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God Bless,
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If you travel the same route as everybody else, all you will see is what they have already seen.
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CHAPTER ONE


ON REMAND
19681969

On remand with us in Brixton prison were our brother Charlie 
Kray, Freddie Foreman, Joe Kaufman (a New York American) 
and one traitor . . . namely Richard Moggy Morgan from Mile 
End. We were in a special unit which had been specially built 
for us a year prior. Ron and I had heard of this special wing 
during the time the police were going around accumulating 
statements in the hope that they would finally be able to 
arrest us.

The unit was on the second floor of the building and was 
very secure. It consisted of about twelve cells. We had our own 
television, which reminded me of the feast before the slaughter. 
Even after just a few days the toll of captivity was starting to 
tell on Dickie Morgan and Joe Kaufman. I wondered how they 
would have reacted had they been in the hands of the Gestapo 
during the Second World War. As it was all they faced was 
some time in prison. If it had been the days of war they might 
have faced having their teeth removed with pliers. They seemed 
bad enough now . . . what would they have been like then? But 
thats getting away from the story, so Ill go back to the 
beginning.

In between trips to court I settled down reasonably well. 
Dressed in a pair of shorts, I would, for an hour each day, kick 
a football around the compound. This area was surrounded by 
wire mesh and barbed wire. My aim, which helped me to keep 
fit and made me sweat considerably, was to kick the ball against 
the wire mesh and catch it with either foot on the rebound. I 
would play this game and then go back to the wing for a 
shower.

Frankie Fraser was on the ground floor in one of the cells 
and sometimes I would stop for a chat. He was doing fifteen 
years for his alleged part in the case known as the Richardson 
Torture Trials. He was later to get another five years for 
participating in the Parkhurst mutiny and riots. I can remember 
it like yesterday. Frank said to me out of the window, Look at 
that pigeon on top of the wire, Reg. Hes doing stoppo! Which 
in prison slang meant he was having it on his toes! I could see 
the funny side; it was typical of Franks sense of humour. Some 
time later at the Old Bailey, on the same day that Frank had an 
appearance (for a separate case), we were all waiting in the 
corridor to go up before the judge to be remanded. Frank was 
sitting at the bottom of some steps, pretending to play a 
trumpet. It brought another smile to my face.

Also in Brixton, in the special unit above ours, was Dennis 
Stafford, known as the Playboy. He had just been sentenced to 
life imprisonment for the killing of a fruit-machine rival in 
Newcastle. He was convicted along with one other man called 
Luvaglo. They had shot and killed a rival in what became 
known as the One Armed Bandit Killing. Luvaglo was also 
sentenced to life.

Staffords real name was Dennis Seigenburg. Both Ron and 
I, for personal reasons, knew this. At the age of sixteen wed 
been on a charge of causing grievous bodily harm during a rival teenage gang fight. We were charged, along with Pat Aucott 
and Thomas Organ, of causing GBH to two adversaries, namely 
Ronald Harvey and Dennis Seigenburg. They were both also 
sixteen.

Even at such a young age there was a code of honour 
among the criminal element  one didnt make statements 
against another. Both Harvey and Seigenburg broke the code. 
They claimed we had committed GBH on them during a gang 
war fight outside Barrys Dance Hall, the Narrow Way, Mare 
Street, Hackney, London.

So we found ourselves before Judge McClure in the No.1 
court at the Old Bailey at the age of sixteen. The case had 
considerable national and local newspaper coverage, and we 
were eventually acquitted.

But all these years later Ron and I had not forgotten this 
slight by Dennis Stafford. I immediately marked Frankie Frasers 
card that Stafford was not to be trusted. Thats how it is 
in criminal circles. We give each other references and this is 
called giving the strength or the SP on someone.

There was also someone else we knew in the Brixton 
security block. His name was Allan Gold and he was on a 
4,000 robbery charge. It was a small world  Allan used to be 
one of our best customers in our billiard hall at the back of 
Mile End tube station. He was a pretty good snooker player too!

In one of the other wings was Billy Howard, a South 
London villain, whom I always had a lot of respect and 
admiration for. Billy was one of the old school and could 
really have a fight . . . he was afraid of no one. He was also a 
smart dresser. He always wore a blue serge suit and looked 
immaculate. He was on a charge of demanding money with 
menaces and was in his latter years. As Ron and I passed him 
one day he greeted us with a hello. It was comforting to find there were people we knew, people who shared our adversity; 
it made for a kind of camaraderie. In better times we had 
shared a drink or two.

Both Ron and I, like Billy Howard, accepted that time in 
custody was all part and parcel of our precarious and hazardous 
occupation. Im sad to say that Billy passed away some years 
ago. He will remain in my thoughts. He was a good man.

When I think of the year of 1968 an accolade should go to 
my mother for outstanding loyalty and devotion. For a solid 
thirteen months during our remand, our mother (God bless her) 
did not miss a single days visit. She made sure that Ron and I 
were supplied with food and drink and clean washing. She also 
organized the visits for anyone else we needed to see.

Already, as Ive mentioned, the toll had begun to tell on the 
traitor Morgan. I didnt detect this at first. He pestered Ron 
and me to get him bail sureties, and told us what wonderful 
feats hed perform to get us free if we got him bail. So I in turn 
pestered my old man to try to get this organized. Morgan was 
on a charge of conspiracy to murder along with ourselves. In 
fact this is one of the charges I forgot to mention earlier  there 
were so many charges slung at us it was hard to remember 
them all. They threw the book at us!

