


[image: I am a mob boss. The last confession of a criminal kingpin. by anonymous author.; An illustration of a man in a suit, sitting in a leather armchair with a bullet hole effect.]





I AM A MOB BOSS

THE LAST CONFESSION OF A CRIMINAL KINGPIN

ANONYMOUS

[image: Headline Welbeck Logo]




Copyright © Anonymous 2025

The right of Anonymous to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by them in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First published in 2025 by Headline Welbeck Non-Fiction

An imprint of Headline Publishing Group Limited

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN: 978 1 0354 2620 1

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

The authorised representative in the EEA is Hachette Ireland, 8 Castlecourt Centre, Dublin 15, D15 XTP3, Ireland (email: info@hbgi.ie)

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk




DEFINITION OF A MOB BOSS

A professional criminal who commands a gang of crooks involved in what the law likes to call a ‘joint enterprise’, to make money by any means available – protection rackets, extortion, loan sharking, smuggling, drug running, theft, burglary, handling stolen goods, armed robbery and money laundering. Often violence is involved.




REALITY BITES

The mob is closer than you think. If you buy a £10 bag of weed to make a festival go with a swing or snort a line of coke after a middle-class dinner party, some money somewhere along the line is going to organised crime. The local dealer you buy your recreational drugs off may seem harmless enough, but they are the last in the link of a chain that leads from the person who grew the stuff to your front door. And that chain is run by the mob.

If you live in the inner city, gangsters will probably have a hand in any club or casino you visit. Restaurants, pubs, even local corner shops will, more than likely, be paying protection money. You will be paying part of that protection money on your bill.

And if you’ve walked down the silent streets at night and wondered how you stayed safe without seeing a single cozzer, that’s also us. It’s in the interests of people like me to keep petty crime away from our manor as much as we can. That way the Old Bill stay in their cosy cop shops, drinking cocoa, filling out their expenses and not bothering us.

So you shouldn’t resent the ways you pay little bits of money to the mob. We perform a valuable social function. Sure, there’s violence. But by and large, it’s just between ourselves. Yes, there’s armed robbery, but the last thing a blagger wants to do is hurt a civilian. Not just because it gets you serious jail time, but because we aren’t here to hurt innocent people. We just want the money. If a villain takes out another bad guy, why should you care? There’s one less criminal to bother about. It frees up cells in prison for other offenders.

It’s a hard reality, but for you, the reader, arguably a better one for us being there.




AUTHOR’S NOTE – NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH

This book contains details of numerous crimes. But I am not a grass. Many of the people involved in my story are dead or banged up. Nevertheless, I feel obliged to protect their identities. For the sake of their families and loved ones, I will use false names where appropriate. And while the particulars of their misdeeds may have been given a full airing in an open courtroom, I will change certain details to prevent their identification.

As for my own wrongdoing, I am currently out of the country in Northern Cyprus, which has no extradition treaty with the UK. Indeed, since the Turkish invasion in 1974, the Turkish Republic of Northern Cyprus has not even been recognised by any nation apart from Turkey. As far as the United Nations and the European Union are concerned, it does not exist, and so I am beyond the reach of the law. But things can change and there is no way that I am going to put down on the page anything that could be presented as evidence against me in a court of law, or might possibly implicate others.

Remember that I am not just in danger from the authorities. The British police may hold no sway here and the UK legal system has no influence, but real gangsters recognise no such jurisdiction. If anyone I have had dealings with feared any indiscretion on my part, it would be easy enough for them to pay a local gangster to bump me off. As a result, I think you will understand that I have to keep the facts of my own life somewhat hazy. Dates, places and descriptions have been altered to protect the guilty.

However, I have promised the publishers of this book that I will write as full and frank an account of my life in crime as is possible within those constraints. And as I have recently been diagnosed with terminal cancer, I have no reason not to tell you the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth, so help me God.

