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“Hi, there Tommy, how are they hanging today”

Then laughter and the skurry of feet in hobnailed boots as the perpetrator runs off scraping the pavement as he left the scene of what if caught would or at least could have been a nasty melee outside the ‘Thomas A Beckett’ pub down the Old Kent Road, in South London. 

So, who was the scruffy little scallywag that called out the insult to Tommy Chandos, now landlord of the afore-mentioned public house. 

He was a seven-year-old youngster whose father frequents the ‘Thomas a Becket’ on a very regular basis, and the youngster often hears his father making jokes at the expense of Tommy. After all, most nights you will usually find Arthur Miles drinking and laughing in the saloon bar, that is where the boxers themselves drink and make merry, even though the drinks are usually a penny more per-pint, and two-pence more for shorts.

Most evenings there was usually some entertainment going on in the saloon bar, and often as not some local Rock-n-Roll groups screaming their lungs out to the horror of the regulars but delight to the younger generation. On special occasions a local television hero call Raymondo Martino who come and entertain the local audience with bawdy jokes and even bawdier singing, he once had a show on one of the commercial stations called, ‘Stars and Starters’, this was a rather uncouth attempt at eighteen-nineties follies, which failed miserably, but at the ‘Thomas A Beckett’, it went down a storm. On the television version Raymondo would also introduce some local amateur talents but would always lampoon the act and create a sort of organised chaos, often this was extremely upsetting to the person doing the performance, even to the extent of once or more the so-called entertainer would run off the stage in a very agitated state of mind. It was cruel and un-necessary, but it was these little nasties that got the ratings, that was until one rather elderly stout lady singer, having been badly criticised by Raymondo during her attempts at singing which was badly out of tune, squealing in sound and just seriously awful, apart from the sarcastic tongue lashing that she got from Raymondo as she tried to sing, but heartily laughed at by the audience, after her truly bad attempt at light opera aria, ran out of the theatre where the show was being broadcast, went straight home and promptly put her head in the gas oven and died in a cruel  ignominious way. That was finally the end of ‘Stars and Starters’ and finally the end of Raymundo’s career. He was thoroughly castigated by all the press and so became an untouchable raving paedophile homosexual predator that now came into the radar of the Metropolitan police.  

He finally got his worthy come-upon when one day mister Martino was caught by an off-duty police man in the pub’s male toilet, as the never was young Raymond was hard at it trying to have sex with an underage boy punter. He then spent two years in Wandsworth Prison at her Majesty’s pleasure. 

It is true to say that after that he was never seen again at the pub or on television. No-one knows really what happened to mister Raymondo Martino after he was finally released, but rumour has it that he probably died a rather sad ignominious death in a broken-down boarding-house in some part of the Eastend of London, shamed for being a paedophile, he either died from some incurable syphilitic disease or just withered away broken and forgotten. 

All the time that things like mister Martino and Rock Groups were strutting their stuff the public-house flourished to the extent that it was always full of hard-nosed, hardworking, extreme lovers of the sport of boxing type people. And that is the reason why Tommy Chandos was happy to have jokes and japes said about him, he made piles of money for being the butt of other people’s poor sense of humour. 

Mark you, if trouble occurred within any of the rooms of the pub, he would be over the bar like a sixteen-year-old ready and willing to have a go at anyone he thought was starting that trouble. Even at the age of eighty-five he was as active and agile as an African Gazelle. 

His wife also never seemed to age, maybe a little in looks but never in spirit. She became rather stout with an extremely large bosom, which of course was always pronounced to entertain the male gathering of punters, plus it was said to the growing amusement of the boxing fraternity. Fighters who were training hard upstairs would afterwards come down, spoil their workout by having then too much to drink and lusting after the aging hostess, much to the amusement of Tommy who knew and understood his wife’s flirtatious ways, and with a certain pride to boot.