Anyway, the devoted Morgan finally got his bail and was 
also very quickly acquitted of the charge. It wasnt difficult to 
see why; he was on the list of police informers. We never saw 
him again. My old man hadnt ever liked him  he always was 
a good judge of character.

It was one of the best tennis years at Wimbledon. We 
watched it on the small TV. There was an epic match between 
Charlie Pasarell and Pancho Gonzales; they were both brilliant. 
While we were watching play, one of the screws in the unit by 
the name of Jock Hughes came to tell us of the suicide of one 
of those charged with us in connection with the bonds. I cannot recall his name all these years later. I hardly knew him. One of 
our defence lawyers then showed Ron and me a statement 
written by the American, Joe Kaufman. He was really cracking 
up and putting all the blame on us for his involvement in the 
bonds charges. A couple of days later I noticed Kaufman sitting 
on the edge of a table-tennis table reading one of the daily 
newspapers. I took a couple of steps towards him and smashed 
a left hook through the newspaper and on to the point of his 
chin. He seemed to fly through the air before landing in a heap 
on the floor. He was out cold with blood pouring from his 
mouth and nose. I knew I had broken his jaw, which was my 
intention. I figure he would have ended up with a broken jaw 
regardless of whether hed been reading the newspaper or not 
. . . the newspaper just added a little more surprise.

The screw Jock Hughes helped another screw to carry 
Kaufman down the stairs to the treatment room. He was then 
taken to hospital to have an operation  his jaw had been 
broken in three places. He had to have additional surgery, as 
part of his jawbone had gone up into his forehead.

I wasnt charged with this assault, though it was in the 
newspapers. I suppose the authorities reasoned I was on enough 
charges to keep me inside for a long time to come.

Sometime during the same week big Albert Donoghue, our 
friend from Bow, came to tell us that Mizle (a notorious police 
informer and receiver of stolen goods in the East End) had been 
saying that Ron and I were going to get a life sentence with a 
thirty-year minimum recommendation. Ron and I took it in our 
stride but it had a profound effect on Albert Donoghue. The 
next time we saw him was at Bow Street Court as a prosecution 
witness giving evidence against us.

Those in charge of our defence at the daily court appearances 
were putting up a hard fight on our behalf. My defence 
counsel consisted of the barrister Paul Wrightson, the best Id ever seen in action or listened to. Ron was defended by John 
Platts-Mills. Our junior counsel were Mr Sherbourne and Ivor 
Laurence (who was later to become an MP). Others involved in 
the defence were QCs Mr Vouden, Sir Lionel Thompson and 
Peter Crowder. During one of the hearings I called the Prosecutor, 
Mr Jones, a fat slob  but I can honestly say it was 
nothing personal. He was actually quite a likeable fellow.

At one stage the judge, Melford Stevenson, suggested that 
we had tags placed around our necks like the war criminals at 
the Nuremberg trials. Melford Stevenson had been a young 
advocate at these trials. I had to say something about this 
suggestion of number tags so, in an outburst from the dock, I 
said, Do you think this is a cattle market?

There were various celebrities among the spectators during 
our trial at the Old Bailey. I saw the charming profile of John 
Profumo in the well of the court and, on another day, the 
dignified figure of Charlton Heston. Mickey Duff, the boxing 
matchmaker, was also there. He had never been popular with 
Ron and me; hed barred us from one of his boxing clubs. We 
werent alone. No one in the boxing circles of the East End 
liked Mr Duff. When Ron and I had our first professional fights 
he stopped us 2s 6d out of our 5 fee at the Mile End Arena. I 
guess there was no love lost on the part of Mickey Duff either. 
He came to gloat at us in court. He told people that we had 
sent a dead rat, neatly wrapped in a box, to his address. Mr 
Duff came to see what would happen to the gladiators in the 
arena.

Just before my entry into Brixton prison I had been living 
with a girlfriend by the name of Carol. Romance was still in 
the air (so to speak) and she would visit me periodically 
bringing food and clean washing. On one occasion, after a visit, 
I became aware that my underwear had got mixed up with 
someone elses  which led me to believe that Carol wasnt being quite as faithful as she claimed. Being a realist made my 
acceptance of the deceit that much easier. I knew it would be a 
long time before we shared sex again, if at all. Just prior to the 
last time I saw her I gave her 1,700 out of 5,000 I received 
for a newspaper article. In return I received a little peck on the 
cheek. In the thirty years since Ive received only one letter from 
her . . . it went straight in the chamber-pot.

During a visit with my mother, after I had been sentenced, I 
asked if there was any news of Carol. My mother told me that 
shed taken the ring Id bought her but had left behind all the 
soft toys I had made for her at Brixton. I laughed to myself . . . 
Carol always knew what to place value on.

Other visitors at Brixton included the photographer David 
Bailey and the actor James Fox who came up with our friend 
Francis Wyndham.

There was an interesting prisoner also domiciled at Brixton 
during our stay. He was called John Silver. He was over seven 
feet tall and built to match. His was a sad case. One day he had 
had a brainstorm and killed his wife and children, believing 
that God had asked him to do it. An escort of eight screws took 
him everywhere he had to go, including solicitors visits which 
are normally unsupervised for privacy. He was eventually certified insane and sent to Broadmoor Hospital for an indefinite 
period of time. He is still there today.

Also at this time Judy Garland made an appearance at the 
London Palladium. My mother went backstage to see her. Judy 
told her she was sorry that we could not be there and wished 
us luck. Sadly Judy died while I was at Parkhurst.

