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Dedicated to my wife Catherine Bailey and all the guys and girls who have helped me at the studio over the years.
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My mother Glad.
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Glad and Bert’s wedding day.




Chapter 1


War


The two toughest women I ever met in my life were my aunt Dolly and my mother, Gladys, and it was they who brought me up. Dolly was the complete opposite of my mother, always laughing and up for a joke, whereas my mother didn’t like jokes. She was more angry, mostly at her situation. She always seemed old, Glad, whereas Dolly always seemed young.


Dolly used to say funny things to me as I got older too. When I was married to Catherine Deneuve she used to call me up and say, ‘How’s your French floozy?’ She’d say, ‘You can’t keep sharpening a pencil, David.’ Later when I was with Marie Helvin, she’d say, ‘Here, Dave, you married a chink?’ I’d say, ‘She’s not a chink, she’s a gook.’ She was full of all that East End philosophy, such as, ‘If you’re fucking and it hurts you’re doing it wrong.’


It’s a shame Dolly’s not alive. She always wore a white scarf – nylon probably – with those big curlers. I’d say, ‘When you going to take your curlers out, Doll?’ She’d say, ‘For the party.’ Then she’d come to the party in her curlers. She never took them off. I think she was a lazy bitch. Couldn’t be bothered. She was nice, she was my friend. I loved Dolly. I wouldn’t have grown up so close to her if we hadn’t been bombed out of our house in Leytonstone when I was four and we’d all moved in together.


Leytonstone is where I was born. One of my earliest memories is of the magnolia tree in our street, in somebody’s front garden. It’s still there. I’d never seen a tree like that in my life, the pink flowers almost glowing in all the greyness and rubble that was the East End in wartime. It was such a fantastic thing to see. I didn’t know it was a magnolia tree, but at the time it was just the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen. It was also the first time I’d seen anything beautiful. It seemed like something tropical, as exotic as that, though I wouldn’t have known to call it that. When I started working on this book I took my son Fenton and my collaborator, James Fox, on many travels into the East End, looking for the places where I grew up. Wallwood Road in Leytonstone, on the edge of Epping Forest, was the house where we first lived – me and my sister, Thelma, and our parents, Bert and Gladys. I was born in January 1938, my sister Thelma in November 1939, a few months after war broke out. I hadn’t been back for a while, not since they put up a blue plaque saying I was born there. It’s one of those Victorian houses, built around 1850, big bay windows on the front. We only had two rooms: my mother’s bedroom, then down some stairs a long narrow kitchen you couldn’t swing a cat in. There were loads of families living in the house. You shared a toilet; there was a bathroom on every floor.


When I got there that day with Fenton and James, we saw the door open; there was a police cordon at the top of those stairs, and a policewoman guarding it, saying it was a crime scene and she couldn’t disclose what had happened. I could imagine our old room, not much different, where the crime had taken place. From the street, the curtains still looked the same. It looked really shitty. Same broken low wall, probably the original fence. The privet hedge had been trimmed; back then they grew so far out over the pavement you had to tiptoe around them not to walk in the gutter.


The war was no problem for me. When you’re a little kid you don’t know it’s a war, you just think it’s normal. It’s not scary. You hear the bombs but you don’t think you’re going to die. I was two when the Blitz started, and the wailing air-raid sirens and the ‘ack-ack’ of the anti-aircraft guns were the soundtrack of my life; going to the brick shelter in the garden every night was routine. From September 1940 they bombed London for fifty-six nights without stopping, mostly in the East End. Stepney got the worst of it. Lord Haw-Haw, I read since then, had promised to ‘smash Stepney’. The theory was that Stepney got so bombed by the Germans because Hitler thought all the Jews were there. There were lots of Jews in the East End then. Everyone was Jewish or Irish, there was nobody else.


Almost my first visual image was of sides of houses gone, the inside outside. There’d be paintings hanging, and mirrors, and a fridge hanging on a ledge, or a bed there. It was like opening a doll’s house. The other soundtrack, along with the sirens, was the crunch of broken glass. I remember coming into the hallway and everything was covered in glass, the windows blown in. They always had brown tape stuck over them so that the glass stuck together when they broke, but this time the force of the nearby explosion must have been too great. I was fascinated by the noise made when you walked on glass, the sound of that crunch-crunch. Later, playing on bombsites, I liked smashing it.


I still jump when I hear a bang. Once when there was a bang I dragged my sister underneath the table, because that’s what I had been told to do, and I was a hero for about two weeks. But they soon forgot.
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Myself as a baby.


We were living at Wallwood Road when my father brought home a Tonka toy that was being passed around all his East End mates. My dad said I must be restrained with my playing and not damage or scratch it as the next day it was going to another little boy to play with for one evening. Or to a girl, I suppose. I imagine boys because boys counted more than girls in those days. It was red and maybe yellow, strongly made of tin with a small crane on the back. I had never seen anything like it; it almost seemed like a holy relic. Toys were scarce in the war, even on the black market.


I also remember finding a little lead soldier or sailor in a pea jacket. I loved this thing so much. One day my mother was doing the ironing and I stood him on top of the iron to see what would happen, and it melted into a blob. There goes my sledge, my Rosebud, like in Citizen Kane. It turned into a ball and rolled onto the floor. The first tragic thing I really remember. Much worse than Hitler’s bombs. Did I cry? No, I didn’t cry. Boys didn’t cry in the East End. They’d think you were a fucking wimp. That was sad, though, my Rosebud. I didn’t realize it was Rosebud until much later.


One day in 1942, when I was four, we climbed out of the shelter to find the house next door bombed out. If you look now to the right of our house you’ll see the council house that replaced it. We were moved to East Ham. My mother’s sister Dolly and Uncle Tom, her husband, who was a pub pianist and worked in a wood factory, moved in with us in Heigham Road, a smallish house, later Victorian style, built about 1880, with bay windows framed with decorative stucco pilasters. They had their two kids, so there was eight of us living in this one flat, four babies. It must have been like the fucking Yellow Submarine. They had three rooms upstairs, and we had two rooms below but you could make them three by pulling those wooden doors across the front room to make two rooms.


The front room was normally where nobody ever went. My mum used to have plastic over all the furniture. There were only two reasons to use the front room: you put flowers there; and when the doctor came round, no matter how cold you were, you were put in the front room, which wasn’t heated, for him to examine you. But until the war ended I slept in the front room because there was nowhere else. In the East End lots of people lived really close together. We were used to it.


Uncle Arty, my mother’s brother, who was gay, used to come home from the Navy and stay with us as well. I shared a room with him, which my father didn’t like – not understanding the difference between a paedophile and a homosexual.


