems relaxed and less depressed.’




  There is no doubt that the most important person in Reg’s entire life, and the greatest influence, was his twin brother Ron. It was a complex relationship. Fraught with emotional

  difficulties, conflict and frustration, their mutual love was never uncomplicated. Although fiercely loyal they had many bitter fights and arguments, some incredibly ferocious. It is impossible to

  be sure where the roots of their hostility lay. Perhaps all the normal elements of sibling rivalry were exacerbated by their status as identical twins and the need to establish an individual

  identity. Ron’s prolonged stay in hospital as a child might also have made a difference. At the age of four the twins had caught diphtheria, a dangerous illness that killed many children in

  the East End. The two boys were separated and sent to different isolation hospitals. Although Reg recovered quickly, after three months Ron was still in a critical condition. Removed from the

  closeness of his family, deprived of his mother’s love, he must have felt fearful, resentful and abandoned. In the end, Violet made the brave decision to remove him from the hospital and tend

  to him herself.




  From the moment he returned home to Bethnal Green Ron fought to gain Violet’s attention and to re-establish his place in the family. His subsequent convalescence provided him with the attention he craved. He became fiercely protective of his position. Reg was always more placid and easy-going. He would often, for the sake of peace, bow to his

  brother’s demands. It was a habit that was to continue into their adult life.




  The deterioration of Ron’s mental state added a further complication. Little was known about paranoid schizophrenia and it was to be years before he was correctly diagnosed. It was only

  when he was committed to Broadmoor that he got the continual treatment and medication that he needed. Throughout their lives Reg felt a tremendous responsibility. Most of his emotions, to the

  detriment of his own relationships, were permanently focused on his twin. Ron’s illness made him unpredictable, violent and depressed. Reg was constantly on the lookout, alert for the signs

  that might indicate an imminent explosion of temper or a dangerous withdrawal into himself. Reg knew he had to take care of Ron, to always be there for him. Sometimes he resented it. He craved a

  life of his own, not apart from his twin, but independent of him. It has been claimed that Ron was dominant and that Reg simply followed where he led, but that is not entirely true. Reg had a good

  business brain. He also had his own ideas and ambitions and proved, with the establishment of the Double R Club, he was more than capable of carrying them out. He often had to be the stronger of

  the two, taking care not just of business but also of his brother. If Ron created a situation, Reg could not walk away from it. For everything Ron did, Reg always shared the consequences. He might

  have found an escape if his marriage to Frances had been successful. His life could have taken a different direction. It was not to be. His destiny was inextricably entwined with Ron’s and

  their fate, like that of many of their victims, was a terrible one.




  By 1978 the twins were living on the hospital wing of Parkhurst. It was to be their final year together. They were placed on F2, the observation landing, and were

  locked up for most of the day. Reg seemed to feel some respite despite, or perhaps because of, the restrictions. Ron’s unpredictability, infatuations, and frequently violent outbursts were

  creating an intolerable strain. Reg was described as settling well on F2 but also identified as being ‘the more vulnerable of the twins’. It was considered that a move might be useful

  for him in the near future. By October, a couple of weeks before his forty-fifth birthday, his mental health had taken an upward turn. A doctor wrote: ‘Over the past weeks he has shown great

  improvement. He is no longer so depressed or anxious as before. Seems to have settled very well in hospital. His relationship with his brother is back on an even keel again. It is interesting to

  note that over the years I have known him he appears to have phases of anxiety and depression which is cyclical but depression has never reached the intensity of a true indigenous state.’




  Reg’s improved state of mind was short-lived. By the end of November he was finding it increasingly hard to deal with Ron and by the following spring he was slipping again into depression.

  One of their co-defendants at the trial arrived at Parkhurst. This man had been told he would not be reviewed for release for a further five to six years. The message for Reg was loud and clear

  – he had a long long wait ahead of him.




  Ron could not settle. He found it impossible to simultaneously deal with prison life and the problems of his own illness. Although capable of long periods of rational thought, he was aware of

  the damage and strain he put on Reg during his unpredictable and uncontrollable relapses. Reg wrote in A Way of Life, ‘One day the alarm bell rang on three different occasions when

  Ron had fights with other cons in the hospital. To put it mildly this was a bit of a strain on my nerves. I used to watch Ron like a hawk wherever he moved.’