Tommy was popular with his customers, though almost to a man they tried to take advantage of him, but though aging he was completely on top of every situation that the customers tried on. Nobody really got the better of mister Chandos, but they never stopped trying and he never missed a trick, it was a cat and mouse situation that had been going on for years. Tommy loved his wife with a passion, and it is entirely possible that she felt the same towards him, even though she flirted with any man younger than herself.

Sometimes though some of the lusting clients got out of hand with their attentions towards Christine, then Tommy would intervene, and often as not Tommy had to get just a little violent towards the perpetrator. On one occasion a youngish thirty-year-old yobbish drunken Teddy-Boy insulted Christine and tried hard to expose her oversized breasts, that was for the amusement of three other yobbish friends of the Teddy-Boy. Immediately Tommy leapt over the bar with a force beer-pump-handle, confronted the yob saying that unless he apologised, he would be visiting the dentist the next morning, to which the lad burst out laughing, then he instantly took a swing at Tommy. The aging landlord was as always far too quick for the assailant, in fact so quick the swinging arm instead of hitting Tommy went completely around and hit one of his so-called friends, who immediately crashed to the floor totally unconscious, with blood pouring from a now broken nose. Tommy didn’t wait for a second attempt, but raised his own arm, the one that was carrying the pump-handle and brought it down directly on his cranium, there was a cracking sound as the flat part of the handle smacked hard upon his head. Blood started to ooze from the wound, but the young yob wasn’t out for the count, instead he started to scream loudly, so loud that it stopped the Rock and Roll group that was performing there halfway through one of their songs. 

You could see from the yobs face that he was in great distress, now blood was actually starting to spurt from the wound and as the screaming got more intense, the knees of the fellow started to buckle, as Tommy again very quickly realised that he might have just overdone the blow to the head with such a heavy large object dropped the handle and grabbed the sinking Teddy-Boy before he hit the deck of the saloon bar. To the amazement of the other two mates, they now witnessed one unconscious friend lying comatose on the floor, the other screaming loudly but in the arms of the very person he hoped to hurt.

“Well lads, is someone going to apologise or do I have to thrash all of you?”

“What the heck have you done, is he dying?”

“I doubt it, but we can try for a second helping if you wish, or you two can pick that slimy idiot off the floor and take him outside while I carry this yobbo out myself. Oh, by the way, all four of you are barred for ever from coming back into my pub. Is that well and truly understood?”

The two extremely sober Teddy-Boys toted their still unconscious friend out into the cold, wet darkness of the Old Kent Road, Tommy the deposited the one he had hit, making sure he dropped him into an extremely muddy puddle.

“Remember, because I will, you are all barred in perpetuity from entering this public house again.”

Then Tommy casually strolled back into his pub, and a roar of approval resounded around the saloon, once again drowning out the awful sound of the Rock group.

They never did come back, but a couple of weeks later Tommy came down to breakfast to find a large window in the saloon bar had been broken by a house brick being thrown through it. Tommy smiled and shook his head then sighed. ‘Silly buggers don’t they realise I know who they are, something nasty will now have to come their way.’

Tommy spent most of the rest of his life managing the ‘Thomas A Beckett’ public house, he knew and was liked and respected by all the boxers who used his ring and gym, which was situated on the first floor. Many important and famous boxers were using the facilities that were on offer, but of course the temptation to work out in the ring and gym, then pop down for a quick few drinks in the bar was possibly the ruination of many an up-and-coming boxer. 

Tommy himself had been a professional pugilist, but never really made the bigtime, but made enough money to purchase the pub in the Old Kent Road, offering a wonderful service to all the boxers and the drinking public alike.

So, what do we know about the man!

Tommy was born in Silvertown, London on the twenty-second of April eighteen-ninety two, he started life being a complete vagabond, no shoes, barely enough to eat, and scrounging a meagre living as a shoe shining toddler, for a penny a shoe, he managed to persuade the manager of the local barbers shop to allow him to place his stool and shoe cleaning gear directly outside for the princely sum of six pence a week. At most weekends, the barbers would be heaving with customers, and often only standing room awaited the eager client, so on many occasions the waiting client would spend two pence to have his shoes cleaned, and to be fare Tommy did an excellent job making those shoes, boots and sometimes even wellingtons, they would absolutely sparkle after he had completed the task.