In the backyard at Heigham Road we had an outside toilet (the inside one didn’t work) and a chicken shed, home to four Rhode Island hens and a cock. One of the hens was my favourite and my mum told me it was mine. I could look from the front room through the kitchen and see into the scullery, the little room where they had the cookers. And that’s how I discovered that my dad had killed my chicken on Christmas morning. I saw it hanging up in the scullery with its throat cut. That’s probably why I became a vegetarian, after that. When I was a bit older, about twelve or thirteen, I announced it. I don’t know where I got it from because I didn’t know anybody who was a vegetarian. I think it was the murdering of my chicken that did it.


After the Blitz ended there was a bit of a lull in the bombing but it started up again in early 1944, when I was six, and lasted a few months. They called it the Baby Blitz. Every night we used to go down the coal cellar, always about six o’clock when Toytown started on the radio. Sometimes we’d stand at the top of the stairs so we could still listen to it, coming from the kitchen while the bombs were going off. The coal cellar was probably the worst place to go because it was full of gas pipes. We used to sleep down there in a big brass bed, surrounded by coal. All of us – Aunt Dolly too – except for my dad. He used to do so-called wardening. He’d vaguely tell us he was off watching for bombs or something, but I’m not sure my mum believed him. He was really off with women. He wasn’t conscripted because he had varicose veins. Didn’t pass the medical. His legs looked like a fucking cork oak. I suppose lots of tailors had it because they’re standing up all day.


When the ack-ack guns went off, the house would shake and all the distemper, the white paint, used to flake off the cellar walls and float down, covering us. I always felt it was like being in one of those snowglobes at Christmas. There was one bare light bulb down there and I used to play airplanes, make shadows on the walls and shoot them down. I’d get smacked for that. ‘Shut up, stop doing that, you’re irritating me.’ I took two wooden angel wings from a bombed church and brought them back but I didn’t tell my mum because she would have said you shouldn’t nick from a church. I hid them in the cellar and they’re probably still there because I shoved them right back inside where the poles go under the ceiling. That would be a good bit of filming, bringing the angel wings back. It’s too good to be true. The wings were such a bizarre thing to bring back.


The Germans bombed East Ham because it was near the Royal Albert Docks. I remember sitting on my dad’s shoulder, watching the dog fights. My mother used to get angry, screaming at my dad, ‘It’s dangerous, come in.’ He’d say, ‘He’ll never see anything like this ever again.’ I watched it all, the searchlights sending white beams across the night sky, planes fighting, everything. I loved it.


It eased up in 1944 when the Germans started using the V1, the doodlebug, which looked like a small plane. I remember the first one crashing, in Mile End, and listening to my parents talking about it, saying, ‘There’s no pilot.’ They didn’t realize it was a flying bomb. It used to run out of fuel over the target – that’s how they got it to stop, crash and explode. It was a clever way of guiding them, in a way. We used to have to count the seconds between the engine cutting off and the explosion, like you do with lightning and thunder, and that was supposed to tell us how far away the doodlebugs were. Which I think is a load of bollocks.


Every day you saw V1s come over and the Spitfires in the sky, trying to shoot them down. I once watched a doodlebug knock off a chimney.


My parents must have thought it was getting too dangerous when the Germans started using the V1 bombs, because that’s when my mum took Thelma and me to the country – not evacuated like other kids but taken to stay with a friend of my dad’s near Bristol. The locals hated you being from London. One day two older kids gave me a blackberry and said, ‘Would you like this?’ I thought, why not? And I ate it.


‘Do you want another one?’ they said.


‘Yeah, all right.’


‘We’re glad you liked those,’ they said, ‘because we pissed on them.’


So that night I took a box of Swan matches and set fire to the fucking field, which I assumed was theirs. The fire brigade and police turned up. My mum was really angry with me. I climbed over the roof of the house we were staying in to get away, and the next day we had to move back to London.


By now I’d started going to Plashet Grove school, which always smelt of wet sand from two big sandpits in the playground. If the sirens went off, we’d go outside into the playground where we were all put into columns and marched over to a big brick shelter with a concrete roof. We had two Anderson shelters in the backyard at home, made from corrugated iron and dug into the ground. They were both full of water because there was no drainage. People never mention that. East Ham is pretty low, it used to get swamped by the Thames until they built the docks. That’s why we used the cellar instead. Some people kept pigs and ducks in the shelters that were full of water. There wasn’t too much RSPCA around. Sometimes, when Mum went shopping, she’d dump me with her aunt Mercy, who lived up the road. Aunt Mercy had a wonderful shelter – perfectly dry, lined with green felt, with cushions decorated with robins and flowers. It was like a country cottage!


There used to be packs of dogs, all different shapes, running together; they’d gone feral. Their owners might have been killed in the war or they’d been let go by people who were evacuated and weren’t allowed to take their pets with them. There were still lots of dogs living on the street after the war, one of which I was pretty scared of. I used to have to walk around the block to not see it every morning. Horrible dog. A mongrel. It used to attack me all the time.


We never came straight home from school. We’d play on bombsites, which were fascinating if sometimes dangerous places. A couple of kids got killed – one, I remember, in a cement mixer, another falling into a building. I used to collect shrapnel. I’ve got some still. It’s hard to pick up because it cuts you like razors. We were warned not to pick up anything that looked like a toy or a fountain pen because they thought Hitler had dropped booby traps, so we were quite streetwise about picking up things. I brought an incendiary bomb home once, unexploded. I don’t remember bringing it home, all I remember is the air-raid warden – with his armband and round tin hat – running down the road with it in a bucket.


I made little museums to house the items I picked up, which would be labelled things like ‘Stone from Wanstead Flats’ or ‘Piece of Wood from Bombed Building’. My father had one of those record players with the radio underneath, all in one, so I took out the radio and the speakers and made it into a little museum. I got into trouble for that. My dad said I’d ruined his radiogram. But he didn’t use it anyway.


We’d look for lead on the bombsites – bits of flashing or melted pipes from bombed churches or roofs. A lump was worth sixpence, and sixpence was a lot of money. When I had a bit of lead to sell, I’d go to the rag-and-bone man who’d come round the streets on a horse and cart. Horses were a common sight back then. Coal would be delivered on carts pulled by great big shire horses. The milkman, George, had a horse called George as well. And the horse just used to take its own time walking the float around; it knew where to go, it was always the same route.


