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CHANGING FACTORIES

In 1963 I had to consider very seriously my position at John
Barran�s. The Stalinists were putting me under tremendous
pressure. Ever since the Yorkshire Area Conference of  the CP
had passed the resolution blaming me for the collapse of  the factory
branch and the sales of  the Daily Worker, the hard-core Stalinists
had increased their resolve to attack me politically and personally.
At the same time I was penniless. A very low wage and heavy
political commitments kept me continuously without money. I
discussed the situation with my comrades and then took the
decision to find work at another clothing factory.

A clothing worker called Fred Meredith had recently taken on
the job as secretary of  Leeds CND. He relied heavily on SLL
members to rescue many activities that were on the point of
collapsing. He couldn�t organise a pub-crawl in Otley (where you
can turn on a spot and count more than twenty pubs). He was
shop steward at Black and Lupers (Executex) in Kirkstall Road. I
explained to him that I wanted to change factories and he said
that he could get me a job at his factory. The money would be
better so I would be able to sell my motorbike and try to run a car.
But this decision was taken as a political and not a personal one. I
would remain in the same union branch as before. I accepted his
offer. An interview was arranged. I got the job and so, after nearly
20 years, I left John Barran�s. I was very grateful to all those at
Barran�s who in my early years had played a big part in my political
education. That, and my ten years in the Group and SLL, prepared
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me for what turned out to be six very interesting years.
Meredith gave the impression that he was a very militant union

member. After only a few months it was obvious that as a militant
he was a fraud. He always made sure that he had an escape route.
For instance he never did commit himself  to unilateral
disarmament. He would not oppose it openly in CND, but when
he was among the general public and with his Labour Party and
union branch committee friends, he would wave the flag with the
rest of  them. He turned out to be the most impressionist, sectarian,
opportunist I had ever known and done battle with. It was easy to
work out in advance how he would react in certain circumstances.

As recently as January 2000 (27 years after being made
redundant) while out shopping I met a colleague who had worked
with me at Executex. He recalled that he had been called into the
manager�s office and asked if  he would take on a job as a charge-
hand in the cutting room. During the discussion, trying to convince
him he was the best man for the job, the manager told him that
Meredith had provided the management with a dossier on
everyone working in the cutting room. My colleague asked him
how long this had been going on. The manager said Meredith had
offered to do these dossiers shortly after Harding started to work
there. Not long after, Meredith got the sack. My colleague could
not tell me why, as he did not know. He said that I was right to
take Meredith on the way I did as it completely separated me
from him. It was also pleasing to find out that my workmates at
Executex, after I had been made redundant, had said they respected
me as much as they mistrusted Meredith. My colleague also added
that it was obvious to everyone that if  I had not started work there
the chances are that Meredith would never have been exposed.
This was the first time that I have had this kind of  feedback. It did
give me a feeling of  satisfaction.

On my first day I discovered that there were two or three ex-
Barran�s workers in the cutting room as well as a few who
remembered me from the abortive pay struggle back in 1954. This
made me feel a little more welcome. The first few weeks were
spent settling in and getting to know as many workers in the factory
as possible. After a couple of  months I decided to start a cutting-
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room sick club based on the one that we had at Barran�s. It was
sixpence per week plus a weekly numbers� draw to boost the funds.
Fifteen shillings a week for the first twelve weeks of  sickness; after
that it went up to £1 per week. This came as a surprise to everyone
because it was completely different to every other sick payment
they were used to. I used to collect the money every Friday and
this gave me the opportunity to move around and come into contact
with everyone every week.

One lunchtime I had arranged to go over to George Mann�s
engineering factory and help Comrade John Walls give out CND
leaflets. Two of  the men, Ronnie Cust and Bill Jordan, had
overheard me telling someone where I was going. They asked me
to give them a lift over to St Ann�s Cathedral so that they could
attend a special mass. I said that I would pick them up on my way
back. We got into the car and they immediately expressed surprise
that I had agreed to give them a lift to a mass, as I was an atheist. In
the short time available I explained as best I could the source of
religion. I also said that I was 100-per-cent opposed to all those
who said �get rid of  religion and you will get rid of  the problems of
the world�. I explained that it was the other way round. They already
knew that Meredith was an anti-religious bigot. When we arrived
back at the factory Meredith ranted on about me giving support to
the Catholics, and what kind of  an atheist was I? I replied by saying,
�The kind that can discuss evolution with Catholics.� He knew about
some of  the contradictions that appeared in the Bible, but he did
not have a clue about the evolution of  humans and society. He was
like this on every subject. Without being too unkind this put him in
a position of  knowing a lot about nothing.

