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  PROLOGUE


  Try to imagine the most unlikely pub landlady you can. Go on, what are the worst qualities she could have? Perhaps someone quiet and shy, who is innocent and easily shocked.
  Who likes to spend time with close family rather than strangers sitting at the bar. And, of course, someone who doesnt drink. Not exactly traits you would look for in a woman running a bar
   and especially not an East End pub!


  Im not talking about the East End of London of today, however, with its glamorous Olympic Park and visitors arriving from all around the world. No, Im talking about the East End of
  the 1960s. Where the buildings that attracted the most punters were the pubs  now knocked down to make way for the Olympic development  and the most exotic visitors were from the next
  borough over. Back then a landlady was expected to be particularly lively, tough, and at the centre of all the action.


  But I hold my hands up  the description at the top of the page is the thirty-two-year-old me to a tee. Yet there I was in 1968, standing behind a bar, shaking like a leaf, and about to
  attempt a job I had never imagined myself doing.


  No, it was not my idea. It was my husband Charlies. And despite the fact that we had five young children, aged between four and eleven, he thought it would be a doddle, running the pub
  and bringing em up. Oh, those were the days . . .


  In my first book, Penny Sweets And Cobbled Streets, I told you the story of my childhood  growing up in the East End in the forties and fifties, being evacuated in the war and
  learning to run the household from the age of eleven after my mum died. I talked about being a young woman working in the factories, meeting Charlie, setting up home with him and starting our
  family.


  But although those were eventful times, that was only the start of it all. This part of my story is where the adventure really begins. There have been happy times and sad times, and we never
  knew what was round the corner. I may not have expected to find myself behind a bar in my thirties, but I definitely didnt expect to become a TV star in my seventies!


  Its these memories that Im going to share with you now. And I hope that by telling my story I can bring to life just how much things have changed over the past fifty years 
  not just for the East End and Essex, but for little ol me too!


  



  ONE


  Life as an East End Landlady


  So there I was, in January 1968, about to begin life as an East End pub landlady and, as I say, probably the most unlikely character around to be doing the job. I had never set
  foot in a pub before then, if you can believe it, as in them days pubs were not seen as a place for women. So youll understand why I kept thinking to myself,What the bleedin
  hell is Charlie thinking buying us a pub to run?!


  But my husband was so upbeat about it, so sure we were doing the right thing, and I could see it was a real dream of his. So I decided I was going to be positive about it and get stuck into it
  with as much enthusiasm as I could. And so my life as a landlady began.


  The Rising Sun pub was at 199 St Leonards Street in Bromley-by-Bow. It was a nice-looking, quite new red-brick building. At the time the area was very working-class, with not a lot of
  money but tons of character and community spirit  very similar to where I had been brought up, just round the corner in nearby Devons Road.


  The Rising Sun was in a group of four pubs. We were on one side of the road, with another pub, The Duke of Wellington, a bit further along. Then across from us was The Aberfelde  so
  called as it was on the corner of Aberfelde Road  and a fourth one, whose name I cant for the life of me remember. Together they acted as the four locals for everyone who lived and
  worked nearby.


  Just down from us was a row of shops, including a greengrocers, a sweet shop and a tobacconist. Everything the locals needed really. There was also a fire station, and there were plenty
  of flats roundabouts, meaning lots of locals and potential drinkers! Sadly all the pubs and the shops have since gone  there is literally nothing left of it all now. First they were
  redeveloped and these huge great buildings appeared  office blocks or something, I think they were. Now a lot of the area is changed because of the Olympics. Im sure it is all very
  nice, but it certainly doesnt have the character it did back then.


  But anyway, it is back then I am really concerned with, and us about to open our pub . . . with no experience!