I also ought to issue the obligatory warning that some of the language in this book reflects the attitudes of the time, particularly where it comes to gender and race. And there are some descriptions of violence that some people may find distressing.

Hope you can stomach it.

ANONYMOUS

Girne, Turkish Republic of Northern Cyprus

October 2024




INTRODUCTION

I am a mob boss. I know what that makes you think about . . . either Al Capone in the 1920s spraying slugs around with a Chicago piano or Marlon Brando with cotton wool in his cheeks in The Godfather. But in many ways, it’s not really like that. Though in some it is. In the world of crime, you need to trust your associates and it’s easier if they are family. Think of the Kray twins, the Richardsons, the Adams family . . .

The problem with these old geezers is that you know about them. They made the papers. Most of us blokes involved in organised crime treasure our anonymity. The law likes to nick big names. They can’t big themselves up for nicking someone nobody knows. So you will never have heard of our lot. We’ve gone to a lot of trouble to stay under the radar, so I’m not even going to tell you our name. Just think of us – like the Royal Family – as The Firm. That’s right, going as generic as we can.

You ought to know from the outset that I never wanted to become a gangster, but I was born into a criminal family. My dad and his brother were big-time blaggers. Consequently, my dad was not around for much of my childhood, though I would see him every month or so in Wormwood Scrubs. I learned very early on that I did not want to spend time in there. After a bit of the usual petty thievery and fights as a teenager on the streets, I was determined to go straight. The rest is happenstance.

The problem was I didn’t do very well in school. Our family generally did not get on well with authority. When the school wouldn’t let me do what I wanted, I left prematurely. It was a mistake. I see that now. But, later, I got myself off to the Working Men’s College in Camden. I’d always loved reading, devouring books by the dozen. That was an education in itself. Hence, I can write this without the aid of a ghostwriter.

From my deprived childhood in what were then the dark, grimy streets of North Kensington, I also realised the importance of money, so I went on to study accountancy. This would be the making of me.

I had two older brothers who followed Dad into the family profession – first in smash and grab, then armed robbery, protection and inevitably drugs. Along the way, they built up a handy team of useful people around them who would help in the family business. They soon had a problem with all the money they were making and, although I aimed to get married and lead a respectable life, I was brought back into the business to launder all that cash. Accountants can be useful, it turns out.

It was also good for the lads to have a business brain on the team. There were the clubs we took over to run, as well as launderettes, betting shops and casinos, all of which were easy places to launder cash. And there were bankers to deal with, whom my brothers would inevitably piss off.

Then when drugs came on the scene, they needed someone with a good business head on his shoulders to deal with the big wheels in Amsterdam and Latin America. These were multimillion-dollar deals which had to be done on the QT as far as the authorities were concerned.

Whether I wanted it or not, I became central to the functioning of The Firm. Just another gangster in a sharp suit. Only I didn’t have to do any of the heavy work. My big brothers and their mates handled that. They were not averse to having a drink with The Filth either, if they thought those coppers could help grease the wheels of their operation.

Despite these connections, though, eventually one of my brothers got banged up. The other was killed by a gangland rival. Someone had to take care of business. That’s how I reluctantly found myself as the boss. Then the wars between rival gangs heated up, and I had to turn hard man myself, and did some things I’m not happy about. That’s why I had to leave the country and why I needed to get this story off my chest.

I hope it will act as a warning. One against a life of crime, against the ways of violence and against the path I have taken. Because as much as I had to do what I had to do, I’m not proud of it. So I hope you take a lesson or two from my tale.




PROLOGUE – THE CRIMINAL UNDERWORLD

Sure, there’s crime in the countryside. But it is in the cities that gangsters thrive, and the slums of post-war London were a breeding ground for criminals. The previous generation of gangsters modelled themselves on the mobsters of Chicago and New York they’d seen in the movies. But our heroes were closer to home. We looked up to the Krays and wanted to be like them. They were sharp and dapper – they even had their picture taken by celebrity fashion photographer David Bailey.