During the latter half  of  my first year there was general
discontent in the factory over wages. Meredith went to the
management to ask for a wage increase. He was soon back with the
news that the management had said no. �I did my best,� said the
messenger. Following this exhibition of  1 man = 700 votes, I decided
that something should be done. It had to be shown that there was a
much better and more democratic way of  putting forward a �request�
for a wage increase. I thought that the best way would be to have a
campaign in the factory to popularise the need for a wage increase,
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and it would have to be an equal increase for both men and women.
The idea was not to rush, but to take it quietly and calmly. Then,
when the time was ripe, we would call a meeting of  the entire factory
and elect a committee representing every department and get the
backing of  the meeting for an all-round increase. The next step was
that the committee would have a meeting with the management. A
report-back would be given to another full factory meeting. If  the
management said no, then we would take it from there.

I had already spoken to a few of  those whom I was friendly
with; the overall opinion was that to involve everyone in this way
would be a lot better than one man being in the office on his own.
Ronnie and Bill both thought that to show organisation and strength
in this way could mean success without having to strike, but they
were also prepared to strike. Both agreed to give me support and
were prepared to talk to as many people as they could in the factory.
The two of  them had worked there a number of  years so were quite
well known. It was now time to put the idea to Meredith. It was a
Monday morning. I asked him if  we could have a word in the
canteen at lunchtime. After the meal I went over to his table; there
were a number of  people sitting at the table, so they were able to
hear what I was saying. I told Meredith that I thought we should
still carry on with our demand for a wage increase. He said that he
had been to the management and they had turned it down. I then
outlined my plan. To my surprise he let me finish without
interruption. I think he was too angry to be able to speak. While I
had been talking I was watching him; his face was twitching. I
think from that moment he decided that he did not like me. When
I had finished I asked if  he agreed with the ideas I had put forward.
He did not answer; he got up from the table and went downstairs.
Not long after this one of the girls from the machine room came
into the canteen and told us that Meredith had stormed through
the factory and into the manager�s office. He was in there for most
of  the afternoon. When he did come back into the cutting room he
did not say a word. We had to wait until the following day, an hour
before lunch, before he said anything. He announced that there
was to be a meeting of  the whole factory in the canteen in fifteen
minutes time. When everyone was assembled in the canteen
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Meredith placed himself at the front of the meeting and without
any preamble said that Norman Harding had suggested that we
should go on strike for a wage increase. Then without any discussion
he had the vote.

Naturally the vote went against a strike by a huge majority.
Meredith closed the meeting. He then turned to me and said, �There
will be no committees here.� There was some protest at the way the
�meeting� had been called and handled. Then something happened
that could have sparked off  strike action. A woman worker shouted
from the back of  the canteen, �Meredith, you�re Norman Black�s
lackey.� Norman Black (the owner) must have been listening from
the top of the stairs because on hearing this he came into the canteen
and verbally abused her. Because of  his well-known attitude to the
women workers he was greatly disliked. There was a hush at this. I
am sure that I did not have to think about it. I stood up and yelled
at him: �What gives you the right to speak to her in that way?�

�I pay your wages and I will speak to these women any way I
want.� I told him that he should apologise to her. There was a huge
shout of  �Yes, apologise!� With that he left the canteen. A number
of  the women asked Meredith why he had not supported them on
this issue as I had. The look on his face convinced me that he really
did not like me. By now it was lunchtime, and there was plenty of
discussion over dinner. Meredith for some reason did not eat with
his workmates. He spent his lunchtime in the office.

