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      INTRODUCTION

      Outcast London
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In the spring of 1922 a young man of thirty-two returned to England from America, where he was fast becoming famous in the
         silent movies of the day. He was in search of his roots and stepped into a scene that the Hollywood dream factory could not
         have produced more touchingly.
      

      

         Children are playing, lovely children. I see myself among them, back there in the past. I wonder if any of them will come
            back some day and look around enviously at other children.
         

         Somehow they seem different from those children with whom I used to play. Sweeter, more dainty were these little, begrimed kids with their arms entwined around one another’s
            waists. Others, little girls mostly, sitting on the doorsteps, with dolls, with sewing, all playing at that universal game
            of ‘mothers’ . . .
         

         I want to shriek with laughter at the joy of being in this same old familiar London. I love it.

         It is all so soft, so musical; there is so much affection in the voices. They seem to talk from their souls. There are the
            inflections that carry meanings, even if words were not understood. I think of Americans and myself. Our speech is hard, monotonous,
            except where excitement makes it more noisy . . .
         

         I leap into the taxi again and ride on. We drive around . . . I get out and walk along among the crowds.

         People are shopping. How lovely the cockneys are! How romantic the figures, how sad, how fascinating! Their lovely eyes. How
            patient they are! Nothing conscious about them. No affectation, just themselves, their beautifully gay selves, serene in their
            limitations, perfect in their type.
         

         I am the wrong note in this picture that nature has concentrated here. My clothes are a bit conspicuous in this setting, no
            matter how unobtrusive my thoughts and actions . . . I feel the attention I am attracting. I put my handkerchief to my face.
            People are looking at me, at first slyly, then insistently. Who am I? For a moment I am caught unawares.
         

         A girl comes up – thin, narrow-chested, but with an eagerness in her eyes that lifts her above any physical defects.
         

         ‘Charlie, don’t you know me?’

         Of course I know her. She is excited, out of breath. I can almost feel her heart thumping with emotion as her narrow chest
            heaves with her hurried breathing. Her face is ghastly white, a girl about twenty-eight. She has a little girl with her.
         

         This girl was a servant girl who used to wait on us at the cheap lodging-house where I lived. I remembered that she had left
            in disgrace. There was tragedy in it. But I could detect a sort of savage gloriousness in her. She was carrying on with all
            odds against her. Hers is the supreme battle of our age. May she and all others of her kind meet a kindly fate.
         

         With pent-up feelings we talk about commonplace things.

         ‘Well, how are you, Charlie?’

         ‘Fine.’ I point to the little girl. ‘Is she your little girl?’

         She says, ‘Yes.’

         That’s all, but there doesn’t seem to be much need of conversation. We just look and smile at each other and we both weave
            the other’s story hurriedly through our minds by the way of the heart. Perhaps in our weaving we miss a detail or two, but
            substantially we are right. There is warmth in the renewed acquaintance. I feel that in this moment I know her better than
            I ever did in the many months I used to see her in the old days. And right now I feel that she is worth knowing.
         

         There’s a crowd gathering. It’s come. I am discovered, with no chance of escape. I give the girl some money to buy something for the child, and hurry on my way. She understands
            and smiles. Crowds are following. I am discovered in Lambeth Walk.1

      



      Lambeth Walk is not in the East End, it is in Southwark, on the south side of the Thames across London Bridge, but Charlie
         Chaplin had no doubt he was a cockney, and the street life and level of emotional understanding is redolent of the culture
         of the East End which we identify with being a cockney. Clearly, the East End of London is not only a district, it is also
         a condition of the mind.
      

      

         It is you; it is who you are; it is where you came from. Every day of my life . . . I am still aware of how it used to be.
            Inside I haven’t changed a bit. My feet are firmly on the ground.
         

      



      True East Enders are their environment and take it with them, wherever they venture forth. Their environment is an emotional one, as much as it
         is a bricks and mortar one. The East End is a place and it is a condition of the mind. ‘You can take a boy out of the East End, but not the East End out of a boy.’
      

      It is different to the Southwark cockney’s condition, because this peculiar spirit was born out of an extraordinary history,
         which believe it or not is still continuing today. It did not stop with the Second World War, after which so many cockneys
         moved out. Nor did it end with the huge wave of immigration in the 1950s, nor even with the closure of the last of the docks – its window on
         to the wide world – in 1981.
      