Towards the end of the war, V1s were replaced by V2s – they were the first ballistic missiles, a rocket. That’s when the Germans bombed the cinema in Upton Park and I thought they’d killed Mickey Mouse and Donald Duck and Bambi. It was one of those great cinemas, an Egyptian cinema and a V2 got it. I was really pissed off with Hitler.


Everything was scarce so Glad was often out shopping and we were by ourselves a lot. It must have been awful for my mother. Now you think about it, it must have been awful for all of them. They’d go out shopping, come back and the house would be gone. If my mother saw a queue she’d just go on the end. She’d queue for hours. She didn’t know what she was queueing for but she knew it must be something. It’s a bizarre surrealistic act, just to get in a queue and not know what you’re queuing for. Sometimes we were chucked out, when the sirens went, from a bank or post office – doors closed, into the streets, my mother furious.


Everyone was on the fiddle, buying on the black market. The soldiers were better fed than the civilians. Rationing meant you got a certain amount of food a month for one person, including meat. We used to have pig trotters because they were cheap. And my mother taught me how you tell a cat from a rabbit when it’s skinned. When they split open, in a cat the kidneys are one above the other, and in a rabbit they’re side by side, or it might be the other way around. But that’s how you would tell if the butcher had sold you a cat instead of a rabbit. Because there were plenty of rabbits hopping around and quite a lot of cats.


Everybody grew something in their garden, especially during the war. My grandmother’s kitchen opened straight onto the backyard, which was always full of beautiful rhubarb. We grew tomatoes and had chickens. The tomatoes would be put in the window when they were yellow, to get them to go red. In the East End you always saw loads of tomatoes in windows when you walked down the street and, growing through the fences, blue lupins and buddleia. That’s from China. Everything interesting seems to be from China.


I remember our street having a big party when Germany surrendered in May 1945, mainly because I hated it, all those people making small talk. I was not sociable as a kid. Actually, I’m not sociable now. And then the streets were full of bonfires, as people burned rubbish from bombed-out houses. It felt wrong, now we had peace, to see fires still burning. They were so hot they left big black marks on the roads.


When the war ended, Dolly and her family left and got their own place. I shared a room upstairs with my uncle Arty when he was home on leave, my sister had a room, my mother and father had a room, and the front room went back to being used only for flowers and doctors’ visits.


I think about death every day, all the time. It started with the war. I’ve had nightmares on and off ever since of buildings falling down on top of me.




Chapter 2


Gladys and Bert


The area where I grew up – Forest Gate, between West Ham and Wanstead – was really rough back then. East Ham and Barking were the roughest, and they’re still the last of the East End really. It’s all becoming very middle-class. Stratford is completely middle-class. Wanstead’s the next place that’s going to go because there are quite nice houses there. All the houses along Wanstead Flats were the poshest houses I remember seeing as a kid. Now they just look like quite big, regular houses. Everyone wanted to move to Wanstead. All the taxi drivers moved to Wanstead. The park itself is the garden of a former house – one of the biggest houses in Britain, almost as big as Versailles – that was pulled down in 1780 or something.


I remember walking across Wanstead Flats with my mum when I was quite small. She was pushing a pram, with my sister, I suppose. I have an image of her; she had a flowery dress on and I remember thinking how pretty she was walking through the brown grass with the wind blowing. My mother was quite beautiful when she was young, and that was my first image of her.


My mum and Dolly used to go out for one day a year to the West End, to Selfridges. That outing was like your holidays. They just went to look at the clothes, but not to buy them. They couldn’t afford them. They were machinists so they knocked them off at home on sewing machines. My aunt Dolly used to make white flare parachutes at home – tons and tons of them, which I used to play with. My mum tried on this dress and I watched her twirling around in the light, backlit in the big plate-glass windows they had upstairs in Selfridges. That was the moment that changed my life. I thought it was magic. I just thought she looked beautiful. I didn’t know what backlit was in those days. I didn’t know who Avedon or anyone was then. I was about nine. It must have been a Dior copy of the New Look, which came out in 1947; it took probably a year to reach the shops here. That image has always stuck with me. It was my first fashion photograph in a way, though I didn’t associate it with photography. She was quite slim when she was younger, my mum. She had big tits, I think. People had bigger tits in those days – or they’re just disguised better now, because they must be the same tits.


Glad was fierce. You knew what mood she was in by how black her eyes were. She had the most scary eyes. Very black. Her mother was probably a Huguenot – they were all settled in the East End around Spitalfields from the eighteenth century, refugees. Even the gypsies were scared of Glad. They used to come to the door and try to get money out of me as a kid and she’d come down the hallway, yelling at them like a banshee, and they’d be running down the road with her shouting curses back at them. The gypsies in those days dressed like gypsies and they sold lucky heather with a bit of silver around it. They used to camp out on Wanstead Flats with their caravans. They made a big mistake when they picked on me.


If I was in a gang fight or something – gang fighting started when you were about eight – I was more scared of her than I was of getting a black eye because she’d give me a slap for it. Once I was on the top of the stairs when she hit me and I fell down the flight. But I think that behaviour was normal then. I know she liked me a lot but Glad had a temper. She was just East End tough, like my daughter is. Paloma’s tough. She’s East End. They’re always tough on the surface but deep down they’re a bit soft.


I wasn’t really a fighter. I was always getting hit back. A big bloke called Keith beat me up. Keiths are always dodgy guys. There were a few farmers that moved to the East End, a lot of people came from the country. That’s why you got so many Greens; you were called Green if you were a Jew or if you were from the green of Ilford. I think he was a farm boy, big Keith. I came home with a black eye and Glad said, ‘What happened to you?’


‘Keith beat me up,’ I told her.


‘He did that to you?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Go and hit him back!’ she said.


So I went back and I got beaten up again. I wasn’t going to listen to my mum any more after that. I learned early on to use humour instead. Make a joke of everything. Say, oh, I like your shoes. Anything that throws them off what they’re thinking. I’ve used it all my life, that. Making them laugh is better than making them cry.


My mother would clean our front step every day. If you walked out on the street about 7.30 in the morning, you’d see a row of women cleaning their steps. Glad used to clean it white with a great big lump of chalk and she looked down on the people who used red because they only had to do it once a week and she thought they were rather common. She was so proud of her step being clean. We had to step over it and if we trod on it, it was, ‘Oh my god, don’t tell her.’ We’d try to rub the marks away with our hand. She’d be furious. She was fanatical about it being clean.