During our stay at Brixton we would make sure that the 
less fortunates in other parts of the building would get some of 
our food and cigarettes. We were able to smuggle the goods 
through the prison.

Each night after our court appearance the large Black Maria would journey back to Brixton from the Old Bailey along with 
a cavalcade of cars, sirens blaring. We would pass by the 
Embankment and I would watch the beauty of London through 
blackened windows. Through these same windows we would 
see our names flashed across the placards at newspaper stands. 
Such headlines as:


KRAYS FOUND GUILTY ON CHARGES


On our last visit to the Old Bailey, 5 March 1969, we were 
found guilty of murder and sentenced to life imprisonment with 
a thirty-year minimum recommendation. We climbed down the 
stairs to the cells below to start our sentence. To ease the 
tension Ron and I shadow-boxed. Cornelius Whitehead was in 
one of the other cells; he broke down and wept after receiving 
a nine-year sentence. Whitehead, like Morgan and Kaufman, 
signed a statement incriminating Ron and me. We left it at that 
 it didnt do him much good at the end of the day.

We were kept in Brixton prison for four more weeks and 
then, early one morning, we were woken and told to get 
dressed, split up, and escorted to different cars. The Governor 
and Assistant Governor of the prison came to say goodbye. 
Rons car headed towards Durham, Charlie Krays to Chelmsford, 
and Freddie Foremans to Leicester. The car I was in, 
along with my escort, sped off along a road that was to take 
me to the place where I would spend most of the next eighteen 
years  Parkhurst prison.






CHAPTER TWO


PARKHURST

19691970

One of the escort said to me, Why dont you cover your head 
with a blanket, stop you from being recognized? I replied, 
Why should I? Ive nothing to be ashamed of  you wrap a 
blanket around your face.

A cine-camera was trained on the back of my head from the 
escort car following us. I suppose it was for their private use. 
The car I was in was speeding, well over 90, sometimes 100 
m.p.h. The escort kept looking at me to see if I was worried 
about the speed we were doing. It was farcical. Only a year 
before I had lost my wife and now I was starting a life sentence. 
I was in a frame of mind where I couldnt care less if the car 
crashed or not.

We eventually reached the ferry that was to take us to the 
Isle of Wight. The car was driven into the hold and, before I 
knew it, we were on the other side of the water. It wasnt long 
before we reached the formidable gates of Parkhurst prison.

Still in handcuffs, I walked what seemed to be the length of 
the prison until arriving at another gate which was the entry to 
the security block. This was to be my home for the next six 
years. We entered a small alcove surrounded by bullet-proof glass. We then proceeded to a little office where one of the 
Parkhurst screws tried some amateur psychology on me. While 
he was looking through my record he said aloud (for my 
benefit), Is Richardson having any tea? I kept poker-faced at 
this. The screw was obviously looking for a reaction. There had 
been a lot of publicity of late about gang warfare between the 
Richardsons and the Krays. My days in the East End had taught 
me not to fall for such tricks.

The office door was then opened and I was given the number 
of a cell on the second floor. The screw said, Ill leave you to 
find your own way upstairs. I picked up one of the cardboard 
boxes holding my belongings and then spotted, just a few feet 
away, Tommy Wisbey, one of the Great Train Robbers. The last 
time Id seen him was in the Kentucky Club, which Id owned in 
1963. Since then he had lost some of his hair. He greeted me 
with, Hello Reg, weve been expecting you. I said hello back 
and added, Sorry you got so much bird. About three yards 
away from him was a fellow about six feet three tall and broad-shouldered. 
He looked as nutty as a fruitcake and was staring at 
me intently. My instinct told me I would have trouble with this 
man, and it wasnt too far off. I made a mental note for future 
reference. His name was Mick Copeland.

Then Wally Probin introduced himself. He was doing fourteen 
years for robbery and firearms. He was later to be portrayed 
by Adam Faith in the film McVicar. It was Probin who 
planned the escape, not McVicar.

Dennis Stafford was the next to shake hands. Hed left 
Brixton before me. I spotted someone else I knew, Billy Cooper 
from Hoxton. He was also doing fourteen years. During my 
trial at the Old Bailey Billy had been in touch to mark our card. 
The police had been to see him while he was in custody. They 
offered him parole if he was prepared to make a statement 
saying I had shot him in the leg in the Senate Rooms Club in Highbury. I appreciated this gesture of loyalty; it proved he was 
a sound person. Later on I taught Billy to do sit-ups in the gym, 
and he became known as Sit-ups.

By the hot-plate I met Harry Roberts. In 1965 or thereabouts 
he had gunned down and killed three plain-clothes CID 
men in the area of White City. He had received a life sentence 
with a thirty-year recommendation. Harry introduced himself 
and we shook hands.

Another fellow was there by the name of Bernie Beattie. He 
was also doing fourteen years. He said we had a mutual friend, 
Joe Martin, whom he had been convicted with. Joe had received 
a life sentence. Bernie showed me to the yard outside. It was a 
little courtyard with flowers in parts, and a primitive glasshouse 
with vegetables in. I saw Eddie Richardson lying on the grass 
sunbathing. Peter Kroger, the spy given a long sentence for 
supplying atomic papers to the Russians, was sitting on a chair. 
He was an elderly looking man with white hair and a deep 
American accent. Beattie introduced me. I didnt like him on 
sight. He was a traitor whod put millions of lives in jeopardy. 
Eddie Richardson then joined me. We shook hands and I 
thanked him for the fact that his brother Charlie had offered to 
give evidence for us at our trial.

