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If you’ve ever had the pleasure of working in a pub, you know you get to see 

more of the local wildlife than Chris Packham. There are many different 

categories of people that frequent pubs up and down the country, and 

whichever local you step into, you’ll find similar characters. It’s either 

reassuring or depressing that as people, we aren’t all that different really. 

Especially when we’ve had a drink or five. 

The best known type, is, of course, The Regular. Mostly men, although 

there are, of course, some women, and there are sure to be more in the 

future. If such a thing as a pub still exists in the future utopia, where nothing 

but party political broadcasts and lengthy enquiries into things that might not 

be quite right are funded by the public purse. We’ll probably all be too skint 

to spend our evenings leaning against a bar and trading insults with people 

whose last names we don’t know, or care about. But while there are still 

pubs, there’ll be regulars, and regulars everywhere are pretty much the 

same. They’ve joined a club on the quiet. Unofficially, of course, but they’re 

like all other clubs. There’s an initiation, dues to be paid and rules you have 

to abide by. And if you don’t, they’ll kick you out.  

 For bar staff, regulars can be very helpful, believe it or not. They are 

always at the bar, so they see everything. They’re there to stick up for you 

when some dickhead claims to have given you a twenty when they plainly 

only gave you a tenner. “No you didn’t mate,” from the bloke on the bar 

stool usually works to shut them up. Unless, of course, it’s the regulars 

themselves claiming you’ve given them the wrong change. In that case, it’s 

better just to agree and give them the change they think they’re owed. They 

might be right and, even if they’re not, the money that they’ve put into the 

till over the years is enough to make up for being the odd tenner down. 

Besides, regulars can expect a few pints on the house every now and then, if 

the landlord knows what he’s doing.  

 It’s not just argumentative customers that regulars can be helpful with. 

Intoxication can turn even lovely people into arseholes. And it turns arseholes 



into violent wankers. I’ve had lit cigarettes flicked at me when I’ve been 

behind the bar, threats of violence, people chucking glasses around, 14-year-

olds demanding to be served, angry drunks insisting they have not had ‘too 

mush’. Good regulars mean that even before the doorman turns up, you are 

pretty safe to laugh in the face of all this. You’re the one serving the regulars 

their drinks, after all, and you’re no good to them unconscious. If you’re a 

bloke, they’ll back you up, and if you’re a girl, well, you can just grab yourself 

a coke and a packet of crisps and enjoy watching five regulars (that’s usually 

the minimum number present at any given hour of the day) get rid of the 

knob that was giving you grief. Of course, if it’s a woman on the attack, 

you’re screwed. They’re not going to get involved in that shit, so it’s best just 

to figure out where you’re going to hide, and a way to explain to the landlord 

why the place has been trashed and there’s a dirty protest in place of the 

Smirnoff Ice that was in the fridge. 

 Regulars are also good company on a boring mid-week evening shift. 

As bar staff, you’re kind of an honorary regular, (if you’re around long 

enough), so you get to enjoy the banter too. Hours spent topping up the 

cordials, washing the drip trays and making sure all the crisps are facing the 

same direction are relieved by the conversation of a few regulars at the bar. 

A good regular can carry on a conversation with anyone: the pretentious 

students making a bit of extra money while they study the classics, the weird 

kitchen life form covered in strange downy hair and a layer of grease, and 

even the career-minded landlord just waiting for the brewery to put them in 

charge of a pub with a carvery and a kiddies play area.  

 You might think that all you have to do to be a regular is turn up 

regularly. The clue’s in the name, right? No. Not right. Wrong. There were 

plenty of people who turned up at the same time every week, or even night, 

right when you expected them. You’d be hovering near the Bass pump with a 

pint glass in your hand, and it was always annoying if someone else turned 

up first and asked for a pint of lager and a glass of rosé. But though they 

were predictable, they weren’t regulars. They were just blokes who came in 

at the same time, had a few drinks, read their paper, then buggered off.  