The only person my mum was scared of was Mercy, her aunt, who lived about six houses along the same street and who was always out the front, talking. She was very intelligent and Mum looked up to her. Mum always insisted I behaved well for Aunt Mercy, to the point that I ended up scared of her too. Her husband was a merchant seaman and full of stories from his travels. I remember shaking his hand and him saying, ‘You’ve shook the hand that shook the hand of Buffalo Bill.’ My lesbian aunt Alice lived close by too. She was a troop leader in the girl guides – used to wear the girl guide uniform all the time. They had the boy scout hats, the girls in those days. Alice was very manly – tall, short hair, no make-up. (Glad would never admit anything. She’d never admit uncle Arty or Alice were gay. She almost made out she didn’t know what gay meant. Maybe she didn’t know what it meant. She was quite naive.)


Glad was scared of what Aunt Mercy thought. If there was a footprint on the white step outside the house and Mercy saw it, she’d be upset. You could write a whole Alan Bennett movie around the white fucking doorstep. I was as scared of that white doorstep as I was of her eyes. The only two swearwords she said were sod and bugger. ‘I just cleaned that ten minutes ago and you stepped on it, you little bugger!’ It was never real swearing – fuck or cunt or anything like that. Cunt was used more with your mates. But cunt was a nice word. I like single words. Like ‘moonglow’. It’s such a nice word. It’s like a poem in itself. You don’t have to say anything else. Tells you everything. Or ‘cunt’. Perfect word. In fact, I’ve done some paintings called the Cunt Paintings. They’re just black and if you really look at them you can see the word cunt or rainbow or moonglow. Magical words.
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Glad and Bert looking happy, holding my cousin Maureen.
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Glad holding me as a baby.
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With Bert at the seaside.


I always wondered what the white doorstep was about and why Glad looked down on people with red ones. It’s funny, the snobbery in the East End. We looked down on people from across the river. They weren’t East End enough. People who went to the Co-op were common to my mother. She wouldn’t use cockney slang and she wouldn’t use Jewish words. In the East End everyone used ‘schmuck’ and ‘schnorrer’, all those Jewish words, but she never did. My dad did.


She really wanted to be middle-class, my mum. Her heroine was Barbara Stanwyck because she thought she looked a bit like her. She used to take me to see Barbara Stanwyck movies when I was seven and a half or eight. She took me to the cinema a lot. We used to go four or five times a week, so I’d see ten films a week because there was always two films each time. The cinema was only 9 pence each so it was cheaper going to the movies than putting a couple of shillings in the gas meter for two hours of warmth at home. We used to take jam sandwiches and orange juice to have our dinner. (Everything was called dinner. Lunchtime was called dinner; every time you ate it was called dinner.) My mum used to decide what films we saw. She had a preference for film noir, for drama. After that her choice was based on the actors she liked, whether the film was in colour or black and white, and where it was showing. We had to get a bus to the ABC in Manor Park, so that was always the last one on the list.


The film my mother liked best was The Best Years of Our Lives, starring Myrna Loy and directed by William Wyler in 1946 – a war film, made about a guy with a hook hand who’d lost it in the war. That was also the film I remember more than anything, partly because such a big fuss was made of it but also because it was so long it had an interval in it. That made a big – and bad – impression on me. Usually you’d sit in the cinema and see the A film and then the B film and then the cartoons. I wasn’t happy that with The Best Years of Our Lives you only got one film.


Glad was quite intellectual for the East End. She used to read books. There was a man who’d come door-to-door carrying this suitcase, a globetrotter case. He’d open it and I thought it was perfect, the way the books fitted inside. Now the globetrotter cases are poncey, like Louis Vuitton, but then they were the cheapest – they probably cost 10 shillings or something. Mum would hand back the book she’d just read and pick another one. I guess it must have cost a small fee but less than buying a book. She never stopped reading. She read as much as she went to the cinema. The two things she did most. Probably fucked a lot, I later found out. She had lovers.


My mum had pretensions. I think that’s why she was angry. She became like that because of my father. Her favourite song was ‘Try a Little Tenderness’. Bing Crosby sang it: ‘She may get weary, women do get weary, wearing the same shabby dress.’


Women had it shitty in the East End then. Most families were a bit dysfunctional, though it wasn’t dysfunctional, it’s just the way it was for everybody. They used to fight all the time, my parents. I don’t really know who was the worst, because she was probably a bitch, my mum, looking back. My dad was just an OK East End geezer with a pocketful of fivers. Everyone liked him. That used to make me think – maybe he’s nicer than my mum says. Because my mum did everything to turn me against him and my grandma. He wasn’t perfect, that’s for sure.


Glad didn’t have much of a life. My parents had to get married because she was pregnant. She was twenty-five, he was about thirty. In those days if you slept with someone in the East End you were supposed to marry them. But for my parents it certainly wasn’t good to be married a year before war broke out. They had a bad time, in their sexually very active lives, right in the middle of the war. You could see why everyone was up for it: go to bed and you might not wake up in the morning.


And then my sister Thelma developed rheumatic fever around the age of six or seven. She was sick for about three years. She was at Stratford Hospital for nearly a year. Glad used to go and see her every day. She had a weak heart and she had nearly died, so my father was crazy about her. When she had the rheumatic fever, if you touched her she used to scream, and my father thought I did it on purpose. Because of Thelma’s weak heart, when she went to school she had to go on what we called the silly bus. Then it wasn’t politically incorrect. Nothing was politically incorrect then. It was the bus for the raspberry ripples, the cripples. Bertie Lemon was the most famous, he was a cripple and he had a big head, encephalitis. He used to walk like Dracula. And we’d say, ‘silly boy Bertie Lemon’ and he’d run away even though he was much older.


There wasn’t much empathy in the East End. People said it like it was, or like they thought it was. What you have now is a kind of media-fed empathy that people think is empathy but is actually sentimentality. It’s selective empathy, which makes people feel better. There wasn’t much of that. People were tough but they looked after each other. Total strangers would take their hat off when a funeral went by and they’d clip you round the earhole if you didn’t stand still until the hearse had gone by. I remember someone taking off my cap and smacking me round the head. ‘Keep still, you little bugger.’


I didn’t know my father Bert at all really. I used to wait for him sometimes at the front door and I’d know he was coming because he used to slap the newspaper on his leg as he walked. He always wore an Anthony Eden hat and a Crombie overcoat. So sometimes I waited but I also kept out of his way. I was frightened of him. I’d hide from him, in the backyard behind a broken fence between us and the neighbours, I remember. He never beat me, though he threatened to all the time. If he was going to slap me on the legs or something – always just behind the knees – my mum would say, ‘You touch him, I’ll swing for him.’ She meant she’d get done for murder. He was a bit of an arsehole like that. She liked me a lot, my mum, I think to compensate for the fact my father was mad about my sister because she was so ill.