  The Rising Sun had originally been one of my husband Charlies local drinking places of an evening, and when the landlady was selling up and she mentioned it to him, thinking it would be
  his kind of thing, he decided to buy the lease. He had never run a pub before, but my Charlie was a bit of a Jack of all trades  he could turn his hand to all sorts of jobs, and had done so
  in our time together. A bit of this and that was the East End way. He had served in the army and the navy, been a handyman for the council, worked on the docks maintaining the boats,
  helped out in the cellars of a few of the local pubs . . . anything that helped him get the money in. So when the landlady made her suggestion, the idea took hold and that was it. We packed up from
  our home in Bray Drive, Canning Town, where we had lived since we got married thirteen years before, and made our way over to Bromley-by-Bow.


  There was no time to get into things slowly and learn the way of the trade before we opened. Oh no. We only had one day to settle in before we opened for business! Charlie didnt want
  people thinking the pub had closed in case they had time to find themselves a new local, and the previous landlady had left us some stock as part of the deal, so that was it, we opened.


  I had got my three girls off to school first thing in the morning  June, the eldest at eleven, was at a secondary school along Roman Road, which was just a few minutes away so she walked
  there herself; then Susan, eight, and Carol, seven, were at a local primary school which, luckily for us, was just round the corner from The Rising Sun, so it took me no time at all to get them
  down there. And then there were my two boys Stephen, five, and the baby of the family, Little Charlie, who was four, whom I had left upstairs playing.


  It was 11.30 a.m. and I was standing behind the bar, as nervous as anything, when Charlie opened the doors. I remember I was wearing my best cotton dress, a cream one with little flowers all
  over it. There were no uniforms or anything in our pub, but it was never trousers for me  always just a nice dress. We didnt want it too formal in there like. Just somewhere people
  felt at home.


  There were actually two rooms to the bar in the beginning. There was the main section, where you got all the men coming in for their pints, and then a smaller room called the snug. That was
  where you went if you wanted a quieter, private drink, and where kids were allowed if they were waiting for their dads. A bit like me in the old days, when I would go down to my dads local
  with him, but they at least got to set foot a bit further through the door  I had to wait outside!


  The snug was also where we had what was called the off-licence  where you went if you wanted a pint to take away with you, to drink in the peace of your own home. It was what the older
  generation of women enjoyed doing, such as my nan, Ol Polly Spicer, when she was alive.


  In the main bar, we had stools running along the length of it, and then a few tables and chairs dotted around the room. There was an old fireplace and the whole room had quite a homely,
  welcoming feel to it. I cant remember the exact dcor, but it was all quite dark, dull colours  you didnt go in for bright, garish colours in them days  and it
  had nice wooden floors. It smelt of beer and smoke  a strange mix for me at first, but I got used to it after a while and ended up quite liking it as it was so familiar.


  There was a darts board and a set of darts, although no pool tables or anything like that  I dont think any pubs back then really went in for that. Then behind the bar we had all
  the usual drinks on sale. We had a couple of taps of bitters and beers from the brewery, Watney Mann, who owned the pub, although nothing like the selection you get today. Most of the beers,
  including the light and dark ales and Guinness, were in bottles in the fridge, and so were the little bottles of soft drinks like lemonade.


  On the back counter we had the spirits. We used to hang up some, such as whisky and gin, on one of these two round rotating stands at each end of the bar, with optics. The optics were given to
  us by the brewery and were new at the time in pubs. They were great as they saved us having to work out the amount ourselves  you just pushed the glass up into em to get a measure.
  And then there were others just standing on the counter, which you had to measure out in a little gold cup before pouring it into a glass  measures then were the same as today, 25 ml.


  So there was good choice of drinks, but not everything what they have these days. There werent wines, and we didnt do cocktails or all that business.


  We also sold packets of cigarettes and crisps. There were just the two flavours  salted or cheese and onion. None of all the fancy ones you can get today! They were Smiths crisps
  and you made the salted ones yourself. The crisps would be unsalted, but there was a blue square packet of salt in the bag that youd tear open and sprinkle over the crisps, then youd
  shake up the packet and theyd be ready to eat.


  Arrowroot biscuits were still really popular too, just like the ones my dad used to give me as a child to distract me while I waited for him as he drank in the pub. They cost a penny and were
  these big digestive-type biscuits that everyone who grew up in the East End at that time would remember. I think you can still get some sort of a version of em nowadays, but they are smaller
  and not really the same. Which is probably no bad thing  looking back Ive no idea why we loved them as they tasted a bit like cardboard, I reckon its only dogs what might get
  fed the original ones these days!