It wasn’t until Nineteen-One, on the death of Queen Victoria that Tommy was offered a place at the local school, but as an eight-year-old extremely street wise wild child Tommy didn’t exactly endear himself to his fellow classmates, thus he now learned the art of thumping the crap out of anyone that upset him. By the age of twelve he had already been expelled from two different schools. The third and last school he went to, he was once again in all sorts of trouble and his docker father would not hold back the punishment to Tommy for doing things that in the eyes of teachers and governors was unbecoming of a young gentleman. He was soon once again in front of the headmaster expecting to be thrown to the lions yet again.

The headteacher was called Eric Cluff, in many ways this man was quite unique as he abhorred any sort of uncontrolled violence, and he was also loathed to use the cane himself, trying hard to reason with the scallywags when they were sent before him, trying hard to explain that if they wanted a decent future they must at least learn to read and write, plus use the numbers in adding up and taking away. In other words, get some education, don’t become just another broken-nosed petty criminal. 

In the case of Tommy, as the lad never ever seemed to be bruised or battered, and he always seemed to win his fights quite easily mister Cluff suggested that after school Tommy joins the local boxing club, which just happens to be within the school itself. 

Strange to say that was the only advice ever given to young Tommy Chandos by mister Eric Cluff, as from the moment that Tommy got into the club he never looked back. He was no longer in trouble with the form teacher for not doing his work, he was doing well absorbing new information on a regular daily basis. And surprisingly, he wasn’t just thriving and progressing with his learning, but now he had started to love the actual learning process he got on well with more than just his form teacher, who anyway was rather a bully, but like most bullies, but was slightly wary of the young Thomas, because bullies never pick on anyone that just might fight back. A bully is there just to tease and torture the weak, never the strong.

By the time Tommy was thirteen years old he was head-boy within the school, that being Reverend Garfield’s School for boys. 

Really this school was started by Reverend Garfield in eighteen fifty-three when the same Reverend came into money when his only real relative died, leaving him nearly one hundred and forty seven thousand pounds sterling, which until it was within the hands of the Reverend was lying in a bank vault increasing almost daily as stocks and shares, first in the West Indian Slave Trade, but when slavery was abolished, the returning bounty from the British Government to the once slave owners, the slave trade money was turned into sugar shares and various fishing businesses. 

When this finally came into the welcome hands of Reverend Garfield he had already visions of doing something for the poor and needy within the borough of Silvertown, so converting his lucky dowry into hard cash made enough money to build the school and pay the teachers for two years, then the local council under the guise of also doing good, took it over and made sure that the school would carry on for many years to come.

Within the framework of the school, and with the assistance of the headmaster, Eric Cluff, Thomas Chandos had come from a lowly no shoes vagabond to a quite young but sophisticated boy who was now liked and trusted by one and all. 

Tommy though thought nothing of the change that had occurred within his character, he knew that being big, and being strong was something that should and could be used to keep a certain equilibrium, a respect for the betters and elders, which now being head boy seemed to matter to him. He had grown quite fond of Eric Cluff, and though Cluff was now coming up to retirement age Tommy knew he would be sorely missed when he left through the rusting iron agates for the last time. It wasn’t just Tommy; it was practically all the lads understood what compassion was through the various kindnesses and empathy that mister Cluff had shown to pretty well all the pupils of the school. Of course there were failures, if not complete and utter failures, but they too learnt that with a little sympathy and empathy for the weaker boys, they too could become decent human beings, especially after Tommy Chandos had beat the shit right out of them after school, either in the gym, or on their way home. Tommy had a responsibility to the younger weaker boys, and he carried out his duties with a certain vigour and panache. Whenever he had to teach a bully that he had exceeded his limit, he did it so hard that the bullyboy never forgot to his dying day.