In our eyes, the Krays were up there with the Beatles and the Rolling Stones, and yet they were just like us, working class and from regular stock. They made it seem like the world was wide open to lads like me and my brothers. And although we were still playing on bomb sites, the rest of the country seemed to be swimming with money, so all we had to do was go out and take it. Kids like us deserved our share.

Having been let down by the educational system, what choice did most of us have? World War II was over before we were born. Conscription ended in 1960 so we would never have been forced to wear khaki, but National Service would at least have given us the opportunity to learn a trade and travel the world, even if it did mean getting shot at. Post-war austerity was coming to an end and the economy was picking up. Looking back, being a baby boomer should have been a lot of fun. It was, if you were middle class. But those at the bottom of the heap still looked forward to a life of drudgery, manual labour and poor wages. There was also the choice between slum housing, confinement in one of the shoddy tower blocks that were shooting up, or exile to a faceless council estate in a new town far away in the countryside. The only way out was music, acting, football, boozing, photography or crime. That’s what we were dealing with. Not sure many of us felt we had an option.




ACT I

A LIFE OF CRIME

1956–82




CHAPTER ONE

MUM AND DAD

There used to be a photograph that stood, in a frame, on the mantelpiece in our flat when I was a kid. I wonder where it is now. It was in black and white and showed two people in a bleak urban landscape, blackened by coal smoke and damaged by bombs. Behind them is the Old Kensington Register Office. They were my mum and dad.

My father was in uniform with a single stripe on his sleeve. There were medal ribbons on his chest, though he didn’t talk about what he had done in the war. I learned over the years that those who had actually fought on the front lines never talked about it. The loudmouths were always those at the rear echelons. They were full of war stories that did not ring true. Dad had little time for them. Nor did he have any time for Remembrance Sunday and the two minutes’ silence. He wanted to forget, not remember.

My mother was wearing a knee-length cotton frock in a floral print with white peep-toe shoes. A small white hat was perched on top of her dark hair that was piled up on the top of her head in the elaborate fashion of the time. And she was carrying a huge bunch of rather bedraggled flowers.

She told me that she had done war work in a factory, though she had quit to become a housewife when the men came back from overseas. In the photograph, a sheepish smile played around her lips, maybe because she was happy, maybe because it was her wedding day, maybe something else. Dad looked stern and resigned. I guess the excitement of the war was over and there was little to look forward to in a London that had been bombed to rubble during the Blitz.

The post-war slump must have taken the edge off the raptures of young love. Whatever freedoms they had enjoyed during the disruption of the war itself had now fled. With the knot tied, their youth was well and truly over. It was time to settle down to the constraints of domestic life. At least that’s the way it appeared in the photograph.

From what I remember, my parents were in love – though not in a showy way. People didn’t back then. There was a genuine warmth between them and they seemed happy enough when they were together – which wasn’t much given Dad’s post-war career as a criminal.

Certainly, they were together enough to have two sons – I’ll call them Steve and Mick – born in 1949 and 1951 respectively. Then it seems my father was away for a few years. I learned later that he and my uncle Jack had knocked over a post office. When Dad returned from prison, marital life resumed and I came along in 1956. By all accounts, it was a difficult birth. Mum and I almost died. She, it was discovered, had a weak heart, while I was born with the umbilical cord wrapped around my neck.

I was told that because I had had to fight for my life from my first moments in this world, it made me stronger, which I think is true. My mother, though, was advised to have no more kids. She had a hysterectomy which put paid to that.

In the fashion of the time, I was named after a film star. I won’t tell you which one, but he was the lead in a gangster movie, appropriately enough. So throughout her life, I was, in my mother’s eyes, a glamorous matinee idol. I hope I did not disappoint, even though I was a slow starter when it came to the ladies, though I was too young to think about it then.