  I cant remember the first person who came into the bar the first day we opened, but I do remember that I didnt serve or speak to em cause of how terrified I was. I
  left it to Charlie to serve the punters until it got busy and I had no choice but to join in. Oh and in the end I was rightly run off my feet, and panicking trying to work it all out. I
  hadnt got a clue what half the drinks were that people were ordering, and was spilling them all over the place; my hands were shaking so much with nerves. I kept looking helplessly at
  Charlie, who just laughed at me and then showed me what to do. My God, I had to learn quick, cause you just had to get on with it and make it work.


  And its not like they even kept it simple, just going for a pint of the ale or bitter we had on tap. No, it was things like a pint of light and dark, love. Well what the
  bleedin hell was that?! I didnt know. But turned out it was light ale and brown ale, half and half, mixed together. That was a popular one, and cost one shilling and eleven pence a
  pint, if I remember right  about ten pence in todays money. Cheap the drinks were then. Ill tell you what, you could get a few people drunk on a fiver  not like today
  when one drink is a fiver!


  Then there was the till. We had one of those ones where you had to key in the amount for each drink then total it up yourself  the till didnt do the maths for you  but I
  couldnt understand the bleedin thing that first day! So I was all like scribbling numbers down on a piece of paper with a pencil I had by the till and reckoning things up that way,
  and then saying to myself, Right, dont forget that, and then add that up . . ., all the while scurrying around like a blue-arsed fly.


  And in between all the serving, I was forever running up and down the stairs to check on the boys. They were still so young that I felt guilty leaving them on their own, but there was nothing
  else I could do so I just made sure to check on em a lot. Although it was exhausting  there were about thirty very steep stairs to get to the upper floor!


  I didnt even feel like I had time to stop and look at the customers and work out whether we were doing all right. I suppose you could say it was just about surviving that first lunchtime
  rather than anything else.


  But Charlie was in his element and was the perfect publican. Oh, while I was all in a fluster and busily counting on my fingers, rushing around with my head down, he was chatting away and making
  new friends with just about everyone who came in there. And they all seemed to like him  who wouldnt? He was a big cheerful chatty man, with a cheeky smile and a twinkle in his eye.
  He was sharp too and had a great sense of humour. But he was tough and respected as well. All the characteristics people like in a landlord.


  I was exhausted when the lunchtime shift ended, but in a strange sort of way I think I had enjoyed it, in between all the stressful moments. It was a challenge anyhow, and I had decided to give
  it a go, so giving it a good go I was!


  And of course there was no sitting and relaxing after the lunchtime shift was over and we closed the doors at 2 p.m. No. I had to go and collect the kids from school and make them some dinner,
  before heading out the door to do an evening shift at Tate & Lyle. Because, yes, I was still working over at the sugar factory on Factory Road in Silvertown.


  So just as Charlie was getting the pub ready for the evening session, which started at 5.30 p.m., I was rushing out the door to get over to Tate & Lyle for a shift lasting from 5 until 9
  p.m. Although it was the first time Charlie would be on his own behind the bar, he clearly didnt mind  I could see he was in his element. And, true enough, by the time I got back he
  was stood at the bar chatting with the locals as though he had been running The Rising Sun for years.


  I got out of my factory clothes and pulled my dress back on to help do the last bits of serving, and then Charlie called out time and the last few people in the pub headed on their
  way. As Charlie shut and locked the door behind them I felt like collapsing with relief. It had seemed like the longest day ever, but somehow we had got through it!


  Not that closing the door meant the end of the day. No, then we had to do the accounts and work out all our takings. It was exhausting. Just as my brain wanted to shut down, it was having to do
  its toughest work of the day. And accounts was something new to me as well, so really I sat and watched Charlie and just did what he told me to do.


  I dont remember what our takings were that day, but I know Charlie said to me that it was not a bad start. I think this is going to work out! So we headed off to bed
  exhausted, but with a sense of satisfaction that we had survived our first day as East End publicans!