I think my father was born in Hackney, his father was born in Bethnal Green, and then the rest of the family seems to be Whitechapel. I took one of those DNA tests that check for your ancestry and I am 47 per cent British and Irish, strongest in London, 30 per cent French and German and the rest is all northern Europe, plus a very small sub-Saharan percentage. So somewhere in the back I’ve got a touch of the tar brush. I don’t know where that comes from. Probably soldiers because Baileys were usually soldiers; historically they guarded the bailey, the courtyard defence in a castle. In Scotland the name’s derived from Bailiff, which is completely different. I think it’s different in France too; it doesn’t mean the bailey yard. Catherine Deneuve used to say, ‘Why are you called Belly?’ Because the French can’t pronounce Bailey. She’d say, ‘What a funny name, Belly, to have.’


My father was a cutter, which was the most important job in tailoring. He worked at Polikoff, the tailoring factory in Mare Street, Hackney, owned by a Polish Jew, Alfred Polikoff, who later opened a big factory in the Rhondda Valley that became Burberry. They made uniforms all through the war. All my family on my dad’s side went into the tailoring business. Horne Brothers was a well-known tailor’s and his sister Doris worked there as a machinist. His two brothers, Roy and Ernie, also worked in tailoring. That’s why they all look good in photographs – because their clothes were tailored. Boris Bennett was the high-street photographer who took their picture with my parents at their wedding. I’ve got the original picture in the original frame. He was really famous – the David Bailey of the East End, known just as ‘Boris’.


I went to a football match with my father once, which I hated, in 1948 when I was ten. It was the Olympics between the Indians and the British and the thing I remember most was the Indian players didn’t wear boots, they just played with a bandage around their feet. Otherwise I didn’t see much of him after I was about ten. Once in a while we’d talk about music. He liked a trumpet player called Whispering Smith or something. He never had any records but we had a radio with a bit of string you pulled along until you got a station. That would be on the whole time. Music While You Work was always on in the mornings, made for the factory workers. They used to play that right through the Fifties too.


If we went on holiday it was an East End holiday – a day trip to Margate, Southend, Clacton-on-Sea. It was awful. The adults all got drunk on the coach, stopped at every fucking pub; there was sick going up and down the aisle, bottles rolling down. They’d all be singing ‘Knees Up Mother Brown’ or some other stupid song like the ‘Hokey Cokey’, while I was choking on the smell of sick and beer. And if you didn’t go away they used to take you to the pub. Kids would be left on the doorstep. I’d sit outside The Green Man all the time, for hours. Sometimes with my sister. You might get a lemonade and a packet of crisps. It was miserable. Fucking cold as well.


My parents didn’t talk to each other. It was kind of like a comedy. They never liked each other as far as I can remember, although I did hear them fucking once, which was disgusting. They would communicate through me. We’d be sitting in the kitchen and Mum would bring the food in from the scullery – the very small scullery, wouldn’t even be the size of a toilet now. She’d put the food on the table and say, ‘Tell your dad his dinner’s ready.’


‘Tell her I don’t want sausages,’ he’d say.


‘He doesn’t want sausages.’


‘Tell him he’ll have to lump it,’ she’d snap.


I couldn’t bear to eat with him because he used to chew with his mouth open. He was much more of a peasant than my mother.


One Sunday my mother said, ‘Go and wait for your father at the top of the road.’ I was standing there, playing with my penknife, when two boys stopped and said, ‘What you got? What’s that knife? We’ll have that.’ And they pinched it.


My dad didn’t turn up and after a while Mum came down to find me. I was a bit pissed off about the penknife and told her.


‘We’ll go and get your father,’ she said.


He was at the Duke of Fife pub, and I remember walking in the door and there he was, necking with the barmaid behind the bar. My mum was screaming and then we were dashing back. I couldn’t keep up with her, she walked so quick, dragging me along because she was pissed off because they’d stolen my knife, and then doubly pissed off because my father was with the barmaid. I just remember thinking how quick grown-ups walk. That incident was typical. They never seemed that happy.


He was always in his club, my father, if he wasn’t at work. He did take me there sometimes. It was a sort of a dodgy snooker club in Hackney. It was above the Polikoff factory, a club for the staff but you could go if you didn’t work there. My dad just ran it. On Fridays, when he took me down, they used to have people come in and do little turns: juggling acts, performances, people would draw things. I can still draw one of those performing characters from memory. Everyone played pool or billiards and they’d let me win. It was a nice atmosphere. I remember two women telling me, ‘God, with your eyes you’re going to make some women unhappy,’ and for years I wondered what they were talking about.


I would see the CID come into the club on their Friday visit.


‘What do those guys want?’ I asked my father.


‘They’ve come for their tea money,’ he said, which was the name for protection money.


My father had lots of schemes going like loan clubs and Christmas clubs. When he died I had to pay off everybody. When I was about thirteen, he got slashed by a knife at the club, leaving him with a scar down his face. I cycled to see him in Stratford hospital, where they were sewing him up. He told me to go away. He was embarrassed, I think. I didn’t know who had done this to him at the time, but my aunt Peggy, who married Dad’s brother Ernie, told me it was the Kray twins. The irony is that I got to know the Krays and photographed them, photographed Reggie Kray’s wedding, never knowing that they’d scarred my father. It was a very closely kept family secret – a dangerous piece of information. I had this interview with my aunt Peggy shortly before she died in 2015. It was one I’d been wanting to do for many years for the archives. I started the interview by asking her to tell me about Glad, telling her I knew nothing about my family.


‘I met you when you were three years old,’ she said, ‘and that was 1941. Ernie [later her husband] was in the Air Force and we were courting, and we came round to meet your mum and dad. I know you’re going to laugh at this, David, but you were the loveliest little boy anybody could know. You were quiet, polite, a pretty little boy. And I remember the first thing you said to your mum: “Is Uncle Ernie an ossiser?” You couldn’t say officer. We used to come over quite a bit. You were always very close to your mum when you were little.’


She told me how my father got his face scarred by the Kray brothers.