We lived in a squalid block in North Kensington. I know Kensington sounds posh, but the fancy part was to the south, beyond Notting Hill Gate down to Fulham Road. We lived at the other end of Ladbroke Grove which is actually Kensal Town – or ‘The Town’ as we called it.

Although the buildings had been condemned in the 1930s, they were still inhabited. At least one family occupied each of the four floors. There was a communal entrance and the shared khazi was in a concrete yard that backed on to the railway lines that ran in and out of Paddington. The post-war building boom had yet to catch up with us.

The family had lived in a single room until I came along. Then the housing trust gave us two rooms on a higher floor – one for eating in, one for sleeping in, we decided. As the economy picked up in the 1960s, our block was finally demolished and we were moved down the street into a place that had three rooms and a cooker on the landing outside. It was still cramped, but that did not matter too much to us kids as no one in the street owned a car. That meant that Steve and Mickey could play with the other kids on the road outside. And besides that, there were still bomb sites to explore. For me with my little legs, it was hard to keep up and I was more of a mummy’s boy, I guess, so I spent more of the time at home.

I also went with Mum on the various charring jobs in the posh houses of Ladbroke Grove and South Kensington where she cleaned to make ends meet. When her employers were entertaining in the evenings, she would help with the catering. I would have to sit in the kitchen and behave. Anyway, that way I got to see how other people lived and I swore that one day I would live in a house like those where Mum cleaned – and that she would too.

Unfortunately, Dad was not a great provider. He earned money as a rent collector for a local slum landlord, but he spent most of it in the private drinking clubs and spielers that were springing up. This brought him into the company of the smart-suited young gangsters who were taking advantage of the 1960s boom.

Though Dad’s boozing and gambling caused friction with Mum – and I think he was also a bit of a ladies’ man – he was generous with his winnings, so they would soon make up. At least, he called the money he brought home his winnings, though I now suspect that they were the proceeds of some form of crime.

Steve and Mick looked up to Dad and he spoilt them rotten. They also admired his new-found friends, in the mohair suits and flashy cars. Then there was Uncle Jack who, despite not having any visible means of support, drove around in a white Jag. He too derived his income from crime. After the war, Dad and Uncle Jack seem to have decided that that was the way to indulge their taste for adventure. Or, perhaps, it really was the only way available to go in life back then.

Of course, I didn’t think of us as a crime family. Dad’s father had died long before I was born and I don’t know much about him, but Nan lived nearby in an estate. We would go over there on Sunday morning. For us, her flat seemed to be the height of luxury, with an inside toilet and a bath, albeit in the kitchen. She even had a settee and carpet in what she called the living room. What’s more, it didn’t smell of damp!

We didn’t used to stay long as Dad would go to the pub which opened at twelve. Steve and Mick would be left outside – kids weren’t allowed in pubs back then – with a glass of squash. They would horse around while I went home with Mum who would cook the Sunday dinner. The pubs chucked out at two in the afternoon on a Sunday and Dad would return well refreshed. Steve and Mick would have scrapes and bruises as their horsing around inevitably turned into a scrap. We had no TV back then, so we had to listen to the radio, or the wireless as we called it. Needless to say, we never went to church.

Mum had come from Cardiff. Her mum had died when she was young and her father was strict. She had won a scholarship to a Catholic school, but he refused to shell out for the uniform, so she could not take up her place. When she finished her cursory secondary education, she left home to live with friends and got a job at the Co-op, then sought out the bright lights of London where she met my dad. The premature curtailment of her education left her with a thirst for reading and she encouraged me in this. By the time I could walk, she signed me up at the library in Ladbroke Grove. Under her influence, I would read reasonably well by the time I went to school and that set me on the path to fulfil the task I am undertaking now. She also took out library tickets for Steve and Mick, but they didn’t use them. You could take out five books on each ticket, so I took all fifteen.