  And that was it. We got ourselves into a bit of a routine so that each day was pretty similar to the first. It was tiring, though, and I did wonder how long I could keep up my shift at Tate
  & Lyle too. There it was my job to get cane sugar into bags. I would put the bags under a machine, which would pour out the sugar in either 1 lb or 2 lb amounts, depending on what was needed
  that day. Then I would pass em to the next person, who would stick the packets closed. Other times I had to put the boxes under where the sugar cubes came out and watch out for broken ones.
  It was an all right job. The bosses were nice enough and there were some entertaining girls working there who kept everyones spirits up with their chats and songs. But, to be honest, I was
  just plain tired from the day Id already done, so by the time I got there, work was the last thing on my mind.


  While I was at Tate & Lyle, Charlie kept a bit of an eye on the kids and played with em when he had a moment. But luckily my eldest, June, was able to help out too as she was getting
  on  she was eleven by then. In fact, all the girls were old enough by then to take reasonable care of themselves, and theyd all have a bath together and make sure the little
  uns were clean before bed.


  If any of them werent yet in bed when I got home, Id get them settled before going down to the bar to help Charlie out with what was left of the evening. If it was Monday to
  Thursday, wed close up at 10.30 p.m., but on Fridays and Saturdays it was 11 p.m., and then 10 p.m. on a Sunday.


  And counting the money afterwards did start to get easier as the days went by, although it did always leave me with a kind of brain ache! Them days it was pounds, shillings and pence  the
  old money. And me and Charlie, of course we had to sit there and tally up every hapenny, penny, shilling, half a crown, two-bob bit . . . everything. It used to take more time reckoning up
  our money once people had gone home for the night than it did serving when people were there. Oh, it used to be a headache. But you couldnt ignore it or itd be confusion and double
  the work the next night. Then once a week Charlie would head off to the bank, to put money in if all had gone well, and deal with anything he needed to do.


  The way it worked, is before the start of the shift you would stock up on everything behind the bar and then count it. So say you had twenty bottles of lager, fifteen small lemonade bottles, ten
  packets of fags, etc. You would write that down on a piece of paper  or I would. If you were Charlie, you would just memorize it. Then at the end of the shift you would count again, and the
  difference was how many of each item you had sold. If all went to plan, that would tally up with the amount that had gone into the till. And if it didnt, well, we could spend hours counting
  and recounting until we found the whereabouts of every pound!


  Then it was off to bed for a few hours before morning arrived and it was time to get the kids to school and start the whole day again. Oh, I swear, I never stopped!


  



  TWO


  The Locals  Good and Bad


  After a couple of weeks we had, I suppose, got into a routine, and I was beginning to get to grips with what each drink was and how to work the till. I had started serving food
  at lunchtime too. Nothing special, mind. Just plates of sandwiches or a filled roll if someone asked for em. There was no kitchen downstairs, though, so I had to go upstairs and make them
  there, before putting them in the dumb waiter and winding them down to Charlie below.


  The dumb waiter was this small lift that you operated yourself on a pulley, winding it up and down. It went from the top floor, down to the pub, and then on down to the cellar, so it would help
  get things from there too. It made life easier than running up and down the stairs with lunch plates anyhow.


  The cellar, meantime, was Charlies territory. You would get down there by stairs at the back of the pub. It was cold down there, very cold, and dark, although there was a light that we
  left on permanently. But it was the kind of place where the light didnt really seem to fill the room, if you know what I mean.


  Id go down there sometimes to get drinks, but it was Charlie who changed the barrels and checked the stock when it was delivered by the cellar men, who came from the brewery once a week,
  I think it was, in their lorry. They would pull up out the front by this other entrance into the cellar. It was like these loft doors that opened up in the ground. Then theyd set up these
  two planks of wood that ran through the door down to the cellar floor, and one man would roll the barrels down from the top, while the other would be at the bottom waiting to catch them and stack
  them up. As and when they were needed, Charlie would connect the big metal barrels to taps in the cellar, which then fed through to the pumps up in the bar.