It must have been about 3 pm that afternoon when Norman
Black came into the cutting room. Harry Clarke walked past me
and said, �Watch it; it looks as though Black is coming to you.�
Sure enough he stopped at the end of  my table. I must have referred
to him as someone who was backward because he started shouting
at me, �So you think I am backward, do you?� I carried on working
and did not even look at him. He asked me this three or four times.
Each time I ignored him. I was told afterwards that his face went
from pink to red then to purple. I finally turned round while he was
in full flow. I put down my shears, waited for him to finish, and
then said calmly, �Go away and get control of  yourself. Come back
and I might talk to you.� His face went from purple to deep purple.
His brother Ted then came up to him and led him away.
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I did not expect to last
five minutes after that but I
lasted for another four years.
That was three-and-a-half
years longer than Norman
Black; he died of  a heart
attack six months after our
conflict.

At the time of the Cuba
Crisis (Bay of  Pigs), the
Leeds Branch decided that
we should have a factory
gate meeting at my factory,
Black and Lupers
(Executex). The factory was
leafleted on the morning of
the meeting and a lot of
interest was shown, but
whether or not any one would
turn up was a different matter.
Our university comrades were
asked to come to the meeting to sell papers and help to swell the
crowd. I remember it being a nice sunny day, just the type of  day
you need for a factory gate meeting. The speakers were Cliff
Slaughter, Jack Gale and me. I thought we would get a few out to
the meeting, but to our great joy we had a meeting of  well over 100.
During the meeting a lorry that was parked on the waste ground
near the factory was being deliberately revved up to try and disrupt
the speakers. Jack Kershaw, who by no stretch of  the imagination
could be said to be a supporter of  my politics, went across to the
lorry, opened the door and told the driver if  he did not turn off  his
engine he would �bleep�-well sort him out. Jack, a professional Rugby
League player, could and would do just that. The engine was turned
off.

I spoke last and just before I was due to speak one of  the three
police officers, a sergeant, who had turned up to hear what we had
to say came up to me and said, �You blokes are all the same. Why

Executex advertising, 1962. Styled for
men of taste and distinction
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don�t you go and speak outside your own factory?� I remember that
it was with some pride that I told him, �I am outside my factory; I
work here.� What�s more he had given me a great opening for when
I made my contribution. I told the meeting what the sergeant had
said, and what my reply was. This was well received by the crowd
and I well remember the student comrades enjoying the moment. I
understand that these comrades got a lot of  encouragement and
confidence from the activity of  that day. I went back into work
flushed with success. What a difference from the time, much later,
when I stood outside the factory with a loudhailer talking to the
walls about the dangers of  Barbara Castle�s In Place of  Strife. Even
then it wasn�t wasted; there were a few who had listened by opening
the windows. There was also the usual comment that you get when
you are in that kind of  situation, �I�ll give him his due, he stands
up for what he believes in.� Even that was welcome.

Some time after this I thought that I was going to be able to
have a quiet Saturday. No chance. Cliff  Slaughter contacted me to
tell me that the British National Party and its leader Colin Jordan
were in Albion Street selling their paper Action. We went down to
Leeds centre to see if  we could intervene in any way. We began by
stopping people as they passed, pointing the BNP out to them and
explaining who they were. Slowly we built up a crowd of  about 50.
Cliff  had gone into the Kardomah coffee bar to get support. He
then went into the market to contact some of  the market lads who
came and swelled our numbers. The BNP sellers had positioned
themselves at the crossroads in Albion Street and had a group on
each corner. We moved round from corner to corner and each time
collected two or three. We ended up with quite a crowd on each
corner surrounding the BNP. The Yorkshire Evening Post appeared
on the scene about the same time as the police. By now the crowd
had swelled considerably and the police decided to move the BNP
on. Gauleiter Jordan brought a truck into Albion Street, loaded his
troops into it and they left, flinging up their arms in a fascist salute.