After infant school, I joined my brothers at primary school. Already, they were getting into trouble with the teachers. They were the kings of the playground and anyone who challenged them could be sure of a fight. Small though I was, no one would dare to take my lunch money off me as they would have my big brothers to deal with. They extended their protection to my friend, Terry, which would set us in good stead in later life.

Sometimes, after school, I was allowed to go around to Terry’s place. His family had two floors of a four-storey house just around the corner from Latimer Road Tube station. Not only did they have a light and airy front room where no one cooked or slept, but they also had a glass-fronted bookcase that contained the Encyclopaedia Britannica, a bunch of second-hand hardback classics – Robinson Crusoe, Treasure Island, Tom Sawyer – and the works of Charles Dickens. These meant little to Terry. He was a cricketer, a footballer and the star of our annual sports day. I always loved football, but he got me interested in cricket too.

While I had protection at school, the streets were still dangerous, not just for kids but for adults too. There were marauding gangs of teens and men would fight outside the pubs on a Saturday night. One day, I was going to school carrying my prized collection of cigarette cards when an older boy stopped me. He threatened to wallop me unless I showed them to him. When I did, he grabbed them and ran off. I did not cry, but I realised that I had to toughen up. Steve and Mick would not have let that happen to them.

The only way to survive in the mean streets of Kensal Town was to fight. Dad tried to teach me how to box, but I was always a disappointment. In frustration I would punch and punch and punch as hard as I could. But he was a big man and my infantile flailing made little impression. When my dad and I would fight, Mum had to step in when he got through my defences and landed a punch on my skinny body. Steve and Mick made a better fist of it and he soon signed them up with the boxing club in the Harrow Road.

Outside of our boxing matches, Dad never beat me – a common way of enforcing parental discipline back then. Teachers were also authorised to beat you. It was a thing I sought to avoid, though Steve and Mick took regular whacks. Kids were inspired by the regular fare of the Saturday morning cinema, as cowboy films always featured a barroom brawl and gangster movies had the obligatory shoot-out.

There were some adventures though. Terry and I took some wheels from an abandoned pram, a fruit crate and some other bits of wood to make a box cart. In it, we’d speed down the hill to Ladbroke Grove Tube station. Later we’d scavenge for bits of old bikes and build our own. Then we would race around the streets pretending we were on motorbikes.

One day, when I was haring round a corner, I crashed into a pedestrian who had just come out of a corner store, knocking his groceries all over the street.

‘You little f***ing idiot,’ he yelled, waving his fist at me. ‘Why don’t you learn to f***ing ride a bike?’

But I was not going to be intimidated. I had a means of escape and I sped off down the road, leaving him far behind. I was not as well equipped as my big brothers to deal with the world, but with my trusty bike I could at least get out of scrapes.

I learned another lesson on the streets of North Kensington. One afternoon, I was walking home from school with Terry and Curtis, a Black kid I had met in my infant school, when some deranged youth grabbed me and held a broken bottle to my face, inches from my eye. The streets were full of broken glass in those days. I guess the guy was mentally ill. Terry and Curtis could have run off and left me, but they stayed with me while this nutcase dragged me around the streets for an hour or so.

None of the adults we passed tried to do anything about it. But I wasn’t on my own. My mates stayed with me. Finally, the nutter was distracted by something – a motorbike backfiring, I think it was – and I wriggled free. We ran down the road to a street with big houses on where we dived through a hedge. The houses there had huge front gardens which we had explored before, much to the annoyance of the residents. Once through the front hedge we could make our way from garden to garden without appearing back on the pavement. Eventually, when we emerged back on to the street, there was no sign of the nutjob. I had learned to hold my nerve in the face of danger and the value of having friends you can depend on in adversity. Loyalty is everything.