 The real regulars were the ones who were in the pub every day when 

their shift ended. They’d often leave their stuff behind their bar when they 

popped out for a few hours to do some shopping or go home for tea. Some 



of them had things delivered to the pub because they spent more time there 

than at home.  

 To become a regular and enter into the strange and hallowed club 

that is the same but different in every pub, you must pass the initiation. But 

before you can, there are a few criteria you must fulfil. You have to have the 

same drink every time. You can’t really mix it up until you’re an established 

regular and it’s Christmas and you fancy a brandy. And your drink has to be a 

pint. It can’t be a half because, frankly, that’s pathetic. It definitely can’t be a 

spirit and a mixer. This is mainly practical; not many people can down 

thirteen doubles without needing paramedic intervention - unless they’re in a 

hard rock band from the 70s. Also, the pub must already be your local. You 

should know the place; you can’t begin the initiation process if you don’t 

know where the bogs are.  

 Once these criteria have been established, you can move on to the 

initiation itself, which consists of three basic steps. First, you go into your 

local, you order your ‘usual’ and if the bar staff know what that is, well done, 

you can tick that off and move on to the next stage. This is more difficult than 

it sounds as a lot of it rests on the bar staff you get. If they’re new, forgetful 

or just bloody minded, you’re screwed. You can’t progress on to step two 

until you’ve got your usual without having to name it. Think of your beer as 

Voldemort.  

 The next step on the road to becoming a regular is to adopt and 

encourage a nickname. If you are trying to become a regular in an English 

pub and you have any Welsh, Irish or Scottish ancestry this is fairly easy, as 

long as you don’t mind a vaguely racist nickname like Taff, Paddy or Jock. If 

this isn’t for you then a physical characteristic is another good place to start. 

A huge moustache (this requires a fairly big commitment), thick glasses, a 

limp, being very tall (your nickname will be short arse), being very short 

(lanky), no hair, really long hair, badly dyed hair, or a strange penchant for 

wearing a tie with everything, even jogging bottoms and a denim jacket, all 

offer potential nicknames. If none of these apply (if they do, you don’t have 

to admit it to me, just to yourself), then it is acceptable for your nickname to 

be a shortened version of your real name, Bri instead of Brian, Kev instead of 

Kevin, that sort of thing. By all means attempt a cool nickname, but trying to 

get a load of drunk blokes to call you Tex, Ace, The Mighty One, Big Dick or 



Colonel Amazing is more likely to end up with you being known as ‘that twat 

no-one speaks to’.  

Nickname established, you are finally ready for the last step. 

 Befriend a regular. You should become chums with at least one of the 

card-carrying members of the regulars club (there aren’t really cards), but 

ideally as many as possible. If you can, go for the Alpha regular. They usually 

have a prime position, one of the only stools at the bar or the most 

comfortable chair nearest the radiator, and will often be the ones starting the 

banter. Banter is an integral part of being a regular. If you are fat and don’t 

like being called fatso, lard arse, chunky, a drain on the National Health 

Service, or being asked how many kids you’ve eaten lately, then you might 

want to consider whether this is a club you really want to join. The same goes 

for baldness, shortness, tallness, wearing glasses, having any kind of 

disability, having a fat and/or ugly wife, being rubbish at drinking, having no 

job, having a shit job, and basically anything else really. In fact, banter may 

be the only point of being a regular. So, once you have been accepted by 

one of the regulars, they may buy you a drink. All you need to do is continue 

this all evening and then be the one to buy the last pint of the night. This 

may mean drinking more than you usually would, but it will be worth it. The 

objective is to leave with them owing you a drink, even if it means you take 

two sips of the pint they’ve just bought you, then quickly order two more just 

before the bar staff ring the bell and starts unscrewing the beer nozzles. That 

way, next time you’re in, they already owe you one. And you’re in. You’re a 

regular. Cheers, you loser. 

 

 