      Certainly the spirit was tested post-war when so many East Enders’ houses lay in rubble and a tower-block solution to the
         Blitz made any kind of community difficult to sustain. But it did not burn out. The new immigrants were soon imbued with their
         own version of it, just as previous immigrant populations had been. And there are still people who can claim their families
         to be indigenous East Enders, like Tony Burns, who runs the Repton Boxing Club in Cheshire Street off Brick Lane, and whose
         family have been Bethnal Greeners for well over a hundred years.
      

      The history of the East End is all about change, but within a deeply laid continuity. Whole communities come and go, and believe
         that it is over when they have gone. But it is not.
      

      A cockney is defined as one who was born within the sound of Bow bells, which makes the geography of the East End even more
         uncertain. Are the bells in question of Bow, the community east of Stepney and Bethnal Green, or of St Mary le Bow in the
         City, the financial capital on the East End’s western border?
      

      In 1392 Dick Whittington is supposed to have heard Bow bells call him back to London to become Lord Mayor. For centuries St
         Mary le Bow dominated life in the City and the nine o’clock bell not only marked the curfew, but also the end of an apprentice’s working day. Today’s bells were cast at the famous Whitechapel bellfoundry in
         1956, after having been destroyed by enemy action in the Second World War.
      

      

         They hang 100 feet (30 metres) above the ground in a bell frame made of Javanese Jang. The smallest bell weighs 5 cwt (285
            kgs) and the biggest or tenor bell weighs almost 42 cwt (2135 kgs). Each bell has an inscription from a Psalm or New Testament
            canticle on it, and the first letters of each inscription spell D WHITTINGTON.2

      



      But there is something about this romantic claim by the City of London upon the East End that makes for uncomfortable reading.
         For history tells us that the East End was always considered by those to the west as the land of the outcast, its streets
         ‘full of costermongers’ barrows and its mingled odours of unwashed garments and fried fish attracting writers and reformers,
         such as Charles Booth and Sir Walter Besant, in number.
      

      In the 1880s an anonymous penny pamphlet entitled The Bitter Cry of Outcast London was given great publicity in the Pall Mall Gazette and the Daily News, and in 1902 the American writer Jack London again described the East End as ‘outcast London’ in The Abyss, a short book based on his own experience as an East End down-and-out.
      

      This word ‘outcast’ applied to East Enders incriminates the social group who rejected them, namely the industrialists and money men of London.
      

      Nearly 400 years ago they marked the East End out as a pit by foisting its ‘stink industries’ on it – ‘breweries, gunworks,
         tanneries, lime kilns, glue, soap and candle works’ – principally because the dominant west winds would keep the smell of
         them away from fashionable, aristocratic and more civilised London.
      

      Having established these and other industries, including, from 1800, the Docks from Tower Bridge to Blackwall, the industrialists
         and City men set about exploiting the East End’s workforce, paying them just 5d. an hour to work in the docks in conditions
         barely humane, and rewarding, say, a finisher of boots 2s. 6d. per dozen pairs, or a female shirt-maker 10d. to 3s. for a
         dozen shirts, working ten and a half hours a day. The most celebrated case concerned the exploitation of the matchbox makers
         employed by Bryant and May, the lowest of the low, who were paid twopence-farthing per gross boxes and told to ‘buy your own
         string and paste’.
      

      It was certainly not wealth. It was not even survival. Strikes led to cases of starvation. Women workers were taken to court
         for attempted suicide.
      

      

         Oh, those trudges through the lanes and alleys round Bethnal Green Junction late at night, when our day’s work was over; children
            lying about on shavings, rags, anything; famine looking out of baby faces, out of women’s eyes, out of the tremulous hands
            of men.3





 
The Match Girls’ Strike of 1888 stirred a few consciences, but it was not the first event to do so, nor would it be the last.
            Men like William Booth, who founded the Salvation Army in Whitechapel, the American George Peabody, who gave a fortune to
            house the rabble in East End tenement blocks named after him, and the Irishman Thomas Barnardo, who opened his first Children’s
            Home for orphans and destitute children here, were already doing their bit. And even if, as we now know, many East End children
            were taken off the streets of Whitechapel, Bethnal Green and Stepney by Barnardo’s and shipped to Canada and the Antipodes
            without parental consent, at least someone was trying to make amends.
         

         Their concern had an extraordinary consequence. Soon, socially conscious undergraduates from Oxford University were coming
            to peer at East Enders in their dilapidated and often hopelessly unhygienic abodes, bringing with them nothing but a desire
            to learn. The people must have felt as if they were living in a zoo.
         