Curtis wasn’t the only Black boy in school, but they were few and far between back then. Mainly, the people who looked like Curtis were young men who had come over from the Caribbean seeking to establish themselves in the UK. Their wives and children came later. Mum got on with them while Dad harboured many of the prejudices of his generation. Not that he was worried about them coming over here to take our jobs as so many did back then. He was no great fan of working. Besides, he found it best to swallow any bigotry when he was collecting their rent. It was easier if you were friendly, especially when large numbers of them were crammed into a single house by the slum landlord he worked for. He could, of course, be menacing if he thought they were taking the piss.

I was too young to remember the riots and stabbings of the 1950s, but there were still Teddy boys on the streets and there was always an uneasy atmosphere of menace about. But at primary school we all got on and Curtis was a bright and popular kid. Looking back, though, I’m sure that he must have suffered racial taunts and harassment outside school. Few people cared to mind their racist language back then.

It meant little to Terry and me as Curtis was a great footballer. We would play in the park together and Dad would sometimes take us to Loftus Road to see Queens Park Rangers. He wasn’t so good at cricket (none of us were), but then it is harder to play cricket with just three of you anyway. Lord’s was not far away, but that was not for the likes of us. Looking back, I wish. . .

Steve and Mick didn’t come to Loftus Road with us. They went with the crew, the Bushbabies, hoping for a fight. I don’t know how they got the money – from thieving, I guess – but they used to go to away games too which is how they chummed up with like-minded football hooligans around the country. People who loved nothing more than a beer and a fight on a Saturday afternoon. Later they got together with England supporters. This gave them the chance to travel abroad, coming back with all sorts of designer gear which they sold at school. The stuff was clearly nicked as they sometimes were away from home longer than they anticipated, spending a little time in foreign jails where they said they met up with local criminals. At first, I never believed them, but then I started to see signs of a pretty decent network of underworld contacts around the country and across the Continent.

To get away from our rough old streets, Terry, Curtis and I would cycle up to Kensington Gardens to play there, or go to Holland Park with its peacocks and adventure playground. And if we wanted to go further, we’d head for the barren wasteland of Wormwood Scrubs, which was overlooked by the gloomy walls of the famous prison. A bunch of us went out to investigate an old army camp there one night. There were turrets and concrete bunkers overgrown with grass and weeds.

Pretending to be soldiers, we played war games. One day, Terry, with his tenuous grasp of history, told us the unlikely story that the camp had been run by the Japanese and they had baked British soldiers in ovens there. It was the sort of thing you might just about believe when you were ten. Anyway, he insisted that we investigate.

A slope ran down to what must have been underground living quarters, though the roof had long since collapsed. Terry took the lamp from his bike and led the way. In a wall there were three large openings, which looked like they could have been ovens. I froze, but Curtis poked around inside, looking for a shard of bone or a tooth that might have survived the flames. Convinced that we were about to make some vital discovery, Terry swore us all to secrecy. We found nothing, of course.

We returned to the ‘death camp’ several times during the week to continue our search, but found nothing more sinister than an empty tin of Spam. The place was always deserted and the only people who might have been aware of our investigations were solitary dog walkers and lost souls peering out of the tiny barred windows of Her Majesty’s Prison Wormwood Scrubs.

With the Swinging Sixties now in full flow, life began to get better. Our block was due to be demolished and the housing trust moved us to four rooms occupying the bottom two floors of a terraced house. We had a kitchen cum living room. Mum and Dad had their own bedroom. Steve and Mick shared, and I had a small box room to myself. Mum persuaded the trust to install a makeshift bathroom in the basement. The toilet was still in the backyard, though.

By then, Steve and Mick had moved on to secondary school and I was getting ready to sit my eleven-plus. One day, Dad and Uncle Jack came home with a record player and some Beatles records. We also got a TV, just in time to watch England win the World Cup. The whole atmosphere in the country had changed. We were fired with optimism. I soon passed my eleven-plus and was on my way to my own grammar school. Dad was so flushed with money at that time that he didn’t grumble about buying the uniform.

