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Joe Thomas was born in Hackney in 1977. Red Menace follows White Riot as the second in a trilogy of novels set in East London, which will conclude with True Blue.
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Author’s Note

Though set during certain factual events of 1985–1987, Red Menace is a work of fiction. Where possible, and in the context of a work of fiction, I have used the recorded words of real-life figures, in some instances weaving these into my own dialogues, though the interactions and situations these figures share with my characters are imagined. Acknowledgements follow the main text and include a comprehensive bibliography of all sources consulted and notes referencing all quoted material.

The Acknowledgements itemise instances where fact and fiction meet, what happened and what I have imagined; I provide information as to which is which – as far as that is possible in the context of a work of fiction – as well as where further information can be found. A guiding principle: the scenes in which real-life figures appear are fictionalised versions of real-life events, or fictional situations created to deliver factual information based on their testimony and footage. Where fictional characters appear in scenes set at recognisably historical events, these are fictionalised and used fictitiously. The police officers in the novel and their actions are entirely fictional. Whilst the bands, the music and the magazines in the text are real, my characters Suzi and Keith are fictional and therefore the portrayal of their work and their interactions with those real people and groups is wholly imagined. There was also no Jon Davies character in real life nor any Merv Michaels, nor anyone holding the roles those two characters have. Compliance Ltd, Excalibur Financial Solutions and the haulage company East London Logistics are invented companies, and whilst the LDDG is based on the LDDC, all of the interactions and behaviours of the fictional companies are invented by me and do not reflect any real-life actions or property transactions. In real life, Ron Bishop’s role in the Docklands regeneration was carried out by Reg Ward, who did none of the things Ron does and is widely credited with the success of the real-life Docklands regeneration. Other principal and minor characters and their associates are fictional or used fictitiously.

Throughout the text, factual quotations are attributed and referenced in the notes. Quotations from the speeches and writings of well-known and less well-known figures, and from other texts pertaining to them, are a matter of the historical record and also cited in the notes; any conversations or interactions they have with my characters are entirely invented.

This novel is dedicated to the memory of Cynthia Jarrett.




‘We had to fight the enemy without in the Falklands. We always have to be aware of the enemy within, which is much more difficult to fight and more dangerous to liberty’

Mrs Thatcher, speech to the 1922 Committee




The Gift

Christmas Eve 1973, Wapping –

It’s dark out, and cold –

But you’re sitting in a parked car next to the river, the heating’s roaring and it’s prickly hot inside.

‘Have a gander,’ Alf says, gesturing at the water, the wasteland. ‘Drink it in.’

‘Not sure what I’m looking at, Alf.’

‘All this land,’ he declares, ‘it’s no one’s.’

‘Property is theft,’ you suggest. ‘All that?’

Alf laughs. ‘Good one.’ He grins. ‘Anyway, it’s land, not property,’ he says, ‘and with land, it ain’t theft if you just take it.’

‘Not sure I follow your logic there, Alf.’ ‘Adverse possession.’

‘I don’t know what adverse possession is, Alf.’

‘You will.’

Alf points with one hand then points with the other hand. ‘Tower Bridge. Greenwich.’ He brings his hands together. ‘Ours, now.’

‘Once upon a time in the east,’ you say.

Alf approves of that, nods. ‘This is your patch.’ He starts the engine. ‘Happy Christmas.’

Wapping, you think: it’s got a ring to it.




The Gab

Late June, 1985, Stoke Newington, Hackney –

Parker examines Trevor and says – ‘Tell me what happened.’

Trevor’s pulling hard on a cigarette, jittery. Black eyes and broken nose –

‘I was down The Line like I am a lot, you know,’ Trevor says. ‘I go down the Roots Pool Community Centre, you know that, play dominoes, have a drink, see people. Anyway, I was sitting on a wall on Sandringham Road, talking to a couple of friends.’

‘They can vouch for this, can they, these friends?’

Trevor nods. He blows smoke through his broken nose. ‘A dirty white hire van comes screeching to a stop and a handful of them pile out, Regional Crime Squad, easy to spot, leather jackets, jeans and trainers.’

‘And they go straight for you, do they?’

Trevor nods. He grinds his cigarette out between thumb and forefinger, flicks it into the road –

‘They take me by my arms and drag me into the back of the van and they take off all my clothes.’

‘They mention your name at all, did they?’

Trevor shakes his head. ‘They put a blanket over my head and pushed me into the nick and when I asked them why me they said someone had tipped them off that I was selling drugs.’

‘Then what?’

‘I told them I don’t sell drugs and after a few hours they gave me back my clothes and told me I could go.’

‘What did they say exactly?’

Trevor thinks about this. ‘You can go, but we’re going to get you.’ ‘We’re going to get you?’

Trevor nods. ‘That’s what they said.’

‘And you didn’t recognise any of them?’

‘New faces, all.’

‘You’re sure about that?’

‘You remember who was there before, yeah?’

Parker nods. ‘Course I do.’

‘Well, so do I.’

‘Fair point,’ Parker concedes.

Parker offers Trevor another cigarette, lights it for him, gestures at his nose, his eyes –

‘Do that, did they?’

Trevor makes a face. ‘What do you think?’

‘And since?’

Trevor shakes his head. ‘Nothing.’

Parker nods, considers what Trevor’s told him. ‘This might be a good result, all told.’

Trevor laughs, incredulous. ‘A good result?’ Trevor indicates his nose, his eyes – ‘How is this a good result?’

Parker smiles. ‘Trust me, son. You’ll see.’




Part One

Dancing in the street
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