I met three others when I got back to the wing. One was 
John Straffen, the baby-killer. He had a completely bald head 
and the mentality of a five-year-old. I couldnt help but feel pity 
for him. He was not responsible for his actions and would 
never be released.

I also met Charlie Wilson and Gordon Goody, another two 
of the Train Robbers. I had met them previously in a drinking 
club over in south London.

I had a look around the building. It consisted of about 
fourteen cells over an area of the ground floor and the two 
floors above. There were primitive showers and baths, a side room with a TV in, and a gymnasium with weightlifting 
equipment, a punch-bag and a punch-ball. By the time I had 
strolled around it was time for a measly tea. It was then time to 
bang up in my cell for an hour.

I made another quick cup of tea and started putting my 
possessions in some semblance of order. I put a photograph of 
my late wife on a shelf and got my record player ready for the 
evening. Id be playing Timi Yuro records; she was a soul singer 
and one of the best. I used to take her records to all the parties 
we went to on the outside  the night wouldnt be the same 
without her voice.

When we unlocked I thought Id take a walk to the gym, 
even though I wasnt dressed for gym work. When I arrived 
Harry Roberts was already there. I told him Id never done any 
weightlifting in the past but Id like to try. Perhaps you could 
show me. In a way it was strange Id never done any weights, 
especially as Id had my own gym above the Double R Club in 
Bow Road. Harry said, Try lifting this above your head, which 
I did and Harry told me Id done well  it was 100 lb in weight. 
I decided I was going to take up weightlifting to help occupy 
my time.

Three weeks later I got a green grading certificate for power 
lifting, which consisted of a squat, a bench and deadlift. Over 
the years I was to win three medals and thirty-six certificates. 
Along with two others I represented Parkhurst and we won a 
shield for the Southern Area, beating all other prisons. We all 
got medals for it.

Sometimes I played football in a small yard along with 
Eddie Richardson, Tommy Wisbey, Charlie Wilson and Roy 
James. Bobby Welch, another of the Great Train Robbers, 
couldnt play because hed had an operation on his knee which 
was unsuccessful. I also did bench presses with Gordon Goody.

During exercise one day, soon after my arrival, I was on the yard walking and Mick Copeland joined me. I got bad vibes 
from him straight away. All my instincts warned me against 
him. I didnt feel comfortable being close; it was like there was 
a danger barrier between us. I didnt like his conversation 
either. He said to me, I read that book by John Pearson about 
you, The Profession of Violence. I didnt think Id like you but 
youre not as bad as the book says. Outside I would have taken 
it as a slight but I had to contain myself. Seeing as Mick 
Copeland had stabbed two courting couples to death for no 
apparent reason, it was like the pot calling the kettle black. I let 
it slide but I was glad when the exercise period was over. I 
knew I couldnt take too much of his tongue.

We were all Category A prisoners on the block and a new 
ruling was introduced that concerned us. The ruling was that 
anyone wishing to come and see us would have to have their 
photograph taken and three copies submitted to the Home Office 
for their approval of the visit. Inmates all over the country fought 
and rebelled against this. Our whole block went on hunger 
strike, as they also did in Durham where Ron was imprisoned.

(Ron was in Durham with Joe Martin, an old friend, and 
Bruce Reynolds, another of the Great Train Robbers. Ron told 
me that on the landing above him was the slag Brady, the child-killer. 
Ron saw him from a distance and said he was an 
arrogant bastard. I could never understand Lord Longford 
having anything to do with Brady or Hindley.)

Charlie was also on hunger strike along with other inmates 
at Chelmsford. We lasted eleven days on hunger strike in 
Parkhurst. Ron and his crowd lasted thirteen.

I had been off the strike for only a day, and still felt nowhere 
near as strong as usual, when I walked downstairs to get my 
breakfast. I saw Copeland nearby. I thought he spoke but I was 
a little unsure. We were near the shower-room, which had a 
small entrance and Copeland said loudly and aggressively, Oi you! I said good morning to you! I told him I hadnt heard 
him. Copeland then said to me, Get in here you, beckoning 
towards the entrance to the shower-room. I knew he wanted a 
row and let him walk a couple of yards in front. I slung a right 
punch but it didnt connect properly due to his height. I grabbed 
him in a headlock from behind, got a good grip on him and 
pulled him towards the wall. He struggled as I butted him 
across the right eyebrow and split his eye open. I was pleased 
that Id drawn first blood.

Before I knew it the screws were in and had my arms up my 
back. They pulled us apart. While holding me against the wall 
they ordered Copeland upstairs. We were then both locked in 
our cells. Our cells were close to each other, although on 
different landings, and I applied a little psychology to get 
Copeland wound up. I knew he would be listening so I put a 
Timi Yuro LP on and turned my record player up as loud as 
possible to freak him out.

The screws came to my cell, theyd been to his too, and 
wanted to know if wed both forget it. They knew wed use 
tools on each other. I told them I wouldnt forget it. They said, 
Thats what he says too. So it was going to be war.

The following day Copeland was shifted to the block and I 
was taken before the Governor charged with fighting. I got a 
3 fine out of my canteen money and was told the fight was my 
fault. The Governors name was Miller. I couldnt see how he 
reasoned the fight was down to me.

Copeland was then shifted to Durham prison. Ron had 
heard about the row and waited at the bottom of the stairs for 
Copeland. When he came down Ron hit him straight on the 
chin with a right-handed punch that felled him like an ox. 
Copeland was then shifted to Chelmsford. I understand Charlie 
gave him a strong pull in the TV room. Copeland said he 
wanted no more trouble.