In case the paper forgot to report this story I wrote a letter for
publication in the Monday edition of  the Yorkshire Evening Post. This
was published on Monday night and on the Tuesday morning I
was surprised by the attitude of  some of  the workers. It went
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something like this. Our employer is a Jew so why did I oppose
those people when they were against our employer? This was not
difficult to answer. I support non-Jewish workers against Jewish
employers and Jewish workers against non-Jewish employers. It is
a class division and not one of  religion or colour. Ted Black came
into the cutting room to see me (his brother was dead by this time).
In a loud voice he congratulated me on getting rid of  the fascists.
This had to be answered on the spot. �The fascists use racism as
one of  their tactics for weakening the working class by turning
worker against worker. We need a strong working class to defeat
such as you. That is why I oppose fascism.� Naturally the discussion
continued. I am sure it was only a coincidence but not long after
that Ted Black died of  a heart attack. That same day Meredith,
who worked four boards down from me, turned and said in a loud
whisper, �Two of  the leaders of  his lot are Pakis.� Ken Dawson,
who had only recently been employed and was politically close to
me, gave him a good old dressing-down. Ken would not join the
SLL for domestic reasons but he attended as many of  our activities
as possible. He also attended the union branch with me.

In 1966 the SLL was committed to sending a delegation of  500
to a demonstration against the Vietnam war that was being held in
Liège (Belgium). The Young Socialists did a mass leaflet distribution
around the factories, mine included. The leaflet not only explained
the political reasons for the demonstration, it also explained how
we were going to get there, and this was impressive. A train had
been chartered from London Victoria; a channel ferry had been
chartered to Ostend, and a number of  Belgian members of
parliament were to meet us and help to get us through as quickly as
possible. We then had our own train from Ostend to Liège. Ken
asked Meredith if  he was going. He spat back: �The only ship they
will fill will be a rowing boat.� In fact six youngsters from the factory
signed up and went. The YS branch had organised a meeting to
prepare for the trip and our six were invited. Tremendous pressure
was put on these youngsters by the management, using Meredith
and a few others as their agents. On the morning of  that YS meeting,
Barbara, one of  the women in the machine room, told me that one
of  the six had told her that Meredith had arranged for a steward



136  STAYING RED

from another factory to get him invited to the meeting as a clothing-
worker shop steward. Meredith announced in the cutting room that
he was going to speak at one of  Harding�s YS branches. In a very
roundabout way, through others, he was trying to get me to go to
the meeting to have a confrontation with him. At this time our
leading YS members were still members of  the Labour Party. As an
expellee if  I did go I expect he would have informed the Labour
Party and that would cause problems in many ways, perhaps
affecting the Leeds delegation to the demonstration.

On some pretext or other I asked the cutting room foreman to
let me use his office to make a telephone call. I managed to get
hold of  Comrade Guyton, the YS branch secretary. I briefly
explained the problem and told him to ring the other shop steward,
and also to ring Meredith cancelling the invitation. Early in the
afternoon there was an announcement over the tannoy informing
Meredith that he was wanted on the telephone. When he came
back and was faced with, �What�s up Fred? Where is the meeting
Fred?� and such-like questions, he lost his temper, came to the end
of  my work board and screamed at me that I was an �ugly bastard�.
I told him to watch his blood pressure; there were two down and
would he be the third? He must have been very sensitive because for
some reason he lost his power of  speech.

A few days before we were to set off  to Liège, my father had a
heart attack. I visited him in hospital on the Wednesday and
Thursday evening and again on the Friday morning. I was to
telephone before we set off  for London. It was only when we
returned from Liège that I discovered that Dad had had the third of
a set of  three heart attacks on the Friday afternoon. The first thing
I did when I was back in Leeds was to visit him in hospital, where
I was told what had happened. He had refused to let anyone tell me
of  his real condition. He had not wanted me to be disappointed by
missing the trip. Two to three weeks and he was home and made a
great recovery. And he was soon back with his concert party.

Arriving in London I was given the job of  working with one of
the railway workers checking tickets and counting everyone who
passed through the gates on to the platform. Five minutes before
the train was due to leave the railway supervisor came to see how
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things were progressing. The last of  the delegation from Scotland
had just arrived; they were counted through and it was a total of
exactly 500. This was our target and the figure that had been given
to British Rail. The supervisor was very impressed and said that he
had only come to sort out the expected problems of  late arrivals
and a late departure. We left dead on time.