  So it was all going smoothly  or as much as we could hope  and everything was falling into place. I was still building up confidence with the customers, though  that was
  still very much Charlies territory. The punters were mainly locals who would come in regularly. A lot of them lived in the flats just behind the pub, on the Coventry Cross Estate. This was a
  council estate just like any other in the area, where everyone was friendly, hardworking, and living as best they could.


  They were mostly elderly men, or older than me anyhow, and they would pop in most nights for a few pints before bed. They liked The Rising Sun because it was a friendly, family pub 
  although without the children, if you know what I mean.


  Saturdays were much busier  we could have anywhere between fifty and seventy people in there at a time, maybe more. It would be quite a crowd and wed be rushed off our feet.


  It helped that my dads older brother Joe lived in Coventry Cross as he helped us out in the early days, encouraging people to come down, introducing them to us and making them  and
  us  feel right at home. He knew the best part of people in the pub pretty much any night of the week.


  Joe was great at that time. He was a painter and decorator like my dad, although they worked separately, and he was a proper East End character. He was a good-looking fella, well built with a
  shock of ginger hair, a good heart, and a cheeky, happy-go-lucky charm. Me and Charlie were really close to him, as was my dad, of course, and the kids loved him.


  Dad came in for a drink of an evening too from time to time and knew a lot of the customers already through Joe. He and Joe would sit at the bar and hold court, and after theyd had a few,
  a sing-song might start.


  Just as when I was a child watching Dad through the door of his favourite local, Kitsons on Devons Road, right by our flats, I could see he was in his element, and that sitting in a pub was
  where he felt most at home. It must also have helped that he knew he had lent us some of the money needed for the bar. Because although we paid him back as quickly as we could, I am sure he always
  felt that he had an interest in The Rising Sun.


  My dad had a girlfriend too, Bet Abrahams, who he had been with for about thirteen years, and she would sometimes come with him. He was fifty-six by this time, and, although I never asked, I
  always had the idea she was a few years older.


  My mum was no longer alive  she had died when I was just eleven years old. At the time, as you can imagine, I was absolutely distraught, so I hadnt been that happy when Bet had
  come on the scene in my teenage years as I felt like no one could replace my mum. But by this stage I had realized that she was good company for Dad, and I had come to accept her. She was a dark
  haired, fairly ordinary-looking woman, and the two of them understood each other well.


  Anyway, mostly these locals would come in on their own, but they all knew each other so would sit up at the bar chatting to each other or talking to us  mainly Charlie, but sometimes me
  too. And they loved to have a good moan and tell you their problems. I soon discovered that being a landlord or landlady means you are considered a bit of a counsellor as well, although more often
  than not they didnt want advice, just someone to listen. So I mostly just nodded, and made sympathetic noises!


  They rarely opened up to us about serious problems, though  just everyday strife. It wasnt the East End way to start confessing serious money troubles or the likes. People were too
  proud for that, and that kind of problem stayed private.


  Sometimes the complaints would make me laugh. Such as those from Sam, an overweight man of about forty, who would be in most days after his shift in a local factory. He would say things like,
  Im in trouble with the wife at the minute, as turns out I forgot her birthday last week. Youre a woman, Pat. How do I make her start talking to me again?


  The problem was, he seemed to be in trouble with her most weeks for something or other!


  Other regulars would sit at a table by themselves, drinking their pints at the end of a day at work, lost in thought in their own little worlds. They seemed to enjoy the time alone, so we mostly
  left them to it. Mainly, we served the pints in a glass, both normal pint glasses and glass ones with handles. But some of the older regulars still preferred a metal tankard so we had a few of them
  behind the counter, and each of them belonged to someone, so theyd get their drink in their own jug. Like I say, some of them definitely treated the pub like it was their home!


  Over the first few weeks of us taking over The Rising Sun, the couples who owned the other three pubs on the road all came by to say hello one by one. They were all friendly and well-meaning and
  everyone got on with one another, you know. It didnt feel like the four of us were rivals for the same drinkers, but more like we were all working together and each had our share of
  regulars. No one was undercutting the other pubs on prices or anything like that. No, drinks cost what they did and that was that.