Life continued. I started to make soft toys to pass out to my 
visitors as gifts. And I became obsessed by weightlifting.

Joe Martin arrived from Durham prison. Joe and I greeted 
each other warmly and had a chat about old times. Joe had 
been at the Green Dragon Club when I broke Sonny the Yanks 
jaw. A fellow by the name of John Richard Jones from Birmingham 
also came into the block. He was doing fourteen years for 
armed robbery. I didnt particularly like Jones. He was about 
twenty-eight years of age, five feet eleven, with ginger hair. He 
was out to impress. I got bad vibes from him. Outside, such 
people would not have got within fifty yards of me.

I told Joe I didnt like Jones. He didnt like him either. A 
few days later Jones walked into my cell without knocking and 
sat down uninvited on the bed. Jones looked at the photo of 
my wife on the shelf and pointed, rudely and aggressively, 
saying, Whos that bird? In those days I was a lot worse than 
now. Ive got used to such scum. But at that moment I felt the 
blood drain from my face. He saw the look in my eyes and 
tried to get out of the door as fast as he possibly could. I 
followed him out and along the landing, slung a punch at him 
and knocked him to the floor. I was on top of him  and then 
the screws were on top of me. They pulled me off and led Jones 
downstairs. He wasnt very lucky. Joe Martin was waiting at 
the bottom of the stairs; he slung a flurry of punches that put 
Jones on the floor again.

I was fined again for fighting and Jones was shipped out of 
the prison. In fact I did him a favour. They wouldnt put him 
back in any special units because he was too immature; he 
returned to the normal prison regime.

The discomfort of this false environment, where one had 
to mix with total strangers, people it was impossible to like, 
was one of the worst hardships of prison life  and will remain 
so until the day I am out. If any young kids read this story they should remember that prison is not a glamorous place. Prison 
is not a happy vocation, so take a tip from me and look for a 
career other than crime. Dont follow in my footsteps.

Around this time the Parkhurst riots took place, with Frankie 
Fraser as the leader. Frank and his crowd had a terrible 
fight with the screws in another part of the prison which was 
cut off entirely from those of us in the block.

One day an escape plot was uncovered by the screws. Had 
it succeeded it would have been one of the greatest escapes of 
all time. In fact it was so clever the screws called in specialist 
photographers from the Home Office. It was a tunnel beneath 
Harry Robertss cell. It had miniature arc-lights as well as the 
equipment, torches, chisels etc. It was a long tunnel that hed 
dug like a ferret deep down in his cell and then almost as far as 
the outer wall. This was an almost impossible feat when one 
realizes there was a twenty-four-hour vigil on each category A 
cell. Harry also had to get rid of all the waste. This was 
achieved by him and his friend tucking bricks down their 
waistbands and dirt down their trousers with the bottoms 
tucked in. They took it out to the garden area, loosened the 
bottoms of their trousers and mixed the dirt and bricks with 
the soil. They did this every day. The escape plot was eventually 
tumbled when Harrys mother was discovered bringing a pair 
of small bolt-cutters in under her coat on a visit. She was 
arrested, charged and taken to court. She was given probation.

I was locked up in this block for more than six years. Once 
a week we would watch a film. Sometimes we played football. 
Take it from me, if you live in close proximity to people for so 
long you begin to see more and more of each others faults and 
life becomes unbearable.

Just before I left I lost my appeal against conviction and 
sentence for murder. I got the needle  but not because Id lost 
the appeal. On my last appeal visit at Parkhurst, Governor Miller allowed me only a quarter of an hour. Taking away the 
time to greet and later say goodbye to my friend Jim Harris left 
me with a visit of only ten minutes. Miller could have been 
more liberal. Jim Harris had travelled all the way from London 
to see me.

During the early years of my sentence I had to face up to 
the fact that a number of people, including many so-called 
friends, had double-crossed Ron and me. They had given evidence 
against us in order to try to save their own skins. I gave 
this a lot of thought and finally came to a decision. I knew I 
needed to have a strong sense of direction if I was to get 
through this sentence intact . . . mentally and physically. I 
couldnt be preoccupied with thoughts of vengeance. I reached 
the conclusion that I just had to get on with it. I dismissed the 
traitors in my mind as insignificant. I erased them from my 
memory. I decided that from then on my thoughts would 
revolve on and around a more stimulating plane. Ron agreed 
with my new-found philosophy. Life was too short to be bogged 
down with vendettas.

Early one morning in March 1970 my cell door came open 
and four screws came in. They told me to get my gear together. 
I was on my way.





CHAPTER THREE


LEICESTER

19701971

I was escorted to a van and driven again to the ferry. When we 
disembarked at Portsmouth the van headed towards the Midlands. 
A screw told me our destination was Leicester prison. 
Eddie Richardson was in the van behind me, heading for the 
same place. I found out later that Ron had passed me on the 
road on his way to Parkhurst from Durham. It was a general 
shake-up.

Eddie and I arrived at reception at the same time. Eddie 
said, You wont like this pisshole, Ive been here before. They 
put us in two very small reception cells. The screw walked 
away. An inmate walked by and nodded his head. I nodded 
back. This was my first sight of a person who was to become 
one of my best friends. His name was Harry Johnson, alias 
Hate-em-all Harry. He was short and thickset with small 
features, fierce blue eyes and an almost bald head. Harry came 
from Nottingham and was doing eighteen years for robbery 
with violence.