  In 1979 Ron was told he was being committed and transferred to Broadmoor. He was not unhappy about the decision. His ties to Reg were intense but the situation at

  Parkhurst was intolerable. Haunted by paranoia, anxiety and fear, his life was a nightmare. At Broadmoor he could at least get the treatment he needed. He knew he had to leave.




  For Reg, as for Ron, the move evoked mixed emotions. He found it hard to envisage another separation; it was a terrible prospect. At the same time there was an element of relief. Reg continued

  to be drawn again and again into Ron’s conflicts and emotional difficulties. Bound through love and loyalty to support him it added to the not inconsiderable strain of his own personal

  problems. Reg understood that Ron couldn’t deal with ordinary prison conditions and knew he would continue to suffer for as long as he remained in them.




  It was a traumatic time. They were twins and had shared the burden of Ron’s illness throughout their lives. It was hard to let go. When Ron left for Broadmoor neither brother could have

  envisaged its permanency. They could not have imagined they would never spend, at any one time, more than a few hours together for the rest of their lives.




  Reg continued his now slightly quieter existence on the hospital wing. He had been imprisoned for over ten years. Librium and Stelazine were still being prescribed. Life in the hospital was

  occasionally surreal. There were numerous inmates who had not yet been assessed and were waiting for their allocation. Some would go on to Broadmoor or Rampton but in the meantime they were

  Reg’s constant, and often strange, companions. Many had major psychiatric problems. Reg admits to not feeling completely sane himself at this time but remained more or less aware of what was

  going on around him.




  There was one particular ritual that Reg kept each year. Every Christmas, when it was dark, he would go to the toilets, stand on the pipes and peer out through the high window overlooking the

  Isle of Wight. In the distance he could see the Christmas lights. They reminded him of everything he had lost . . . and some of the things he hoped one day to

  recapture.




  By the end of July Reg was once again fighting off depression. Although freed from the pressure of Ron’s unpredictable behaviour, the separation produced its own anxieties. With Ron

  settled at Broadmoor, Reg would have to face the future alone. The hospital surroundings were not exactly conducive to a balanced mind but he felt he couldn’t cope on the main wings. The

  authorities decided otherwise. A decision was made to force Reg back into the mainstream of prison life. Eighteen months after Ron’s transfer, changes were instigated. They would have a

  permanent and irrevocable effect.




  







  2. A DOWNWARD SPIRAL




  Reg’s transfer in January 1981 into what was known as the ‘dispersal system’ proved an almost disastrous experience. The system had been introduced in 1969

  and its purpose was to prevent a concentration of high-security inmates in any one place. By scattering them among other prisons, and frequently moving them around, the official aim was to lessen

  their ability to cause disruption and make any kind of mass breakout less serious. For the prisoners it meant they could be shifted at any time, usually in the early hours of the morning, and

  always without notice. Psychologically, the effect was profound. Knowing what was likely to happen made it difficult to settle or adjust. For those who had already spent long periods in highly

  regulated and highly secure conditions their entrance into the dispersal system could be especially traumatic.




  The restrictive regime of Parkhurst had not prepared Reg for the very different environment of Long Lartin in Worcestershire. On arrival he appeared, according to staff reports, as ‘a man

  completely disoriented and unable to cope with life in the wing situation’. The periods of open association, where most of the prisoners mixed freely together, were particularly threatening.

  He had difficulty relating to other inmates and initially could not deal with even a one-to-one conversation. In the presence of larger groups he withdrew to his cell. The Medical Officer described

  him as ‘an odd little man whose management should present no real problems’.




  Reg continued to have infrequent visits with Ron but these too were a source of anxiety. He believed he had a responsibility to help and support his twin but usually returned from their meetings

  in a state of frustration, his high hopes and expectations consistently dashed. At this time it was probably Reg who was more vulnerable. Ron’s withdrawal had not just been physical; his

  emotional reliance had also lessened. Although they would always retain a fundamental need for each other, Ron was starting to deal with his problems on his own.




  Gradually, over a period of three or four months, Reg began to gain a little confidence. Although primarily a loner he picked his few friends from former acquaintances, people he had known on

  the outside. One of these was Patsy Manning. They had met back in 1958 when Patsy had stopped him in the street and asked for directions to a barber. Reg had sent him down the road to ‘Chris

  the Greek’ and told him to drop by the snooker hall if he wanted a drink afterwards. That chance encounter had been the start of an enduring friendship. It was Patsy who came up with a

  solution when a girl Reg wished to see was refused permission to visit by the prison authorities. Under a different name it was arranged that she would visit Patsy instead, her visits coinciding

  with those of Reg with his mother. In this way they were able to sit near each other and have some brief conversations. For a while this arrangement worked well but eventually the staff realized

  what was going on. The visits were stopped and both Reg and Patsy were reprimanded.