Eventually the inevitable happened, the day came when Tommy Chandos had to leave through those rusty iron gates for the last time. He could read well, write almost a decent letter, even a composition if it was required of him, sometimes upwards of fifty words at any one composition, though he never quite understood the use of commas or full stops, and semicolons were a complete enigma to him. But the point is he knew he was still in his infancies when it came to writing and he wasn’t too proud to admit it. So, importantly he was always trying to understand and improve. Arithmetic was his forte, he could add up and subtract so fast, all within his head, money being Pound, Shilling and Pence were an absolute doddle to him. In fact, he was so quick in mental arithmetic that his first job was as a barrow-boy down the Bridge-House Market, and he made a little money for himself and a pay packet to give to his mother. 

But his burning ambition was to get a job as a lighterman at Woolwich, then he could earn some real money, or so he thought. But getting a job on the docks was never easy, there seemed to be a waiting list half a mile long.

All the time he was working he was also boxing, and a few times he was given ten shilling to do a little back street bare-knuckle fighting in the railway yard at Fenchurch Street.

That stopped after his third fight as his opponent was a burly Glaswegian of forty-five years of age, strong, oh yes, fat, or corpulent, absolutely. Nasty and very aggressive to anyone he was placed up against in a bare-knuckle fight, he certainly took no prisoners. Tommy had just turned fifteen when he was asked to go up against Jock McGuinty, but Tommy was slightly apprehensive as the Scot was so much older, and he thought that it would be un-fair on the man as Tommy was obviously that much quicker. But never-the-less the day came, and the fight was on. Jock quickly made his intentions clear he was going to pulverise this young upstart, no holds barred. If the worst happened Tommie’s body would be found floating down the Thames, and no-one would give a damn. With the possible exception of his mother who still thought he would outgrow his violent ways, oh yes, his father would be upset too, he would have lost money on the bet he would have placed on his boy winning the fight. 

Jock immediately surprised Tommy by rushing over to end the bout before it would begin. He was quick, but Tommy was quicker and managed to dodge the Glaswegian who then ploughed into four men who were standing in the big circle that the two fought in. Two of the four were quite badly hurt as the extra-large Scot crashed into them, he in his fury then proceeded to hit the other two to get them out the way. Now Tommy had retreated to the other side of the circle and waited for the old man to right himself and finish his punishment on the other two poor devils who happened to get in his way. But in less than eight seconds both the men were lying on the cinders bleeding badly from the instant pummelling that they had unwittingly received.

Jock turned to find his opposition, and on seeing him decided that a slower stealthier approach might suit the occasion. Tommy now was worried, he didn’t mind losing a fight, he got his ten shilling anyway, but this man looked extremely mean and was quite obviously now out for Tommie’s blood. He literally roared in the direction of Tommy, which almost made him lose his fear, and made him laugh instead. That small smirking giggle was a red rag to a McGuinty, and those closest to him thought they saw fire burst from his nostrils. He looked and was a spectacle of terror, and anyone but anyone, who was to go up against him was quite seriously in trouble. So now completely inflamed with rage, McGuinty stealthily advanced towards his prey, so Tommy now realised that I was now up to him to make first contact, and this he did by dodging an incredibly fast violent swing of McGuinty’s right arm, and counter attacked by kicking hard on the still oncoming Scotsman, his heavy hobnailed boot landed fair and square into the poor man’s testicles. A scream of pain exuded from his mouth, and he gradually sank to his knees, trying hard to place his two hands over the offending areas. Too late for Jock because as he sank down Tommy with, yet another kick made sure that it was the man’s right kneecap that got the force of the kick. There was a huge cracking sound, and the Glaswegian screamed again in what must have been incredibly bad pain. His leg was shattered and was completely hanging sideways as he hit the ground. Cheers went up from the crowd, even though most of them had money on Jock winning, and some of the crowd which included Tommie’s father, lifted him high on their shoulders and proceeded to walk around carrying their trophy as the went their triumphal way.