The security block consisted of a total area of nine cells, a 
small cell converted into a kitchen, a small TV room, a snooker 
table and a tiny shower area. It made Parkhurst look spacious. There was also a concrete exercise yard. Every time we went 
out on the yard or on visits we would have metal detectors run 
over us and a strip search as they looked for weapons.

I made up my mind to get into weights again. We used to 
lift the weights beside the snooker table. I showed Freddie 
Foreman and Harry Johnson my British Amateur Weightlifting 
Association book; it told us what weights we had to lift. It 
wasnt long before I had the Leicester County record for the 
Straight Arm Pull Over . . . 95 lb. Freddie Foreman and Harry 
Johnson also got certificates.

In the security block along with Fred, Harry and me was 
John Duddy. He was an accomplice of Harry Roberts in the 
killing of three police officers. Also there was a fellow called 
Hosein. He was one of the brothers from Trinidad, living in 
London, who had kidnapped and killed Muriel McKay, the 
wife of the deputy chairman of the News of the World. Her 
body was never recovered. Hosein was a brilliant table-tennis 
player and claimed to be the champion of Trinidad.

My first trouble in Leicester prison came about over a 
doughnut. I wasnt very keen on cakes so on a couple of 
occasions at teatime I had foolishly given my doughnut to a 
man called Pete Hurley. He was twenty-eight years old and 
doing fourteen years for armed robbery. Hurley was about five 
feet eleven, with curly ginger hair, blue eyes and the body of a 
weightlifter. He was covered in tattoos. On the second night I 
gave him a doughnut he just grunted his acceptance. Hurley 
was a very ignorant type; he had the manners of a pig. On the 
third night I didnt pass the doughnut over. I decided I wasnt 
there to feed him. He said, Wheres my doughnut? and gave 
me a menacing glare. I told him I was keeping it. The terrible 
look he gave me could only mean we were enemies. I suppose 
one could say he had just bit the hand that fed him.

When we were locked up at 9 p.m. I brooded over this insolent bastard. I had noticed other traits that I also disliked. I 
decided that the area we lived in was too small for both of us. 
One of us had to go. The next morning I got up early in 
readiness. As my cell door opened I knew hed be in the kitchen 
as usual making tea. The kitchen cell was opposite my own. I 
was out like a bullet. Hurley was washing a cup at the sink. 
I walked right up to him and smashed him in the mouth with 
a right-hand punch. Blood spurted from his mouth but he was a 
strong fellow. As he fell against the wall he reached for a knife 
in the sink. Hurley and I slung a few punches at each other and 
then the screws came in to break us up. I had made my move 
and now I would have to wait and see how it developed. It 
worked out OK. Hurley realized I wouldnt tolerate his 
demanding ways but I still always kept an eye on him in case 
he pulled a tool. It wasnt good for two people whod had a 
row to live in the same area but I learnt to live with it.

One night there was another argument that came to blows. 
Harry Johnson was playing snooker with Arthur Hosein, and 
Harry lost. This was too much for the explosive Harry. After a 
violent outburst he hit Arthur on the chin with a left hook. It 
knocked Arthur out cold. I could tell that little Harry was 
proud of this feat.

During my year in Leicester prison, I had more than my fair 
share of trouble. My second problem arrived in the shape of 
John Duddy, the cop-killer. John was thickset with blue eyes 
and grey wavy hair. He was from Scotland and an ex-army 
man. He had a very coarse aggressive voice. One day in the 
kitchen area I found him talking in a loud tone to Eddie 
Richardson. He was going on about gays, and did so knowing 
that Ron was bisexual. I could read between the lines and knew 
that Duddy was inciting Eddie to run down gays too. He was 
hoping it would cause friction between the two of us.

I went to my cell where I found Harry Johnson sitting. I said, Wait there, Im going to put it on Duddy. I walked out 
to the small area where we ate. I walked up and hit Duddy in 
the eye with a right-hand punch. He crashed to the floor and 
I scruffed him by the shirt collar, hauling him up to a seat. I 
tightened my grip on his throat and said, Any more out of you, 
Ill kill you, you bastard. He had a massive black eye.

The screws locked us all up for an hour. There was a senior 
screw in the prison who weighed about eighteen stone. He was 
a black belt in judo with Dans to go with it. We all got on well 
with him because he was a sportsman. My cell door was 
unlocked and a screw told me that the judo man wanted to see 
me in his office. He was waiting for me when I arrived. He 
said, Ive just spoken to Duddy and Im going to have you 
both meet in the centre, where Ill be present, to shake hands. I 
want you both to forget your row. He added, But always keep 
your eye on Duddy, hes got nothing to lose. I replied, Neither 
have I. Im doing a thirty-year recommended as well. Although 
I did realize that Duddy had even less chance of getting out 
than I did.

I was locked up again. A quarter of an hour later the door 
was opened and I was told the judo man was waiting in the 
centre of the hall with Duddy. This reminds me of the gunfight 
at the OK Corral, I mused to myself. I walked to the centre 
and they were both there. The judo man said, Id like to see 
you both shake hands now. We both extended our hands, not 
without hesitation, and shook. I believe I said the words, No 
hard feelings, knowing full well there were . . . on both sides. 
But life was normal again.

Eddie Richardson hated it at Leicester and went on hunger 
strike. He was locked up for a short period of time in a separate 
part of the prison. We used the same toilet though. I figured the 
ploy of leaving hard-boiled eggs and other delicacies in the 
middle of the toilet roll so Eddie wouldnt go entirely hungry. As long as it was written in the book that Eddie was still on 
hunger strike he continued to make his point. There was no 
reason for him to starve to death!