When the police came round, it was clear where the money for the record player and TV had come from. Dad and Uncle Jack had been on a burgling spree. They got eight years each. It was a heavy sentence because they already had long records from before I was born.

Of course, in our neighbourhood, we had little time for the police. We hardly ever saw them on the streets. They did not walk the beat or quell the occasional outbreak of racial violence that had plagued the area. In fact, when they did intervene, it seemed to make things worse. The Caribbeans I talked to thought they were racist – not without good reason – and the whites had more time for the criminals. They were more like us. Looking back, I guess, in the spirit of the sixties, we were all anti-Establishment.

In our family, we took our cue from our dad, who was old school. The cops were the enemy. If there was any problem, we could sort it out between ourselves. We didn’t need the rozzers to do it for us. There was honour among thieves. We were just trying to get by and you never grassed up your mates.




CHAPTER TWO

STEVE AND MICK

Steve and Mick followed Dad’s criminal code from the start. The big kids in the playground, they took no stick from anyone. Steve was a natural leader. What he said went. If you didn’t like it, there was Mick to deal with. He was handy with his fists. They both were, but Mick had a look in his eye that told you not to go there unless you wanted the beating of your life.

Their criminal life had started with stealing sweets. Remember rationing had only just come to an end and there was still a shortage. We’d had no money anyway, so if you got a couple of kids together in a newsagents, it was easy enough for one to get the old bloke behind the counter distracted while the others grabbed what they could and we all made a run for it.

It didn’t even have to be that blatant. In those days, sweets were sold loose, so you could pocket as many as you wanted while the old geezer was looking the other way. He wouldn’t know what was missing until later – if at all. Now, with my accountant’s hat on, I would put this down to ineffective stocktaking.

When Mum was short of cash, we’d pull the same stunts on grocers just to put food on the table. We weren’t the only ones in the area who had to turn to shoplifting to survive. It was the way it had to be.

Once Dad was banged up and the stolen bunce he’d left us was gone, there was still the rent and lecky to pay. Money was required. So Steve and Mick turned the local propensity to shoplift into a nice little protection racket. For five bob a week, they told the shopkeepers that they would stop other kids nicking from them, which was not hard as it was them that was doing most of the nicking in the first place.

They also went dipping. The bus stops at Notting Hill Gate and along Kensington High Street promised rich pickings for pickpockets with small hands, deft fingers and fast legs to run away with a wallet, purse or handbag. And everyone carried cash back then, so you could just lift the money and dump the purse or wallet. Mum did not ask where the money came from.

Even before they left school, Steve and Mick were big lads. I could contribute little to the household funds, except when they started housebreaking because I was small enough to squeeze through half-opened windows or skylights. Otherwise, as a puny runt in a grammar school uniform, I could hardly be intimidating. But I could be intimidated.

In our area, all the tough kids were going to the secondary modern. Terry and Curtis had also passed the eleven-plus and were going to the grammar school with me. In our posh school uniforms, we were bound to be picked on. Curtis’s colour didn’t help, but he was my mate.

On the way home from school, Curtis and I had to walk along the fringe of the White City Estate, which a gang of local yobs claimed as their territory. There were going to be problems. The clue was in the name. It was a very white area and the kids there were made for trouble. When they saw us, there was bound to be a confrontation. First, they wanted to pick on Curtis just because he was Black. When I stuck up for him, I was called a ‘wog lover’. That was enough for me to get beaten up constantly.

I’d return home bruised and bleeding, and would try and keep it to myself. But when Steve and Mick saw this, they wanted to know what had happened. I told them and they were not having it. The next day, they went down there with us and called the White City Mob out. There were a handful of them led by a big geezer named, I think, Dave. Though Steve, who was only sixteen, was a lot smaller than this guy, he walked right up to him and smashed him in the face. We were outnumbered, of course, but that did not seem to matter to Mick who pitched in with such ferocity it scared me. When it was all over and Dave was bleeding profusely and the rest of them were on the floor or had run away
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