Jock McGuinty never really recovered; his testicles were so badly damaged that his balls eventually hung down below his knee. And the broken leg became infected so badly that it was cut off from almost his hip. He was a sad broken man who could be seen sometimes around the Southbank area trying hard to make some money to just stay alive. Tommy knew where he was but thought it prudent never to go there and see him, there would never be forgiveness from Jock, and Tommy knew it.

Tommy had a few more bare-knuckle fights and now commanded a Pound Sterling in hard cash to participate. He didn’t always win, and sometimes he would throw a fight just because he had started to feel some pity for his opponent. 

But he never stopped training, in fact it had become a complete fixation, so much so that if he didn’t weight-lift, spa with someone in a ring, run a mile or two, he couldn’t sleep as he felt he had let himself down.

Ever since he had started boxing in his earlier life at school, he had acquired a seriously badly broken nose and on his right side of his head a Colliflower ear. It didn’t enhance his looks, but it did make him sometimes look punchy, which to some people made him a target, either by jokes about his features, or more serious wanting to take him on in a fight. Some men often stood there and provoked Tommy to the extent that eventually he would just have to hit them. 

And so, it went on.

Gradually he became just a little famous, even the police knew of his skill in the ring, and it wasn’t long before he was asked to fight legitimately as an extra follow-on fight after or before the so-called-main-attraction. He fought most weekends and got paid sometimes as much as three or four pounds, either for taking a beating, or for giving one. But at least now he was licenced and thus legal. 

The downside was that Tommy Chandos wasn’t getting any prettier, all the fighting was taking its toll. A nose that almost resembled a pancake, it was so flattened, bruising that never seemed to go away, aches and various pains seemed to follow his progress through life. 

I was time to change his role on this planet, not to be a punch ball all the time. 

Tommy met the senior executive to the Dockers Union, one Albert Summers.

“Tommy Chandos as I live and breathe! I have wanted to meet you now for several months, but you know how it is, time just flashes by. Anyway boy, straight to the point, I have come to see you to see whether you want a position within the Dockers Union, I sometimes get a spot of bother from members that think that if things don’t instantly change, why pay the fee of being a member of the Union. They sometimes get a little rough and I have had to protect myself from their unpleasant advances. So, truth be told, I need a bodyguard, interested. Even though you are only, I am told eighteen, you have made quite an impression in this dockyard as you have in Limehouse, Silvertown and I understand also in Southwark and Hackney. You can handle yourself, thus protect me. What say you, interested?”

Tommy though looking punch drunk was really quite canny.

“Well now, you have taken me by surprise, I certainly wasn’t expecting this when I ate my toast and dripping this morning. So now then, what are you offering me as an incentive, in other words what would be my pay each week?”

“Being in the Dockers Union, which in case you didn’t know is called ‘Dock, Wharf, Riverside and General Labourers Union’ of ‘DWRGLU’ for short, you would be entitled to a full week’s holiday with pay each year, various bank holidays with pay, sickness benefit, travel insurance, what more would you want!”

“I would want to know what pay I would receive on a weekly basis.”

“Mm. Now then you are playing hardball with me, what would you think is a fare sum for your services?” 

“Like I have already said, I didn’t know you wanted me as a bodyguard. I think eight pounds a week sounds a fair price.   Though there is one stipulation that I must have a guarantee on, and that is that you would never expect me to kill someone!”

“Bloody hell man, what do you think we are in the Union, we are not murderers.”

“Sir, I know exactly what you do and what you might expect. Cracking a head or two is fine, but never will I be involved in a slaying!”

Albert Summers now laughed out loud, then turned once more to Tommy, who was now getting just a little red in his face and spoke yet again, but this time with tears streaming down his cheeks.