I went on hunger strike myself in protest at a national 
newspaper item which said I was involved in a plot to kidnap 
Lord Linley in April 1970. I wrote to Lord Snowdon, his father, 
to declare my loyalty to the Royal Family.

My stay at Leicester was mercifully short. I didnt like it 
there. It was too confined. I was pleased when early one 
morning three screws came to my cell and said, Pack your 
gear, youre on your way. I hastily packed my Murphy radio 
(which was a dear friend), a record player, toiletries, clothing 
and a pile of letters. While making out I was going to the toilet 
I quickly slipped across to Harry Johnsons cell, pulled back the 
latch of the spyhole and shouted to him, Ill be in touch, Harry. 
See you later. I also managed to leave half an ounce of tobacco 
outside his door.

I was escorted to the van. I asked one of the five-strong 
escort where I was going. He told me, Parkhurst  the security 
block. I was pleased. I could look forward to seeing Ron.
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After a long journey we finally arrived. A couple of the Train 
Robbers were there to greet me but there was no sign of Ron. I 
was looking forward to seeing him again and I was really 
disappointed. At the same time I could feel a certain tension in 
the air. Tommy Wisbey told me that Ron was in the prison 
hospital because he had hit Bernie Beattie over the head with a 
bottle. There was an expectation of trouble between me and 
Beattie but I had always got on well with him. I was pretty 
good at evaluating situations like this; I had come across them 
before. I went to Bernies cell to ask him what had happened. 
He was nursing a black eye and a cut on his skull. Bernie told 
me that he and Ron had fallen out, hence the whack to his 
head. I told Beattie I was sorry about their argument but hoped 
we would still be friends. He put out his hand and said, Lets 
shake, which we did.

I then went to the main office to ask if Id be able to see 
Ron. They told me theyd arrange it. I went to see him in the 
hospital, where he was in the care of Dr Cooper, a psychiatrist. 
I said to Ron, Get back on the wing and well do some 
weightlifting together. Ron agreed and within a few days he was back in the security block with me. We did the weightlifting 
and Ron won some certificates.

Shortly after I was convicted I was given a scroll with the 
poem Desiderata on it. It has helped me out both with my 
sentence and with life in general. Part of the passage reads: 
Avoid loud and aggressive persons for they are a vexation to 
the spirit.

I found this passage to be particularly true of some of the 
inmates I had already met, especially Mick Copeland, John 
Richard Jones, Peter Hurley and John Duddy. There were 
undoubtedly more. The thought didnt fill me with joy.

Mick Copeland was an extremely weird person. He would 
go very peculiar when there was a full moon. He used to bang 
up alone in his cell. He kept a knife in there and I knew he 
wouldnt hesitate to use it.

The favourite dialogue of John Richard Jones was about 
how he would beat up his girlfriend with a chain, making her 
cower on the floor. This kind of talk was alien to me. I couldnt 
relate to it. In fact I couldnt stand it. This is why I was so 
antagonistic to the slag.

Peter Hurley was just bad-mannered and immature.

John Duddys favourite story concerned some time spent in 
the army in Malaya. He would repeatedly tell the story of how 
he had knocked a Malay girl into the river after she upset him. 
He hit her on the chin. To me this was cowardly, bully talk.

All these people were without doubt a vexation to the 
spirit.

Early one morning Joe Martin came down from Durham 
prison to join us. We were pleased to see him and to talk about 
old times. The three of us started training together in the gym. 
A few days later Harry Johnson arrived from Leicester, and 
Mick Green (one of the Wembley bank robbers) came into the 
block too. Harry joined us in our training. As well as using weights we sometimes used sixteen-ounce boxing gloves to spar 
with. We also used the swivel punch-ball and heavy punch-bag.

Another who joined us on the wing was a man by the name 
of Bill Skingle. He had killed a copper by shooting him nine 
times. The copper had only pulled him to take his car number. 
I always thought Skingle went too far. He was sentenced to 
natural life imprisonment when he was only in his early twenties. 
None of us liked him; he had no principles. He was to die 
from a heart attack at the early age of forty-one.

One day when we were all in the small yard, Harry Johnson 
and Skingle had an argument. Blows were exchanged. Harry 
lost his footing and slipped to the floor and Skingle jumped on 
top of him. Ron got Skingle round the neck and pulled him off. 
When we were all back in the block at the end of the exercise 
period, Skingle was strutting around as if he had won a victory. 
I knew this wouldnt last. Harry said to Ron, Joe and I, Ill do 
the slag first chance I get. Ill do him cunning.

A couple of days later, sitting in my cell on the 2s, Harry 
walked in and said, Get rid of this weight, Reg. Ive just done 
Skingle. He passed me a 4 lb dumb-bell weight. I immediately 
got rid of it. Harry had hit Skingle on the cheekbone while he 
was washing up. They had to take Skingle over to the hospital, 
where he was kept until he had an operation on his broken 
jawbone. When he eventually got back on the wing he had lost 
his cockiness and wasnt so flash. Hate-Em-All had taught him 
a lesson.

For a while trouble was rife in the block. Ron hit Mick 
Green on the chin during an argument, but it cooled over.

Although the security block was separated from the main 
wings news still filtered back to us. One day we heard that 
Frank Fraser had some trouble with another inmate called 
Mark Owens. Owens was serving a fairly long sentence and 
had just arrived at Parkhurst. He came from west London and was a loner with a reputation for being a good fairground and 
knuckle fighter. The story was that at an earlier time Mark 
Owens had upset Frank Fraser and Charlie Richardson. There 
had been a disagreement and a fight and Owens had been hurt. 
On his arrival at Parkhurst, Owens saw Frank Fraser on the 
exercise yard walking in. Owens walked across and hit Frank 
Fraser on the chin, knocking him to the ground.