The French comrades had matched our 500. With the Belgian
contingent and others there must have been 2,000 or more on the
demonstration. The only problem that developed was when we
unfurled a banner celebrating the tenth anniversary of  the Hungarian
Revolution of  1956, which raised some problems with the French
contingent. At the meeting in the evening it was obvious that Healy
was in conflict with the leaders of  the French contingent. This
was the first time that I had experienced this kind of  disagreement.
It appeared to be one of personalities rather than a difference of
opinion. In later years I was to understand that Healy was scared
of not being in control.

We were well fed: plenty of  wonderful crusty bread, and a wide

One of the posters on the side of the campaign car says �Enjoy Life � Join
the Young Socialists!�
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variety of  ham and cheese. With the inner man satisfied we set off
to walk to the station to board our train to the coast, board our
boat, train to London, collect our minibuses and back to Leeds. We
set off from London with 500 and came back with 500. The success
of  the trip was soon spread around the Leeds labour movement
and, more to the point, my factory contingent was full of  it and
told everyone who would listen. I felt good about it, but it also
meant that I had to watch my step.

The election for the No.2 Branch committee was due and Ken
and others were going to nominate me as soon as the nomination
papers were circulated round the factories and made available to
the members. It soon became obvious something was wrong. Other
factories had received the nomination paper but there was no sign
of  ours. Meredith said that he had not received it. One dinnertime
Ken and I went to the union office in Circle House, Lady Lane, and
asked why we had not received it. The full-time secretary simply
said that as far as he knew it had been sent, and what could he do
about it? One of  the girls in the office overheard our discussion and
informed us that the nomination form had not only been sent but
had been returned. She got the file and showed us it had Meredith�s
name on it, with two of  his cronies as mover and seconder. The
full-time secretary reluctantly agreed to let us take the nomination
form back with us so that the rest of  the members could have the
opportunity to be nominated. Arriving back, Ken asked if  he could
confront Meredith with the hard evidence of  his deceit. He
approached him and when still some distance away he shouted,
�Fred, I have the nomination form, just collected it from the union
office.� Meredith held his hand out to get hold of  it. �You don�t
want it,� said Ken, �your name is already on it.� It was a very
embarrassed Fred who scuttled off  to his board to start work and
then later, on some pretext or other, to the office.

At this point I considered forcing an election for a new steward.
It was clear that this would open a whole new can of  snakes. Ken,
Bill, Ronnie and others said that it would only end up with me
getting sacked. I thought I was in danger of  being sacked anyway,
but I agreed to wait until after the branch committee elections. My
view was that if  elected I would have a base to fight on. The voting
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papers for the No.2 Branch committee duly arrived and every
member of  the union was given one. Before the voting papers were
gathered in Meredith put a bundle of  voting papers on my board
and told me that I might as well use them to help get myself  elected.
After bringing this to the attention of  those working closest to me,
I made sure that I had witnesses to confirm that I made him pick
them up and take them away. At lunchtime I went to Circle House
to see Harry Yates, the branch secretary, and reported the incident.
I accused Meredith of attempting to rig the union branch committee
election and informed him that I had witnesses who would verify
my accusation. He advised me to forget the incident, as it was
difficult to prove one way or the other. He just did not want to
know. I gave him a straight choice: he either came to the factory
and was seen to reprimand Meredith or I would raise the issue at
the next branch meeting. Who knows what he would have done if
this had happened; he could even have said that he was asked to fit
me up by someone.

Yates came to the factory and spoke to Meredith on one side.
He took the bundle of  voting papers away with him. To try and
save face Meredith let it be known that he was only trying to help
me to get elected; I was just ungrateful and should not have shopped
him to the union. Meredith was elected to the branch committee,
no doubt by votes from the other factories in our branch.

A youth was employed to work in the cloth room. After a few
weeks he started to sit with a group of  us at lunchtime. One
lunchtime we were talking about the incident with the BNP in Albion
Street. At this he told us that his mother�s boyfriend was secretary
of  the Leeds branch of  the BNP. When we asked him how he knew
he said that he left leaflets and books at his house and was always
talking about it. I asked his name. Hainsworth, he said. I knew that
was true. A number of  weeks later the lad brought a leaflet to show
me. It was a leaflet that was to be handed out that evening in Leeds
City Square. Hainsworth had asked him to help them and he had
declined. I felt that this had to be challenged, but I also suspected
that it might be a set-up. I decided that there was only one way to
find out and that was to arrange a reception for them. I decided
that it would be safer to go to Maurice Freeman�s office to use the
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phone. I thought, �If  I�m caught that�s my lot.� But I still picked up
the phone and by a stroke of luck got in touch with Cliff Slaughter
in his office at Leeds university. We agreed that he would round up
as many anti-fascists as possible and meet at 7 pm outside the News
Theatre in City Square.