         The question is, who was in the cage behind bars and who in front? Refreshingly, the man behind the initiative saw the East
            Enders as looking into the cage and the Oxford undergraduates looking out from theirs. The Reverend Samuel Augustus Barnett,
            vicar of St Jude’s Whitechapel, was described by Beatrice Webb as ‘a diminutive body clothed in shabby and badly assorted
            garments . . . small black eyes set close together, sallow complexion, and a thin and patchy pretence of a beard’. But he
            was quite a man.
         
Barnett had been told by his boss, the Bishop of London, that the parish of Whitechapel was ‘the worst in the diocese, inhabited
            mainly by a criminal population’. Soon after he arrived he proved the bishop right by falling foul of the cockney art of ‘shoot-flying’
            – he was knocked down in Commercial Street and relieved of his watch. In the days when men wore fob watches, ‘shoot-flying’,
            or ‘blagging’ as it was also called, was the most assured means to a meal. Three or four men worked it together, generally
            where the City toffs were – Broad Street, Finsbury Square . . .
         

         Barnett wanted to wake the world up to the cockney East Ender’s sense of community, which he understood as an academic concept
            and saw immediately his parishioners understood instinctively. The privileged young Oxford men barely out of their teens,
            whom he brought to gawp at the natives, in his opinion understood nothing at all, even though many of them were already earmarked
            as the coming men in the fields of politics, journalism, education and religion.
         

         The headquarters for Barnett’s initiative was Toynbee Hall in Whitechapel, a large building a short walk from Aldgate East
            tube, still as active today. Arnold Toynbee was a Tutorial Fellow of Oxford and the man who coined the phrase ‘industrial
            revolution’. He had been a pupil of the philosopher T. H. Green, who, in the light of the hardship visited on the working
            man in the East End and elsewhere by the industrialists and money men of the City, first saw the need for what he termed ‘active
            citizenship’, the concept of community that every man has a duty to his fellow man.
         

         This clearly fitted hand in glove with Barnett’s thinking, and Toynbee was a frequent visitor to St Jude’s vicarage. They
            became great friends. When Toynbee died at only thirty-three years of age, Barnett decided to name the initiative and its
            Whitechapel headquarters after him.4

         A typical Oxford group of undergraduates addressed by Barnett in the early days – this one at St John’s College – included
            Cosmo Gordon Lang, later Archbishop of Canterbury, J. A. Spencer (later a Liberal journalist), E. T. Cook (later Editor of
            the Daily News), A. H. D. Acland (a future Liberal minister), Michael Sadler (future Master of University College London and Vice Chancellor
            of Leeds University). He challenged them, as he did all his prospective volunteers or ‘residents’ of Toynbee Hall, to come
            and see the East End communities for themselves.
         

         For better or worse, and one can see why they responded as they did, what came out of it was a new Socialist State. Key Toynbee
            residents included Clement Attlee, Prime Minister from 1945, and William Beveridge, whose Report on Social Insurance and Allied Services formed the basis of post-war social security legislation in Britain. Both maintained a life-long association with the Hall.
            In 1919, the national dockers’ organiser, Ernest Bevin, who was to become foreign secretary in Attlee’s government in 1945,
            cut his political teeth in the East End with a campaign to secure dockers’ wages of 16s. a day for a 44-hour week, and was largely responsible two years later for the creation of the
            Transport and General Workers’ Union. ‘The Whites’, as they were known on account of their white membership cards, were rivals
            of the Blues, the older National Amalgamated Stevedores’ and Dockers’ Union, and so fierce was politics in those days that
            marriages between the groups were ‘disencouraged’.
         

         Toynbee Hall has other socialist associations. The meeting that brokered the end of the 1926 General Strike happened there,
            and institutions of social reform, including the Workers Educational Association, one of the first Citizens’ Advice Bureaux,
            and the Child Poverty Action Group, started there too.
         

         The East End had always been a left-wing political cauldron. The first Labour Party Member of Parliament, Keir Hardie, was
            elected from West Ham (South) in 1892. The 5th Congress of the Russian Social Democratic Labour Party, forerunner to the Bolshevik
            Party, took place in Fulbourne Street, opposite the London Hospital in Stepney in May 1907. And prior to the Russian Revolution,
            led by Lenin in 1917, Bolsheviks (including Lenin) visited the East End frequently, as did Stalin, who stayed round the corner
            from Toynbee Hall at the Tower House in Fieldgate Street. Moreover, Sylvia Pankhurst had her headquarters in Bow.
         