Some time afterwards the two of them were involved in the 
Parkhurst mutiny. They were both charged and ended up in the 
dock together and so became allies in the face of adversity.

A former girlfriend came to see me with my mother and at 
my request brought me a pale blue budgerigar. He was OK for 
a while. I used to leave him unlocked to keep me company. But 
after a while he started to get on my nerves. He would dive-bomb 
my plate every time I had a meal. Also, every time I 
rolled a cigarette the bird would swoop down and claim the 
Rizla paper in his beak, tearing the roll-up in half. I decided to 
give the budgie to my cousin; she loved him and showered 
affection on him.

There were mice in the block so Ron decided to get a cat, 
much to the annoyance of Hate-Em-All Harry. Ron got one of 
the screws to get him a black kitten, which he kept in a box in 
his cell. It used to snarl like a tiger and bare its teeth. Ron 
would have kept it longer, it kept the mice away, but he grew 
tired of Harrys incessant grumbling about the mess it made. 
Ron gave it back to the screw and asked him to find a home 
for it. The screw then had the job of smuggling the cat out 
again.

I was in hospital and absent from the wing when the 
following event took place, but this is how I heard it from Joe 
Martin. Ron had gone up to a screw and asked him for his 
medication but the screw had refused. Ron left and went to Joe 
Martins cell and said, Joe, youre my friend so I dont want to see you in any trouble. Dont come on the landing, stay in your 
cell. Im going to put it on a screw. Joe tried to argue that he 
should be involved but Ron told him it wasnt necessary. Ron 
then left and went back to the screw. He hit him in the face 
with a right-hand punch and floored him. The alarm bell went 
off and lots of other screws arrived. Ron had already started 
walking towards the punishment block.

On adjudication the following day, he was given fifty-six 
days solitary confinement. That meant fifty-six days without 
contact with anyone, no furniture in the cell, no radio or 
tobacco. It was later on discovered that the screw, like Skingle, 
had a broken cheekbone. If it had been known at the time Ron 
would have got much longer. His sentence was broadcast on 
the radio.

One day there was a turn-up for the book. The placid John 
Straffen had a brainstorm and attacked Mick Green. For one of 
the faces to be attacked by Straffen was a real surprise. It took 
a while for Mick to live down the embarrassment and Straffen 
was shifted, for his own safety, to Long Lartin.

Gossip was going around the prison at this time about one 
of the padres. It was said that hed been questioned about the 
theft of womens underwear from clothes lines in the Isle of 
Wight area. We didnt, for some time, get the pleasure of 
meeting this gentleman because as residents of the security 
block we were not allowed to go to church.

The new arrivals at Parkhurst usually came at around 
4 p.m. On this particular day I can recall a new arrival walking 
up the stairs to our landing with a couple of cardboard boxes 
under his arm. His name was Roy Grantham. He was about 
twenty-eight years of age, six feet tall, weighing fourteen stone, 
with dark hair and blue eyes. He had come from Gartree prison 
where there had been a riot and break-out. Grantham was 
doing eleven years and had just been found guilty of assault on eleven screws during the riot. He had come to Parkhurst to 
finish off his punishment, which was supposed to be some time 
locked behind his door, on his own. As he walked up the stairs 
Harry Johnson, who was a good judge of character, said to me, 
Ill lay you money you have a row with this flash cunt, hes 
trouble. I felt there was some truth in Harrys words but said, 
Ill keep an open mind.

So Ron, Joe and I and the others on the block made 
Grantham welcome. We laid meals on for him. Although in 
reality he should have been locked up until his time on punishment 
was finished, the screws had different ideas. Perhaps they 
were hoping that there would be a clash.

Grantham was one flash bastard. He was continually 
shadow-boxing and getting on peoples nerves. When out on 
exercise for a walk or a run he would wear bandages on his 
hands and a mask, made out of a towel, around his face. He 
would shadow-box as if he was Sonny Liston. He had the bad 
habit of walking into cells without knocking, picking up photographs 
and passing comments  usually rude  about the 
women in them. He would also pick up pieces of food from 
your dinner plate and scoff them.

His worst habit of all was tracking me down to the toilet, 
where Id be trying to get some peace and quiet. Grantham 
would stand by the half-length door, look over it, and give me 
a running commentary on various things while I was completing 
my ablutions. In short he was really trying my patience, and 
of the others too. Because he was on punishment we felt a 
moral obligation to look after him. He was mistaking kindness 
for weakness.

Early one evening he came into my cell while I was talking 
to Ron and just butted in on the conversation. Ron said, Do 
you mind leaving us, were talking. I watched Granthams face 
go white; he was angry at being dismissed. Still, he left the cell.

The following morning I was still in bed when Ron came in 
to give me a cup of tea. The previous night I had made sure 
that a glass container of apple juice was on the table close to 
my bed. I knew I was going to use it as a weapon. Ron had just 
poured the cup of tea from a jug into my cup when the cell 
door was slung open with some force and in walked Grantham. 
He said aggressively, What was all that about last night, telling 
me to fuck off? I was ready for him. Fully naked I leapt out of 
the bed, picked up the apple juice bottle, took two strides and 
brought it down on Granthams head as hard as I could. The 
bottle splintered and blood shot up into the air. As Grantham 
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