  Upset by what had happened, Reg was further distressed by the news he was to remain a high-security prisoner. The Governor of Long Lartin, in a report to the Category ‘A’ Committee

  at the Home Office, acknowledged that he no longer warranted this status but accepted that ‘the degree of notoriety attached to him will make any downgrading of his

  security category unlikely at this stage of his sentence’. The Assistant Governor on Reg’s wing was of a similar opinion:




  

    

      For institutional control reasons alone, I consider that Kray no longer needs the security restrictions of the Cat ‘A’ list. With regard to escape potential he

      has shown no indication of being involved in any escape attempt and it is possible after thirteen years inside he no longer has the support from anyone outside to mount an escape attempt for

      him. However the name Kray continues to attract considerable publicity and this is likely to continue through reported plans to publish a book about his mother and through his brother

      Charlie’s reported attempts to promote a film about the ‘Life and times of the Kray Brothers’. This notoriety will make it difficult for the Cat ‘A’ Committee to

      approve a downgrading of Kray’s security category, although this is recommended by most of the attached reports.


    


  




  After a visit one afternoon Reg stood up to leave the hall and found himself unsteady on his legs. Feeling dizzy and light-headed he embarked on the long walk back to the wing but had to stop

  halfway along the corridor. Another inmate helped him back to his cell. Later an old friend, a magistrate called Dora Hamilton, suggested he might be suffering from agoraphobia. It is described in

  the dictionary as a fear of public and open spaces but its roots lie in much deeper places, in feelings of exposure, anxiety and extreme self-consciousness. It was a reasonable diagnosis.

  Reg’s twelve years on the Isle of Wight had left him ill-equipped to face the new challenges of Long Lartin. At Parkhurst social interaction had been minimal and determined more by necessity

  than any genuine expression of friendship: confrontation was commonplace; violence was routine; suspicion, fear, and stress were constant companions. Thrown from

  comparative isolation into open association, his subsequent difficulties were perhaps inevitable.




  By this time it was September. The small improvements Reg had been making came to an abrupt halt. It was as if the reality of his situation suddenly hit home. Despite his attempts to integrate

  and adapt, the position of the authorities remained clear – he was to remain a high-security prisoner for the foreseeable future. Symptoms of his earlier paranoia re-emerged. Unable to trust

  even the closest of friends, he began to attribute betrayals. At night, in the darkness, he thought he could hear a persistent series of clicks. Was his cell being bugged? Were all his

  conversations being monitored? Was something being planned? His mind became filled with imaginary threats.




  On 23 October 1981, the night before his forty-eighth birthday, a senior officer was alerted by Wing Patrol. It had been reported that ‘Reginald Kray was distressed’. Officer Ramsay

  attended. He said:




  

    

      I went to see him and found him to be worrying about a letter, card and a book he had received during the day. It was from a Miss Beverley Derbyshire. Because of comments

      such as ‘All my love forever’ and ‘This book is to remind you of me’, 058111 [Reg’s prison number] was convinced she was going to commit suicide. To reassure Kray

      I informed the Night Orderly Officer and then telephoned Kray’s mother as Miss Derbyshire is not on the phone. The mother’s number was unobtainable despite repeated tries. I went to

      see Kray and again found him in an upset condition. He stated his wife had committed suicide and he was getting bad feelings after reading his correspondence from Miss Derbyshire. I read them

      and went over them with him and could not find anything in them to warrant Kray’s concern. To placate Kray I made a telephone call to his brother, a Mr Charles

      Kray. His reply was that Miss Derbyshire had been in the best of spirits when he had seen her less than 24 hours previously and obviously after she had posted letters etc. In fact she was

      coming to visit Kray’s mother the following day. His message was tell Reggie everything is fine, not to worry, and he would phone tomorrow. I went to see Kray again but he still would not

      accept that his fears were unfounded. He kept repeating that there was a ‘message to him in what she had written’. He wanted the police contacted, to go to Miss Derbyshire’s

      home and if necessary force an entry.
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