  People in the flats closest to each pub generally just went to that one. Being as it was a main road running between us, people over the other side went to the other two, and people in the flats
  our side went to ours or The Duke of Wellington. And if one of us needed something, another pub would help out. If you ran out of beer, you only had to run across or phone round and someone would
  lend you a barrel. Or theyd come and ask you for something if they ran out.


  It was all very neighbourly. You had to be friends really  it wasnt the East End way to do it any differently, other than being helpful and friendly to each other. It provided a
  good system of security too, as we used to talk to each other about any trouble. So if something kicked off in one of the pubs, the landlord would ring you and say, Such and such trouble in
  so and so pub. Watch they dont come in to you. Be careful. And then you knew to be on the watch for those people.


  But now and again there were a few little mishaps that started in our own pub, like a couple of lads whod had too much to drink might begin to argue, getting louder and louder. You could
  always tell when trouble was starting.


  Thats where my husband was good. He was fearless of people, a real tough guy who was well-known and respected in the area, and he would just go, Oi, out! If you want to do
  anything, do it outside. Youve got a big car park out there, so do it out there. Go on, out! He wouldnt stand for no nonsense. Or if things did get more serious, Ive
  seen Charlie leap the bar. He would be over before you knew it, grabbing em by the scruff of the neck and turfing them right out the door like. And that was it. It was over and done with
  then. Id try and do it with kindness, saying, Come on, love, lets not have a fight, and that kind of thing. But it was less effective. Charlie always ended up taking
  over, and Id make the call through to the other pubs.


  Those kinds of problems mainly happen with youngsters, though, and we didnt get that many young lads in. At other times, it was not as obvious a problem as a fight  you had to have
  your wits about you. East End wrong uns could be as cunning as could be. Not long after wed opened, it was a lunchtime and I was behind the bar on my own  Charlie had just
  nipped out on some errand or another. And this woman came in and tapped at the counter. She was about thirty and slim. She seemed very confident and sure of herself.


  Lovey, lovey! she went.


  Yeah? I said.


  Charlie about?


  No.


  Yeah, I know that really cause I just seen him up the road. He turned round and said youve got to give me a fiver cause he owes me a fiver.


  You sure?


  Oh yeah, cause he told me to come in the pub and youll give it to me.


  Oh, right. Well, youll have to hang on for a little while.


  And I stood there for a while trying to think what to do. I couldnt imagine Charlie would have borrowed any money off this woman, but she did seem to know what she was talking about. You
  didnt have mobiles in them days, and the only phone we had was out in the hallway, but I didnt think I should leave the bar untended to use it  and, to be honest, I
  wasnt sure where Charlie had gone so I didnt know where to get hold of him anyway.


  But as luck would have it, just as I was thinking I would have to give it to her as she had already waited at the bar ten minutes, and it was a bit rude if she had already kindly lent my husband
  money, Charlie came back.


  That woman there, I said, reckons you owe her a fiver.


  You what? He looked at me as though Id gone daft. No way. I dont even know who she is!


  So I turned to her. Oh, did you say my husband owed you a fiver? and cause she realized it was him, she completely changed her story.


  Oh no, I remember now, it wasnt here at all. And off she sauntered out of the pub, not even one bit embarrassed. She was such a chancer, it was flippin
  unbelievable!


  Course, then we worked out that we had just had the sign put up above the door Charlie and Pat as licensees or whatever it was it said, so she had more than likely just read that.
  Some of the tricks people can come up with, its unbelievable.


  And apparently that woman was no stranger to trying her luck with the other pubs in the area either. I happened to mention about her to one of the women who ran one of the other pubs a few days
  later, and straight away she knew who I was on about. But unluckily for her, she had actually fallen for it the first time.


  Apparently this missus had come in giving her all the hard-up stories as she sat at the bar, and the landlady had felt sorry for her and given her a couple of drinks. Then the woman had told
  her, And the worst of all in my life right now is my mum died recently, and I cant even bury her. I havent a penny to bury her with.