‘Well, your dad was the head cutter of Polikoff’s and he ran the dances and things. This particular time, they had a dance at York Hall in Bethnal Green and your dad was running it. A gang of lads came and they started to cause havoc, throwing the beer about and making themselves a nuisance. Your dad’s friend was a copper and he happened to come in to see your dad and between them, they threw them out. But when the dance finished, this other friend had gone home. Your dad had to clear the place and lock it up, and they must have got back in. York Hall has got a balcony and they’d got up there and hidden themselves on the balcony. So your dad’s locking up and all of a sudden they jumped out when he was on his own and they said, “Get him.” They jumped down and smashed a pint glass in his face, cut his face right the way down. He had a terrible scar for the rest of his life, sixty-eight stitches. It was on the front page of the Hackney Gazette and what it said was two brothers, Ronald and Reginald Kray from Whitechapel somewhere, had been sent down for it. They were boxers and they were nineteen years old, so they weren’t really well known then. But they were getting to be a nuisance. And I think they got two months or something, inside. So I know your dad was frightened and said, “Look, I’ve got to forget it.” He told Gladys off because she was having a go to people about them. Your mum was saying they ought to do something and he said, “Gladys, shut your mouth, nobody’s to know of this.” And I thought that’s Ernie and I as well. You couldn’t, because everybody sort of knew them. I never told my daughter for years. And you, David, being well known, I thought I won’t say anything because I’d never believe in letting the press know things that are going to alter your life. And of course eventually I read their life story and it said Reginald Kray had their wedding pictures taken by David Bailey and I went berserk. I said, “David doesn’t know that they caused the scar on his dad’s face.”’


It was when I got a bit older that I started to realize things were really pretty unbearable between my parents. I didn’t see a lot of my father; he was always in the pub, always chasing women, as far as I could make out. That’s what my mother told me. I came to think of him – much later on, though – as an all right bloke in a funny sort of way. But it’s not what I heard later from women in the family, when we were working on this book.


Ernie was a wireless operator in Lancaster bombers, and he and Peggy were married at the end of the war.


‘Your dad did like other women,’ Peggy told me. ‘When Ernie first got demobbed in 1946 we had a holiday. We were going up to the Rising Sun pub on Woodford New Road to have a drink, and this car pulled up, and who should step out but your dad with a woman and another couple. He says, “Oh, this is my brother Ernie, he just got demobbed, come with us and have a drink,” and he was trying to make out that this woman was with the other couple, but she kept going up to him and putting her arm around him. She was older than your father as well, and she kept saying, “Oh Bert, have you got my costume made yet?” and all that. He was trying to brush her off so that we wouldn’t know he was with her. And that’s when I realized what a philanderer he was, because you were still young children. And Grandma Bailey was all for her sons, whatever they did. There was no one like them, they couldn’t do wrong. She never ever stuck up for your mum and she didn’t like it when I used to stick up for Gladys and say what I thought of Bert. She fell out with me once because I used to call him her prodigal son. Bert only went to see Maud, his mother, once a year, but when he had a new woman he’d take the new woman around to her. Do you remember when he had that Jaguar car? And Ernie and I felt so sorry for your mum. I said to Grandma Bailey once, “Why do you encourage Bert?” “Well, he’s my son and I don’t turn any of them away. And she (your mum) should go out with him.” I said, “How can she? She’s got two young children.” So she was a bit naughty with me after that. Bert had so many different girls and Maud, your grandmother, egged him on.’


Maud, who lived in Leyton near Hackney Marshes, was a bit Winnie the Witch. She was a rent-a-cockney; she had a bull terrier and a parrot, an African grey. Everybody in the East End had an African grey and a bulldog because they lived near the docks and they wanted protection. I tried it on once with the Inland Revenue. I had dog food down as tax-deductible. They said, ‘What’s this dog food?’ I said, ‘They’re protection, they’re guard dogs.’ So she said, ‘That’s all right. What’s this parrot food?’ I said, ‘They’re guard parrots.’ It cost me three grand for the joke. Shit, no humour, this woman. They were guards in a way, they’d screech if someone came in, like geese.


There was always a parrot shop at the top of the road. I suppose that’s how I started to like parrots. But Grandma’s bull terrier bit my sister badly in the eye – she still has the scars – and that did finally cause a rift between her and my father.


If Maud the witch didn’t like the girl her son was courting she’d put buttons in their food – an old tradition. Nip a button off a bloke they liked and put it in the girl’s food, so they’d never marry. She did it to Peggy when she was courting Ernie.


‘Ernie was in the Air Force so he wasn’t there at Christmas to get his slice of pudding,’ Peggy told me. ‘So I’d be round there and she’d say, “I’ve made my Christmas pudding. Ernie won’t be here but perhaps you might get the bachelor’s button, you might not get married.” I thought, we’ll see about that! So she’s put it on the table and I’ve looked at it and I thought, I swear she knows where that bloody button is. And she said, “Wait a minute, I’ve left the knife outside.” I thought right, so I turned the plate round – and I never got it. She was so surprised I didn’t get the bachelor’s button! Mind you, if I did get it, it wouldn’t have worried me as long as I didn’t swallow it.


‘Maud was so against Gladys, gave her a very hard time. I liked Glad. We got on like that, Glad and I. She could get fiery. Your dad was always out drinking every night. You were left in bed. One night he hadn’t come home, he fell asleep in the British Queen pub in Wanstead. He went to the toilet and fell asleep on the throne and they had locked the door, not knowing he was in there, and he was in there all night. Another time he came home drunk one night and she was in bed, and it was very late and he’s got in bed and wants to start performing. And she said no, she wouldn’t have it, which she wouldn’t. Anyway, he blacked her eye, he gave her a good hiding. So she thought, “Right, Maud thinks he’s so . . .” So she went round to Maud’s and when she opened the door Maud said, “Oh Glad, what have you done to your eye?” She said, “Take a good look at it, Mother, this is what your son’s done.” Do you know what the old girl said? “Well, you must have deserved it.” She was always nasty to Glad. But your mum couldn’t answer back.’


I don’t think my father was very violent. I mean, he might have slapped her, but everyone got a slap. Women used to say, he doesn’t like me any more, he doesn’t hit me any more. They thought it was a sign of love. The trouble is, he was an East End bloke and you have to take into account time and place. That’s the way blokes acted in those days. I’m not saying it was right, but that’s the way it was. That’s why people don’t quite understand the Krays and what they got up to. They don’t get it, but you didn’t have much choice in life unless you went into trade, like a plumber or something. My choice was to be a car thief or a hairdresser. The idea of being a photographer was so middle-class, it wasn’t even on the horizon.


I did know my mother hated my grandmother and wanted to turn me against her. She was always saying, ‘You don’t want to go over there, she’s a witch.’ It looks like my mother was right. When I was about six or seven she said to me, ‘Oh I hate her. You hate her, don’t you? Tell me you hate her.’ So I said, ‘All right, I hate her.’ It was my first big lie because I liked her. She encouraged me to breed budgies and secretly gave me the money to build a birdcage, where I kept cockatiels, in the kitchen. She used to clean the pub on the edge of Hackney Marshes. She was a pub cleaner until she was ninety-two, I think. She lived to ninety-six.