         How much help all these politicians were to the poor of Whitechapel and Stepney is difficult to say. From the 1960s, politics
            served to close the docks, the principal employer in the area, and it has been said that the welfare state took the motivation out of the working man. Certainly
            it is a fact that Tower Hamlets continues to be one of the most deprived boroughs in Britain today.
         

         However, of crucial importance, because it was something to which the East End gave life, was Samuel Barnett’s concept of
            community, of ‘active citizenship’. It is a concept that is still unimpeachable, still with us in the East End today, and
            in the face of modern technology (television, the internet, etc.), which represents the opposite of community, it has never
            been more important that we understand it.
         

         The East Ender was a community animal. He found something money can’t buy. That is why he is still a talking point today.
            None of the children born within earshot of Bow bells had any doubt who they were, or the values they espoused.
         

   



      
PART I

      THE COCKNEY
SPIRIT
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      CHAPTER ONE

      
      Mother London
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         This was OUR place. We knew every nook and cranny, every little alleyway, every empty house (usually inside and out), and
            probably every cat and dog.1

      



      
      The East End was a community in which its children belonged and were free in a way that those up West, who walked with their
         nannies in Kensington Gardens, could only dream about. The first principle of the East End way of life was that the mother
         was the source:
      

      
      

         Family life was closely knit, attached to mother, the linchpin of the family wheel. Nothing was done without mother being consulted. Even her grown up sons bowed to her long after they were married. Her daughters when married would
            never live too far from her, so that mother was always on hand to help and advise; grandchildren worshipped her, paying regular
            homage and visits to Granny.2

         Mum was the patriarchal figure in those days. She was responsible for the children in every respect. Father would only emphasise
            and support her discipline when necessary. His task was to work and support the family and make decisions upon family matters
            whenever he felt it necessary. Otherwise he would like nothing better than to be left in peace after a hard day at the workshop
            to enjoy a glass of tipple and settle down in his easy chair. The children were primarily Mum’s responsibility from birth
            until they handed over their first wage packet. It was not the custom for married women to work in those days unless they
            were widows and obviously had to take a job to support their children; for many an unfortunate widow it was a struggle to
            maintain their families upon the somewhat meagre weekly pittance received from the Relieving Officer.3

      



      
      Patriarchal indeed! Nothing could have been more feminine; she was often mother to more than half a dozen children. But she
         did also take responsibility in certain key areas, elsewhere deemed to be exclusive to men. For example, in many East End
         families the wife did work, and it was her working that kept the family above the breadline:
      

      
      
      

         Mothers, young and old, sat outside [in the street] on kitchen chairs tending to piecework – hand-stitching hems, sewing on
            buttons, threading and knotting crochet lace collars and cuffs or whatever else would earn a few shillings. They gossiped
            or cracked jokes or sang old familiar songs while they worked to help the time go by. One of our neighbours, who took in washing,
            often stood outside her downstairs window on warm days, listening to an old-fashioned wireless from within as she ironed sheets.
            She always had two irons on the go: one warming on the stove and the one she was using to do the pressing.4

         My mother was a forager. God bless her, she foraged all her life, that’s how she brought us up. She got a good few bob off
            the people in the Mission. She would tell the hard-luck story so as to get herself in. Well it was a true story. The whole
            thing was having your poverty well known to the people who had the giving of charity. They noticed that mother was a ‘dead’
            cripple, and that father was a loafer, and that she had children to bring up. And so she got on the list for any of the gifts
            which came from wealthy families, to distribute among the poor. They made out she was ‘deserving’. They were always asking
            whether we was good children or not, and whether we were clean, and whether we went to Sunday school.5

      



      
      She was nine times out of ten the dominant personality. Even if she was the victim of physical abuse from her husband when
         he came home from the pub on a Friday night, having spent the week’s wages, she took charge whenever she could, falling naturally into the role. Arthur Harding’s
         sister had a stall in Roman Road market, east of Bethnal Green, in Bow. But when their mother turned up, she would take charge.
      

      
      

         You’ve got to remember this, that young or old the mother was the top Johnny in the family. What she said was law.6

      



      
      She was invariably the family exchequer. ‘All the money you earned went to her and she would share it out.’ In many households
         she also ran the ‘family club’. Money was collected – say, 2s. 6d. a week – members could withdraw funds at any time, usually
         at Christmas.
      