“Bless my soul someone quickly! I am surprised that you can think we might put someone to death because they owed us a small amount of money. The bodies that one sees floating up and down the river are nothing to do with the Dockers Union, oh no! So put that thought right out of your head. No, as you rightly said, we might ask you to physically remind a fellow Union member that his dues are overdue. That is the worst that can happen. So, if I agree to eight Pounds and eight shilling per week, you would be happy with that, at least for a year, then we can review your salary again. Are you in, or not!”

“Well mister Summers, or should I call you sir. I will gladly work for you, after all thumping someone will keep me in practice. You can come and see me fight legally in the ring sometimes, after all pleasing you and showing you how good I am will be an incentive to make sure I win!”

“Then Tommy Chandos, shake my hand and report on Monday to my office at eight o’clock. Yes, in front of people show me good respect, sir is right, outside of our work you can call me what you like. Er, within reason.”

Albert Summers then turned to his accompanying escorts, two burly quiet beast of men who both looked as if they could break a brick in their bare hands, and without turning a hair. So, what surprised Tommy seeing these two was, ‘Why does he need me so badly, prepared to offer good high wages. Mm, I can’t stop wondering, why me!’
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Monday came and Tommy drifted into the part of the Dockyard that had the Union Office within. He sort of sauntered via the gatehouse as he was still not entirely sure that he even wanted the job, plus it bugged him not quite understanding why he was chosen when Albert Summers seemed to have all the muscle he needed. That was the thought that just nagged at the back of his head. As he passed through the outer gate a guard challenge him, wanting to know his business. Tommy explained that this was his first day working for Albert Summers the Union Boss.

“Aren’t you Tommy Chandos the boxer?”

“Yes, I am, you must have seen me box some time back, or are you just expecting me here today?”

“No Tommy, no one has explained that you would be coming through the gate, I am rarely told anything. So, working for mister Summers eh!”

“Yep, that’s right. Do you know him well?”

“I don’t know him at all, and what’s more I don’t want to. I always thought you were a decent person, and you fought a fair fight, so why do you want to work for such a slimeball as Summers, the so call Union chief?”

“Money, what other reason would I want to work for him. Incidentally I am sure mister Albert Summers wouldn’t want to hear you being so disparaging about him. Though you can relax I won’t say anything about speaking to you, anyway maybe you can help me! I was surprised to be asked to be a part of his team, plus he has without question accepted my request for so much money plus the various privileges that seem to go with the job, yet he has several gorillas already working for him, so why me?”

Before the guard could answer Tommy offered up another juicy thought.

“I have to admit I have worried about taking the job, mainly because of that nagging feeling, why me, thought has been travelling through my head ever since the offer was agreed of hands were shaken.”

“Well, my advice to you Tommy is run away as fast as you can. Albert Summers is a very nasty piece of work, and what’s more I know he has quite a lot of the local police within his pay and some of his thugs are extreme gangsters, really unpleasant people, of which I personally have suspected of one or two murders, though I can’t of course prove what my head says is probably true. When, and it happens on a regular basis, a docker leaves, some seem to just disappear. More than once a body has turned up, completely unrecognisable with always fingers cut off and faces smashed beyond recognition. Then I think that was so-and-so and killed by the orders of our mister Summers.”

Then the man shivered visibly, and quickly added,

“Tommy, I have said far too much, if his boys ever heard what I have said I too would be floating down old father Thames. I started the day badly, that is why I have said what I said. Please, lets keep this to ourselves, I have a wife of forty years and four sons all now under the Dockers Union as all four work as lightermen on the various barges. Yes, I have said far too much please forgive me and forget this ever happened!”

Then as if it was a cue for an actor on stage the door swung open and there stood Albert Summers.

“Ah, good, you are here on time, that’s a good start to your new up and coming career.”

