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Snooker loopy

“Pot the red and screw 
back yellow, green, brown, 
blue, pink and black.” So 
sang Chas and Dave back 
in snookers hey day in the 
mid 80’s. If only it were 
so simple, for snooker 
is no easy pastime. True 
the ‘hurricanes’ and 
‘whirlwinds’ make it look 
simple but these are men 
blessed with a rare talent. 
The rest of us must toil and 
curse hoping that practice 
makes reasonably good. 
Thankfully a facility exists in 
the area which offers all the 
time in the world to try and 
master the ivory and baize, 
well till 4am anyway.

If you’ve ever wondered 
what that big old white 
building is on Goldsmiths 
roundabout ponder no 
more. Although the upper 
part is closed the ground 
floor has a dozen full size 
tables and is rarely empty. 
Entrance is via the rear on 
Whiston Road and a simple 

ring on the door gains you 
entry to the darkened world 
of The Broadway snooker 
club.  

In charge of the balls is the 
man known to all as Charlie. 
He has been running the 
club for over twenty years 
now and in that time has 
seen many changes. He 
started at a time when the 
only snooker on TV was pot 
black and even that was in 
black and white. 
Charlie travels from 
Leytonstone 

most days to oversee things 
and keep the punters in 
line. He was quite a player 
himself until arthiritis cut 
short his career.

Mark Dodkin has been at 
the club for  ten years after 
taking over from his dad 
who worked there for twenty 
years. He can remember the 
days when snooker was at 
the height of its popularity  
drawing players from far 
and wide.
The club has played host 
to some famous customers 
including a young Jimmy White 

who was already 
catching the eye 
with his breakneck 
potting. Another 
respected punter 
who resided in 
Queensbridge 
Road was a Mr O’ 
Sullivan who used 
to bring his young 
son along to the club with 
a crate so the young nipper 
could reach the table.  No one 
can remember what became of 
young Ronald.
To this date however there has 
only ever been one maximum 
break (147, my idea of heaven) 
This was made by local lad and 
ex pro Gary Ferino.

But this club had 
history way before 
the Rockets and 
Whirlwinds arrived. 
Back in the day 
believe it or not 
the club was a 
viewing cinema for 
master of suspense 
Alfred Hitchcock, 
situated conveniently close 
to the Gainsborough studios. 
No doubt many a leading 
lady received a damning 
comment from the great 
man. It continued as a public 
cinema for many years, the 
back row doubtless 
a place still fondly 
remembered by 
some of the older 
members of our 
community.
In the 60’s it 
turned into a 
bingo hall before 
becoming a 
snooker venue 
in the early 
seventies. 
Charlie 
remembers 
the hush and 

decorum of those 
times. “No one 
dared speak during 
a game you could hear a pin 
drop.” 

Nowadays little can be seen of 
the original cinema, the upper 

part is empty and 
used for storage. 
Below all is smoke 
and snooker. The 
hall has been sold 
to developers 
though there is still 
a few years on the 
lease yet.

The tables are 
re-laid regularly 
though Mark feels 

the cushions could be 
more true. Nevertheless 
he is one of a number of 
decent players down the 
hall. Although there are 
no official tournaments 
anymore there is healthy 

competition among 

the 
regulars. Snooker brings 
in little income though, the 
real draw according to Mark 
are the numerous one armed 
bandits. As we speak an excited 
teenager wins enough pocket 
money for the next six months 
as a machine spills out the 
jackpot. 

Rolling, rolling ,rolling long red 
in the corner, left 

hand side, back 
for the yellow. Foul 
four. Got a quid for 
the bandit.

The number of 
teenagers in the club 
is a testament to the 
halls role as the areas 

unofficial youth club. 

White who was 
already catching 
the eye with his 
breakneck potting. 
Another respected 
punter who resided 
in Queensbridge 
Road was a Mr O’ 
Sullivan who used 
to bring his young son along 
to the club with a crate so the 
young nipper could reach the 
table.  No one can remember 
what became of young Ronald.
To this date however there has 
only ever been one maximum 
break (147, my idea of heaven) 
This was made by local lad and 
ex pro Gary Ferino.

But this club had 
history way before 
the Rockets and 
Whirlwinds arrived. 
Back in the day believe 
it or not the club was 
a viewing cinema for 
master of suspense 
Alfred Hitchcock, 
situated conveniently 
close to the Gainsborough 
studios. No doubt many 
a leading lady received a 
damning comment from the 
great man. It continued as a 
public cinema for many years, 
the back row doubtless a 
place still fondly 
remembered by 
some of the older 
members of our 
community.
In the 60’s it turned 
into a bingo hall 
before becoming 
a snooker 
venue in the 
early seventies. 
C h a r l i e 
r e m e m b e r s 
the hush and 
decorum of 
those times. 

“No one dared 
speak during a 
game you could hear 
a pin drop.” Nowadays little can 
be seen of the original cinema, 
the upper part is empty and 
used for storage. Below all is 
smoke and snooker. The hall 

has been sold to 
developers though 
there are a few 
years on the lease 
yet.

The tables are 
re-laid regularly 
though Mark feels 
the cushions could 
be more true. 
Nevertheless he is 
one of a number of 

decent players down the hall. . 

The number of teenagers 
in the club is a testament 
to the halls role as the 
areas unofficial youth club. 
Many are drawn to the slot 

machines. On one Eel 
visit 

a 
young  latchyco won 
enough pocket money for the 
next two years. 
There is no hint of violence at 
the club.  Should you need  to 
encroach on another table’s 
space, the convention of letting 
you take your shot is always 
observed. 
When you‘re snooker loopy It’s 
the small things that matter. 

When it comes 
to the green baize 
it seems the kids 

are united. Close 
this place down? 

You must be snooker 
loopy.

Black for the game. 
Jackpot ching ching 