I turned round and Freeman was standing in the doorway; he
had heard everything. He came into the office, closed the door and
told me to sit down. Freeman was Jewish and he said that because
of  the content of  my telephone conversation he was prepared to
overlook my indiscretion. I decided not to go over the political points
regarding my opposition to Jewish employers. I did not want to
push my luck. So I made a compromise with myself, and kept my
mouth shut. I spent the rest of  the day clock-watching: 5.30 pm
could not come quick enough. I asked around to see if  anyone
was willing to take part, but only Ken Dawson was prepared to
come back into Leeds. I did not bother going home; I spent my
time instead at the university seeking out our members. Cliff  had
already passed the word around. We had made many contacts
from our Albion Street experience. With this, the uni, and other
avenues we could expect a good turn out.

I was at the meeting point about 7 pm and by 7.30 pm we had
about 30 to 35 people. About ten minutes later a group of  roughly
ten assembled outside the post office in City Square. Hainsworth
was there and distributed a bundle of  leaflets to each one. We
immediately made our way towards them. Before we could confront
them, they spotted us and took off. We wandered around for half
an hour or so but there was no sign of  them. That was all that
happened, no more, no less. I say this because the following morning
the News Chronicle published an amazing front page. The main front-
page story was a report of  fascists being chased out of  Leeds. It
referred to a well-organised group of  anti-fascists forcing the BNP
to leave City Square by sheer weight of  numbers. According to the
report we followed them in cars to make sure that they left Leeds.
This activity was supposed to have been directed by two or three
leaders of the Leeds Socialist Labour League from the back room
of  a local pub.

I was given a copy of  the paper as soon as I walked through the
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factory door. This rag of  a paper was well known for its anti-working
class slant, which made it more amazing that it should not only
publish such a story but also put it on the front page. It can�t have
been much later than nine o�clock when the girl in the office who
acted as the management secretary got a message to me that she
had been sent out to buy a number of  the papers. Luper of  Black
(deceased) and Luper had called a meeting of  the management to
take place that morning. About thirty minutes before lunchtime a
girl came to me for some trouser fittings that had been damaged.
She also had a message for me asking me to meet the girl in the
office at the entrance to Leeds Market Hall on the corner of  Vicar
Lane and Kirkgate. We went into a nearby café where she told me
that a copy of  the News Chronicle had been given to all the senior
managers present. They were told to read the front-page article.
Maurice Freeman, the manager who had caught me red-handed in
the office making the phone call to Cliff, informed the assembled
that what they had read was the result of  one phone call. He
explained to them that he had caught me making that phone call.
Because it was directed at the BNP he had let me off, but now
thought of  me as a dangerous communist militant. It was agreed
that I would have to go. A reason for sacking me had to be found.
First they would check on my attendance record and take it from
there. If  that failed it was just a case of  watching my back.

The other thing that I learned was that the management knew
about the incident with the voting papers. Meredith had told them
what he was going to do. She told me also that he used to laugh
when Black came out with his male chauvinist comments, especially
when women were present. I had not thought that I could despise
him any more than I already did. What was a man like that doing
in the labour movement anyway? I asked her why she was helping
me in this way; after all, she was putting her job on the line.
Apparently she was pleased at the way I had opposed Norman
Black�s backward attitude to the women workers. Margaret
confirmed what was already suspected: that he was in the habit,
from time to time, of  inviting some of  the women workers into his
well-furnished office. He had tried it on with her; she had not been
sorry when he died. Things were easier now that the harassment
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had stopped but the rest of  them were just as corrupt. Margaret
had only stuck it out because she needed the money. Her husband
was on a low income and they had two young children.