Instead of my father being at home, I saw my mother’s boyfriend George there a lot. At least, I sort of suspected he was her boyfriend, because I’d come home from school and George would be there. I thought, ‘What’s my dad’s best friend doing round our house at four o’clock in the afternoon?’ When you’re a kid you know those things, but you don’t really know. I never thought at the time they were having it off, but they obviously were. She thought he was posh. She told me to watch the way he eats, puts the knife and fork down in between mouthfuls, whereas in the East End they slap it all in in one go. He used to say dreadful things, used RAF terms like ‘off like a flash, old boy.’ It was all fake. I think he worked in a pub in Wanstead, where all the taxi drivers wanted to move to. I always knew he was a cunt with his badge on his blazer. Didn’t tell her I thought he was a cunt, but I did.




Chapter 3


Madame Maud of Hackney


My mother asked me, when I was about eight, if I would I like to go and live with Maud, my father’s sister. In fact, Maud had suggested it because she could see that my dad didn’t like me. And my mum recognized that, and thought I might be better off. I wouldn’t have minded really because she had a daughter called Maureen who was twelve. To an eight-year-old she looked rather sexy. They’re always tasty when they’re a bit older when you’re that age. Aunt Maud was a bit posh. She lived in Wanstead in a house with a garden backing onto Wanstead Flats, whereas we just had a backyard. Her husband was in the wholesale rag trade and was the first person I knew to get his clothes made in Hong Kong. Maud wanted to adopt me, but I said no because I didn’t want my mum to be upset.


Peggy told me, ‘Now, Maud was a very clever dressmaker and she had her own business in Hackney. She was known as Madame Maud of Hackney and she had a showroom where the girls worked on machines. She used to do wedding wear and evening wear. And then she had a shop next door where all the things were on show.’


Seventy-five years after Maud offered to adopt me, I travelled up to Norfolk to meet her daughter Maureen, now in her eighties – the one I’d nearly left home for. I hadn’t seen her since we were kids but she’d been sending me Christmas cards. The other purpose of the journey was to check out the Sainsbury Centre for Visual Arts, in the Norman Foster building on the campus of the University of East Anglia, where I was going to have an exhibition of my pictures. I took along my eldest son, Fenton, also my assistant, to film the interview.


We’d agreed to meet Maureen in the cafe of the museum. She wasn’t difficult to spot. She was tall, dressed in a scarlet, full-length coat, her silver hair pulled back tightly into a bun on top. She carried a walking stick: she looked elegant, white-faced, imposing. It was lucky I hadn’t been adopted by her mother in the end. I might have been given elocution lessons, though that was the least of what I might have suffered at the hands of Madame Maud of Hackney, according to what Maureen told us of her childhood. Madame Maud sounded like a very cruel woman.


JAMES FOX: Lunch is ordered. A whisky for Maureen. She starts by showing Bailey old photographs of the family.




MAUREEN: These photographs were taken in Jaywick Sands. We used to go there on holiday. That’s your mother. That’s you . . . You know, David, I’ve been wanting to meet you for such a long time. I wanted to meet you once before I died, just to talk to you. Look, there’s Grandma playing cricket.


BAILEY: Is that my father? Good-looking, wasn’t he?


MAUREEN: But he was a scallywag. I’m afraid so. I probably shouldn’t say that. Are you sorry you didn’t meet me earlier? I did send you Christmas cards.


BAILEY: Did you? I never saw them.


MAUREEN: How did you manage to see the last one, that I sent this Christmas?


BAILEY: I just happened to see it.


MAUREEN: I sent you Christmas cards every Christmas for about five or six years. It would have been nice to meet you when I had my decent clothes and I could walk properly.


BAILEY: I like what you’re wearing now. When you walked in I knew it was you. It’s nice to meet now, it’s kind of exciting, like a bad David Lean movie . . . I remember you in the garden once, there was a red rose in that garden.


MAUREEN: Why were you frightened of me?


BAILEY: I wasn’t frightened of you, I fancied you.


MAUREEN: I was always well dressed.


BAILEY: Can I say something? I think you’re wonderful.


MAUREEN: Why?


BAILEY: You just are. Take my fucking word for it.


MAUREEN: Your mother gave you your first camera, didn’t she?


BAILEY: Yeah, a box Brownie.


MAUREEN: Richard, my son, has got Daddy’s box Brownie. It still takes photographs, apparently.


BAILEY: Is he a keen photographer?


MAUREEN: He’s been to college to learn.


BAILEY: But he doesn’t work in photography?


MAUREEN: No, he’d love to but he’s got to get known. He’s done weddings and, as I say, he takes things of stones and dead flowers. He put flowers in ice and takes photographs. Very strange.


BAILEY: No, it sounds good.


MAUREEN: Your hands are shaking, David.





[image: image]


Cousin Maureen.




BAILEY: Masturbator’s colic.


MAUREEN: It’s no good telling jokes because I’ve got no sense of humour.


Lunch arrives.


MAUREEN: I’ve got to tell you I don’t eat very much. This will be all I eat today. I don’t eat a lot at all. I never have done. I don’t have any breakfast or lunch. Sometimes I wonder how I’ve managed to live so long. Because I drink like a fish, I smoke like a chimney.


BAILEY: [looking at a photograph of Maureen as a young woman] You were quite beautiful in a way, weren’t you? Nice bone structure.


MAUREEN: I was terrified of men, you know.


BAILEY: Why?


MAUREEN: I don’t know, but I was terrified of men when I was young. They frightened the life out of me. If I had my life over again I wouldn’t change it, I’d do exactly the same as I’ve done. But I would learn to drive.


Now, that’s Glad. Your mother was very glamorous.


BAILEY: Do you think Glad was beautiful?


MAUREEN: Yes. Very attractive. She played the piano beautifully, by ear too. She used to play Mummy’s baby grand. She would never talk about you. She’d never say how you were doing or what you were doing, which used to annoy me at times. I suppose she didn’t want to boast about you because you were, let’s face it, when you were younger, very successful.


BAILEY: Are you sure Glad used to play the piano?


MAUREEN: Yes. I’ll tell you how I was absolutely certain she played, because I was learning to play the piano and I had to read the music and was finding it very difficult. And she used to come over and sit down on that damn seat and play away and I thought, how can she do that, she’s got no music! Of course, I learned afterwards she played by ear. She used to play ‘Jealous’ a lot.