      
      

         Every single family had to watch expenditure very carefully whether the family earner was a labourer, artisan, ganger or foreman.
            The eking out of the family income was Mum’s responsibility and she struggled through her weekly task, often to her own detriment,
            in many cases by starving herself to feed the youngsters.7

      



      
      Later Harding described what happened after his mother took up heavy drinking:

      
      

         Mighty [the sister] was now the mainstay of the family. She was the main breadwinner because she had a fixed job and she was
            earning money at the stall. But mother was the paymaster – we were so obedient that we gave her all our wages.
         

      



      
      In turn, the mother depended on her mother, whose house she and her husband lived in, to start with. It was very rare, and
         a recipe for disaster, for a couple to set up home in the husband’s parents’ house. And even when wife and husband moved out,
         it would be to a flat close by, and probably chosen for them by the mother, after asking around.
      

      
      

         One of the wife’s sisters, Joyce, lives with her husband and children in the same block, another of her sisters, Joan, and
            one of the husband’s brothers in the same turning, and her mother and father in another nearby street. Mrs Wilkins is in and
            out of her mother’s all day. She shops with her in the morning and goes round there for a cup of tea in the afternoon. ‘Then
            any time during the day, if I want a bit of salt or something like that, I go round to Mum to get it and have a bit of a chat
            while I’m there.’ If the children have anything wrong with them, ‘I usually go round to my Mum and have a little chat. If
            she thinks it’s serious enough I’ll take him to the doctor’. Her mother looked after Marilyn, the eldest child, for nearly
            three years. ‘She’s always had her when I worked; I worked from when she was just a little baby until I was past six months
            with Billy. Oh, she’s all for our Mum. She’s got her own mates over there and still plays there all the time. Mum looks after
            my girl pretty good. When she comes in, I say ‘Have you had your tea?’, and she says as often as not, ‘I’ve had it at Nan’s.’ It appeared that, on average, the wives saw their mothers about four times
            a week.8

      



      
      The second principle of the East End was that family was open to the community. George Bishop described Bethnal Green as resembling
         ‘a small country village. Many people were related, and everyone knew his and her neighbours, their jobs, their worries, hopes
         and dreams.’9

      
      

         Everybody helped each other. You shared your troubles. For instance, if there was an unfortunate occurrence in the family,
            a death or an illness, and somebody was in trouble through it over money, the list used to go round the doors, there’d be
            a penny or tuppence put on the list.10

         Doors were never locked and we would be in and out of one another’s houses because we all trusted one another and even when
            our parents fell out it never affected the friendship of the children.11

         Front doors on many houses had a hole through them with a piece of string and a knot which was attached on the inside to a
            latch so when we visited our friends, we would knock on the door and pull the string and go in, and nobody said you can’t
            walk in my house like that . . . It was friendly. If anybody was in any bother, we would help them. If they were ill they
            got helped, if people got themselves in trouble with the police, which being very poor was not unusual, they were helped,
            so it was a very strong community.12

      



      
      
      One obvious fulcrum of the community was the corner shop, a particular kind of store, which could sometimes give ‘tick’ if
         funds were low, and which was a meeting place and relay station for news and gossip.
      

      
      

         There was simply not enough money to buy in any quantity, and every little community had its corner shop where you could buy
            ha’pworth and pen’orth of commodities like tea, sugar and jam. For jam, the customer would provide his own container, usually
            a cup, which would be weighed before about one ounce of jam, taken from a 7lb jar, was scraped in with a wooden spoon. Tea
            was packed in penny packets by the wholesaler, but the shopkeeper would always ‘make’ a ha’pworth, sold in a square of newspaper
            twisted into a funnel shape with the bottom screwed up, sufficient to contain a couple of spoonfuls of tea. The smell of these
            shops stayed with their customers long after they ceased to exist. A mixture of candles, coffee, carbolic soap, corned beef,
            spice, jam, tea, etc . . . sawdust on the floor brought a whiff of pine and oak, but the catalyst blending them all was the
            resin on the bundles of firewood, stacked against the counter on sale at a ha’penny each.13

      



      
      The shop was also a place to meet. ‘Some days you see so many [people] you don’t know which to talk to,’ said Mrs Landon,
         who once kept a record over a week of all the people she saw in the street that she considered herself to ‘know’. As Michael
         Young recorded in Family and Kinship in East London (1957), ‘There were sixty-three people in all, some seen many times and thirty-eight of them relatives of at least one other
         person out of the sixty-three. Her story showed how she had built up a series of connections with people she had known in
         school, work or street, and, even more forcefully, how her mother and other kin acted as a means of communication between
         herself and the other people in her social world.’
      