Tommy was led quietly into what was Albert Summers office, but had once been a fishermen’s drying hut, but as the fish dried up, so did the catch. The hut was soon redundant, so it was bought by the Union and converted into office space. There was just one trouble, they never got rid of the smell of fish, it wasn’t completely oppressive but there was always a slight sniff of fish in the air, which of course to those who used the office on a regular basis, never noticed it, but anyone new just got the tang of salty watery fish, or something like that.

“Your job today is to go through all these dockers names and put a tick against those who haven’t paid their dues. This going to take some sorting out because the last person who did this auditing screwed up badly, and now many of our docker boys may have paid, but sadly if there is no receipt then as far as the Union is concerned, they haven’t paid. I am truly hoping that we can clear this mess up within the next few days, then we can once again audit our accounts properly. Now, I am right in thinking you can do your sums and contraction, you do understand al that is expected of you don’t you?”

“Yes Albert, I do know the workings of a spread sheet, how to add and how to take away. But I now must find the receipt against the individual docker, now that is going to take time, so please let the cat see the mouse and start our investigation on the un-paid fellow Union dockers.”

Tommy was true to his word, he had understood what was expected of him, and he had started to audit every last scrap of paper to find who owed who and how much. Towards the end of the second week, he had a list of dockers who almost certainly hadn’t paid their dues, he also realised that within that number there were probably quite a few who had but were to be penalised anyway. Mister Albert Summers, so called Union chief had been looking over Tommie’s shoulder almost on an hourly basis trying hard to make his own sense of the figures that were being put here and there, none seemed to make any sense to him, so he didn’t allow any interruptions on the work that Tommy was trying hard to achieve.

The day came when Tommy actually went to his boss and said.

“Here are all the people that seem to owe the Union money, though I have to say mister Summers, at least one fifth of these numbered here probably have just lost their receipt, proving that they had indeed paid. What are we to do about those we think have been badly treated?”

“Tommy, Tommy, Tommy! No one is mistreated within the DWRGLU, and we here at head office don’t make mistakes, if it says they owe money, bloody well collect it, one way or another. Understood?”

“Right, so what now?”

“You and Arthur and old Trotter, the three of you are to go out into the land beyond the gates of the docks and start collecting money. And don’t take any prisoners, understood?”

Tommy nodded but actually felt quite nauseous at the thought of having to really beat up men and women who might well be innocent of the crime that they are obviously going to be accused of, but at this moment in time he really didn’t know how to get around what was expected of him.  ‘Can I really punch a woman in her face, oh dear. This has started to become a serious nightmare.’

Arthur was a thug of the worst sort of kind, he really enjoyed his role as a thug, he was of Indian descent and really was a member of the tribe who acquired the name of Thuggish’s or Thuggism’s, he was quite dark skin and though he must have been in his late fifties, stout and like Tommy, sporting a broken nose and two cauliflower ears, he was quite obviously someone who could still handle himself, and the scars on his face and hands went to prove that fact.

Trotter on the other hand was easily sixty years of age and looked it. His face was somewhat swollen, and he sported a large bulbous nose that showed pock marks from a nasty dose of smallpox when he was a young boy. He wasn’t stout, he was obese to the edge of complete breakdown. He perspired all the time, breather rapidly and heavily showing that his heart was also close to packing in and giving up the ghost. But having said that, he was immensely strong and like Arthur enjoyed hurting people. Another problem with trotter was he was flat footed, and when he walked, he had to lean forward almost to the point of falling flat on his nose. So as he walked, which wasn’t easy for him, he was always on the verge of running, and that is how he got the name of Trotter.

Both men came with an appalling reputation of cruelty through their violent ways. This in itself made Tommy who was so much younger, just somewhat uneasy about being associated with two awful thugs, and not to forget one boss who had a reputation of being a nasty Italian Maffia type person, who seemed to have the police in his pocket, plus the entire legal system. 