BAILEY: She had a piano at home but never played it.


Glad didn’t like the Bailey family much. The only ones she liked was you and Aunt Maud.


MAUREEN: That’s because they didn’t like her.


BAILEY: Why didn’t they like her?


MAUREEN: I’m not telling you why they didn’t like her. It’s a secret. [whispers to James Fox] Because his father had to marry his mother.


BAILEY: Oh, I knew that. Because when they got married, I was born six months later or something.


MAUREEN: Oh, you knew that? I thought that was a secret.


BAILEY: So they didn’t like her because she got pregnant?


MAUREEN: Oh yes. As far as they were concerned it didn’t take two to tango. Which it does. I didn’t want to upset you.


Your father worked in Polikoff’s. He drank a lot, didn’t he? And he didn’t go home a lot. I don’t quite know what to say. He wasn’t a very nice person. I used to go there for tea a lot in East Ham and one day, things were on ration, he brought out this bar of chocolate and gave me a piece and Thelma a piece and he wouldn’t give you a piece. So I gave you mine. I always knew he didn’t like you.


BAILEY: I don’t give a monkey’s. I didn’t like him much anyway.


MAUREEN: Well, I knew that, David. You didn’t like him when you were a child – why should you like him now you’re grown-up?


BAILEY: Your mother, Maud, liked me. My mother asked me if I wanted to go and live with her. She’d said she’d adopt me.


MAUREEN: You wouldn’t want to live with her.


BAILEY: At first I said I didn’t care. I didn’t like my mother much, to be honest.


MAUREEN: God, I had to live with Mummy for nineteen years. I never saw any of my relations when I was growing up because Mummy didn’t want anything to do with them. Except for Auntie Gladys, your mother. I don’t know why. Gladys used to come a lot to tea at our house, but she was always very glamorous. When my father went into business on his own and we got more affluent I wasn’t allowed to mix with my family. My uncles and aunties were below me. And I wasn’t to mix with people like that, I was to mix with a higher society. And when I had my twenty-fifth wedding anniversary I invited all my uncles and aunties. My mother was furious!


BAILEY: But did you know she had a shop called Madame Maud of Hackney? Peggy my cousin said she was known as ‘stuck-up Maud’.


MAUREEN: I don’t know anything about that. But my mother was quite rich too. She had two businesses. I went to private school and I had elocution lessons, dancing lessons, horse-riding, piano lessons – you name it, I did it. I went to a school to learn to be a model; make your face up and everything. I used to do ballroom dancing. I got a bronze, silver and gold medal for ballroom dancing. But I haven’t got that any more, the burglars took it.


She had the boy she wanted me to marry mapped out, and I was going to marry well and I was going to be rich, and that would have been the end of the subject, her job would have been done. She’d brought up a girl, educated her, she’d been to elocution lessons, and all this. When I got married, every other word was ‘actually’. I’m not like that any more, am I, David? Totally different.


My mother hit me all the time. I remember once I bled into her baby grand piano, good God. She left me bleeding and saw to her baby grand piano. She hit me across the face because I was playing ‘Chopsticks’ on her baby grand piano. Oh, she was terrible. I never really liked her because of the way she was with me. You’d get up in the morning and she’d say, ‘You’ve got to take your Shakespeare to school,’ and I’d say, ‘It’s Tuesday today, I don’t need the Shakespeare.’ She’d say, ‘It’s Wednesday today, you do need it today, take it.’ And it was no good arguing with her, and you knew very well it was Tuesday. So you used to have to do it. This is what it was like all my life. She bullied me all my life. And I could never do anything, I was stupid.


BAILEY: Who told you that, your mother?


MAUREEN: Yes. And when I won my first cup for flower arranging, she looked at it and said, ‘This is no good,’ and started pulling it apart! And this woman came along and said, ‘What are you doing, Maud?’ She said, ‘This is no good.’ She said, ‘Leave that alone, she’s just won the cup for it!’


JAMES FOX: It must leave you with some scars.


MAUREEN: I had Daddy. She suffered very much from migraines and she’d phone up the school and say, ‘I’m going to commit suicide,’ so the school used to send me home. So I’d go to the phone box – Daddy always gave me money in case I needed it – and I’d phone Daddy at his place of work and say, ‘Daddy, Mummy’s going to commit suicide, you better come home.’ He’d say, ‘Don’t take any notice, go and get yourself an ice cream and walk home slowly.’ So that’s what I used to do.


She was horrible. Nobody liked her, it wasn’t just me. Daddy didn’t like her either, not much. I told him to divorce her. I said, ‘Get rid of her!’ He said, ‘No, I can’t do that because of the boys,’ – he meant my two children. I said, ‘I can’t see it will make any difference.’ But he said, ‘I can’t do that.’ But he didn’t like her. I didn’t love my husband when I married him. I liked him but I didn’t love him. I married him to get away from my mother. Also I married him because Mummy hated the sight of him.


BAILEY: So did you have other lovers?


MAUREEN: No. I’ve only ever had one man and I don’t intend to have another one.


BAILEY: Didn’t you get frustrated?


MAUREEN: Why?


BAILEY: Because you didn’t love him and you had to sleep with him.


MAUREEN: That was all right. Very nice actually. I haven’t had the whisky yet, don’t make me say things I shouldn’t. My sex life was very good, if you want to know. I liked him. I had him doctored in the end because I didn’t want any more babies. I had all my men doctored, had the dogs doctored as well.


I didn’t go out to work until I was fifty. My husband Philip was made redundant; he worked for Thorne Electrical. So I went to work in Dickins & Jones in Regent Street. I started off as a shop assistant and ended up as the under-manager of the model hat department. I made myself some really beautiful clothes for that. You had to wear black and grey. But I came down here and nobody dresses up. So I threw them all away. And now when I came here to meet you, David, I’ve got nothing to wear, have I?


I’ve got a picture of you with the Queen at London Fashion Week. And you had on a scruffy old jacket. I said, ‘Hasn’t he got anything decent to wear? He must have plenty of money.’ Did you get an OBE or something?


BAILEY: CBE.


MAUREEN: What did you wear to get that?


BAILEY: I put a jacket on.


FENTON BAILEY: It was the bare minimum.


MAUREEN: Why do you look scruffy like that?


BAILEY: I’m not scruffy, I’m just comfortable.


MAUREEN: You went to the Rolling Stones’ wedding?


BAILEY: Well, Mick was a mate.


MAUREEN: It said you wore a pale-blue velvet suit and you had a Rolls-Royce to match. I’ve got that on a piece of paper somewhere.
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