  Well, the landlady told me, I felt so sorry for her I gave her a ten pound note and I said Now, go bury your mum. Then a few days later I saw her walking along
  with this elderly woman, who she introduced to me as her mum, all brazen as can be with no hint of shame. Oh, the cheek!


  Yes, she warned me to never take notice of anybody that walked through that door asking me for any money whatsoever, unless I knew them. Because she said people really could come up with some
  terrible, terrible tricks. They do try to get away with some things. But I dont think we had any others try it on  no one as brazen as her anyhow!


  Two people who came in, however, didnt try to hide the fact that they spelt trouble  they wanted me to know they were there, and to make an impression, because they worked on fear.
  They were two men who worked for the Krays. At that time Ronnie and Reggie Kray were really notorious in the East End. I had known of them for years  it was hard not to  but I
  hadnt actually met them. Charlie had come across them a couple of times in pubs, but had never had any dealings with them and would just dismiss them when he talked about them as though they
  were minor thugs. But, of course, that was Charlies way  the reality, as most people seemed to say, was that they ruled a lot of the East End and were far worse than your average
  hoodlums.


  At the time people had real mixed feelings about them. There were those who said they were good to the old people, always helping them out and treating them and, if you were an East Ender, they
  had your best interests at heart.


  But then there were those who focused on their bad side, who said how violent and intimidating they were, and that they were getting the area a bad reputation.


  I mostly didnt give em too much thought. I shuddered at some of the stories, but in a strange way could see the glamour and appeal of them  sometimes Id see pictures
  of them in the newspapers with some celebrity or another and think they were like celebrities themselves. But my opinion changed a lot when, two years before, Ronnie had shot dead a man called
  George Cornell as he drank his pint in The Blind Beggar pub in Whitechapel. Ronnie was fearless as anything and didnt care that there were dozens of other drinkers in there. It sounded awful
  and was the talk of the East End for a long time afterwards. Each day there would be new rumours of what the brothers and their gang had threatened to do to any witness who went forward from the
  pub that night. And not one person did. But I think that was the time when I, as well as a lot of other people, decided their violent side wasnt right, and I just wanted to keep out of their
  way.


  So on this particular afternoon, I was downstairs serving in the pub on my own, and there were a few of our regular customers in there. I suppose we should have expected a visit from the Krays
  and their gang at some point as whenever anyone new opened a pub, they would always visit and try their luck. But I have to say, I wasnt prepared.


  When these two men came in I knew who they were straight away. Everyone who worked for the Krays had a certain look  all suited and booted, wearing their hats and ties. And they said to
  me, We are working for the Krays. Wed like a word.


  Well, I told em it was nothing to do with me and went and got my husband. In true Charlie style, he wasnt afraid and was sure he could handle himself. He just calmly went down to
  speak to them, and made me go upstairs. We had a buzzer fitted under the counter that went through to upstairs, and he said if he rang it that I was to call the police immediately.


  I was scared as anything and sat upstairs shaking like a leaf  after all, these people had a reputation for a reason! But I knew if anyone could deal with them, Charlie could.


  Well, I learned afterwards that they had given it all the chat about the strength of the Krays and how it wouldnt be good to get on their bad side, and all that, and then asked him for
  protection money. I dont know if they asked directly or just hinted at it, but Charlie told em to piss off! And lets say he showed them a few bits and pieces he had behind the
  counter, which I think, combined with his size and fierceness, made them realize it wouldnt be worth their while. When I say bits and pieces, I mainly mean this great big truncheon he had
  that he kept in case of any serious trouble. He had trousers specially made with a side pocket down the leg to keep it in, and hed always tap it and say, If anyone starts, Ill
  give them one of these.


  So Charlie didnt have to press the buzzer, and the two men left. And although I worried about it for a while after, they never did come back and try to cause any trouble.


  Other pubs in the area were paying them, though. Not everyone, but a lot of them, cause they preferred to do that than risk trouble. But if you knew one of them or were cute enough, you
  could get away with it. And I guess Charlie was.
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