      
      Such connections meant that the street had a life of its own.

      
      

         Everybody knew everyone else’s business. We all knew when Flo or Maggie was pregnant, long before it began to show. Like a
            jungle telephone news went from door to door. If you had a new pair of boots on the whole street turned out to have a look.
            The old women sat on their windowsills nattering for hours.14

      



      
      It was a scene replayed daily, endlessly, year in, year out, throughout the East End:

      
      

         On a fine evening the women would enjoy a good gossip. The older ones would sit on chairs while the younger and fitter ones
            would stand but all had their arms folded. This practice took place all the way along the street – little groups involving
            the occupants of eight houses from each side of the road would enjoy these chats. If some interesting tit-bit was on the agenda,
            the groups would often overlap. Father hated my mother gossiping and if a neighbour spotted my father coming home from work would call, ‘Look out Mill, Scotty’s coming’, and Mum
            would make a hasty retreat indoors; however, if he caught her chatting on the doorstep he would call out, ‘Hey, News of the
            World, haven’t you got anything better to do?’15

      



      
      Childbirth was an occasion when the community stepped in to look after the existing children or help in the birth itself.
         Charles Adams remembered:
      

      
      

         When a birth took place, a woman in the road would be midwife and others would bring pieces of clothing and other little bits
            for the new baby. The other children in the family would be looked after and given a meal or two, and if the husband was working
            someone would make sure he had a meal when he came home at night.16

      



      
      But skilled helpers who might have no professional training at all were also available to act both as midwife and, at the
         other end of life, as mortician. Mrs Mapstead, ‘with her carpetbag and her slight air of superiority’, was one of these.
      

      
      

         She was the person you called upon to assist at home birth. She fetched and carried, and looked after the kids and generally
            took over whilst you were confined, and in cases of death, she laid out the corpse and got it ready for visitors saying their
            last farewells before the undertakers removed it to their premises. Her motto was ‘I gets them into the world and I sees them off!’17

      



      
      This way of living first and foremost to help others also brought out the best of some very special people, for whom altruism
         was a priority even over the law.
      

      
      Doctor Deacon was one of these. According to Ralph Finn, he was ‘the most loved person in the East End’.

      
      Deacon knew everyone in the Whitechapel community, and worked hand-in-glove with Father Gregory in the Catholic Mission there.
         Deacon was, however, like many others at the outbreak of the First World War, a conscientious objector and being also a bit
         of a soft touch for those who claimed to be conscientious objectors too, he effectively helped many men avoid the call-up.
         When he was found out, he was imprisoned and struck off the medical register.
      

      
      After the war he returned to his old patch and was once more the first doctor everybody wanted to see, because he was so caring
         and put his vocation and his patients’ needs before everything else, in particular before his remuneration when someone in
         dire financial straits needed his help. For this was before the National Health Service.
      

      
      Whenever there was a sensitive issue he came down on the side of the community. One such issue in those days was abortion.
         Without efficient contraception, families were very large. Midwife Jennifer Worth reported delivering one mother of a family
         of eighteen, and having ten children was common. The physical, emotional and financial implications were disastrous for many. Abortion
         was, however, illegal, and a dangerous, backstreet option. Deacon would not perform an abortion, but he would treat any patient
         who had fallen foul of ‘Hat Pin Bella’, and he would not report Bella for bringing backstreet relief to the mothers of unwanted
         babies.
      

      
      This attitude almost occasioned his second downfall. For Bella was taken to court and Doc Deacon was accused of practising
         without a licence. What in fact happened was a testament to the doctor and to the wisdom of the judge, as well as a clear
         signal as to the value of Deacon to the East End. Doc Deacon spoke up in court about the nature of the community to which
         he had dedicated his life, and his love for it, and the vocation he felt he had to serve it, and the need he felt the community
         had for such a service. The judge, while censoring him, took no further action against the doctor.
      

      
      Legends are made of such as this, and the press hailed the unregistered Dr Deacon as ‘The Saint of Whitechapel’.
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