Yes, it’s true to say that Tommy, who overall was now a decent, almost upright living person who had become the meat between two slices of white bread. He had now long understood that Albert Summers, might occasionally do some good for the dockers, the odd penny here or an extra hour off when it suited the Union to call for a ballot, but in return they supplied him and his henchmen with a very nice living and always at the expense of the men that he supposedly worked for, obviously not physically but  through representation being part of a national Union. But Tommy now was suffering from trepidation as to what will be the next move, but he knew that he must at least for now, go along with whatever was deemed by Summers to be done. And at this moment in time, it was to go from door to door of the men that for whatever reason couldn’t, or just didn’t want to pay the money that the Union demanded. Tommy, Arthur and Trotter were going to badly hurt some men, possibly even women for a few coppers, not pounds, not even shillings, but a few measly pennies. Those copper coins might mean a meal on the table for him, his wife and possibly children, but to the Union, it meant nothing. No one was going to get rich from this measly horde of coinage. But to Albert Summers, boss of the DWRGLU, it was a matter of principal, and if because of the last accountants’ incompetents a few extra men had to pay twice because they had already paid, or take that beating, well it goes to teach the working man a lesson. Though what that lesson was nobody ever did find out.

As they passed beyond the perimeter of the dockyard, leaving the gatehouse on their left side, a single wave came from Charles Lauson the guard who had warned Tommy not to get involved with Albert Summers, now he just gave a friendly wave as the three passed by.

“What’s that silly old bugger waving at?”

That was the rather weary voice of Trotter as he with his head well bent forward passed by. Tommy quickly defused the situation by adding.

“That’s the gatekeeper Charles Lauson, a very nice friendly man who expects and hopes that everyone in the yard is an upstanding gentleman, though I suspect that in the case of you two, he should think again.”

“Tommy Chandos, you might be a boxer, and I have been told possibly a very good boxer, but don’t push your luck with me, I have a very good reputation of being a complete thug, and what’s more I am a complete thug, and proud of it, so if you insult me in any way I shall prove the point by cracking your skull open with a nice bottle of Guiness. Understand?”

By this point they had only gone fifty feet onto the main road leading into Silvertown.

“Arthur, to my way of thinking there is nothing worse than an aging hoodlum bragging about what he will do when he really knows that it is just too late as he is just too old, slow beyond a joke, and very annoying. Don’t threaten me or I will take the reins and do to you as you would like to do to me and others. Understood!”

From then until they approached the first port of call. The first was a lighterman called Harold Sklairy, he worked mainly late nights, making sure that barges were well secured when loaded, he was well into his fifties in age. He had a wife who was an invalid by being knocked down in the road several years ago by a horse drawn cart that belonged to one of the minor shipping services that frequent the docks, the horse and cart had trampled poor misses Sklairy, when it bolted because of a very loud bang that had gone off within the dockyard itself. The horse in its panic to escape whatever the noise was going to bring, and as Joice Sklairy crossed the road the animal with its cart attached hit her full on and crushed both of her legs. Harold complained to the Union who promised to help by getting some financial recompense for her from the company that owned the horse and cart, they did a wonderful job of screwing the company out of fifty pounds, but Harold and his wife received only fifteen.

“Harold, my boy, I am afraid the other thirty-five pounds went in legal fees. But surely fifteen pounds is better than a kick in the ‘Balls Pond Road’.” 

Thus, Albert Summers had once again paid for his holiday in Brighton-upon-Sea through conning the very men he was supposed to assist.

The three got to the house, knocked on the door and waited. Eventually a woman opened the door and while still sitting within her wheelchair, she asked the question to two sullen faces and one rather young badly bruised looking young man.

“Yes gentlemen, what can I do for you?”

“We want to speak to Harold Sklairy, is he at home?”

“Yes, but he is asleep as he works night shifts. Can I assist in any way?”

By now Trotter had pushed passed her and was making for what was the bedroom.

“I say, where do you think you are going, you are trespassing on...”

But then Arthur had also pushed passed and in doing so upset the wheelchair and tipped poor Joice onto the floor. In a very dazed state, she tried hard to get
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