The investigation into my time-keeping and attendance record
did not get them very far. In fact I had a letter from the management
received by all those who had made it to work during a week of
appalling conditions of  snow and ice thanking them for their loyalty.
That particular week I was getting up an hour earlier to make sure
that I would not be late. I had this letter ready in case I needed it.
The weeks went by and no doubt my file was getting thicker. One
day Harry Clark, Ken Dawson and I decided we would not go into
the canteen for our lunch. We got ourselves a sandwich and sat
down on the lower shelf  of  Ken�s cutting board. This meant that
we were out of  sight. What a stroke of  good fortune this was,
because we heard the door of  the cloth-room open and then the
sound of  footsteps coming down the main alleyway between the
rows of  work boards. We could see the legs approaching. They
stopped at the end of  my alley and one of  them put a length of
cloth on to the bottom shelf  of  my cutting board. It was the cloth-
room manager and Maurice Freeman, the factory manager.

During the lunch break I wrote a statement saying that at such
and such a time the cloth-room manager and Freeman were seen
putting a piece of  cloth under my board. Ken, Harry and I signed
it. Underneath we wrote, �The undersigned were shown this note
before we started work.� Ronnie, Bill, and Big Eric, along with two
or three more signed, showing that they knew what was going on
before the search began. We did not move from where we were
until people started to come down from the canteen. The plan was
that I would stand halfway down my alley a few yards from where
the cloth had been planted. Ken and Harry were to tell those whom
we could trust. We had to make sure that Meredith did not know
that we had seen the cloth planted, as he would have warned the
management. As soon as work restarted the cloth-room manager
and Freeman came into the cutting room, went into the office of
Harry Barr, the foreman, and had a brief  conversation with him.
The three of  them walked down the main alley looking under the
tables as they passed.
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When they stopped opposite me, I intervened and said, �Before
you look under my board I want Harry Barr to read this.� I gave
him the statement. He read it, turned to Freeman and said, �I don�t
want to be any part of  this.� He gave him the statement and walked
away. Freeman read it. His eyes were blazing; I fully expected rays
to shoot out and disintegrate me. The pair of  them were about to
turn round and do a retreat. I told them to hang on and said that as
the cloth-room manager had put the cloth there he should take it
away. My parting shot was to say all they had succeeded in doing
was to show themselves up for the little people that they were. They
would be a laughing stock and I would make sure that the whole
factory got to know what they had tried to do. I told them that I
suspected that I would not only have been sacked, but also fitted
up and charged with theft. Freeman turned round to say something,
but thought better of  it. I knew I was in my twilight working there
so I was not sorry for freely expressing myself. Later in the afternoon
Harry Barr came to me and said that he disassociated himself  from
what they had tried to do.

For the previous year or two Meredith had been closely
collaborating with Jim Roche who had left the Communist Party
in 1957 while he was Yorkshire Area secretary. Roche always fancied
himself  as the guru of  the gurus. These two formed a prop-and-cop
relationship when they came together in CND. Jim was so full of
himself  that when CND was having a demonstration in the Goole
area of  Yorkshire he appointed himself  to walk in front of  the
demonstration as the leader. The Leeds Executive Committee had
already decided that the CND members from the Goole area, with
their banner, would lead the demo. He was told to fall in behind the
Goole contingent. Instead, he went to the back of  the demo and
walked on his own. He obviously thought that this was the second
most important position to take up.

Jim Roche distributed a �Dear friend� letter, announcing that a
new journal was to be published in the Leeds labour movement
called �Searchlight� or maybe �Torchlight�. Its aim was to encourage
discussion on �Historical Truth�. The joint editors were to be Roche
and Meredith. The first edition was to contain �Is there such a thing
as absolute truth?� by Jim Roche. Meredith would write about the
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relationship between Plato and Karl Marx. Contributions for the
first edition were to be sent to the editors. After an anxious few
weeks the great moment arrived. It was a Monday morning.
Meredith came in full of  bounce, opened up a parcel and distributed
copies around. As he gave them out he told everyone that this was
going to put the Newsletter out of  business. I was privileged to receive
one. It was sixteen pages, shared between the introduction, the
absolute truth, Plato and Karl Marx. The front cover was black
with a beam of  light from bottom right to top left. There was a
round circle of  light on a wall and projected on to the wall were the
words �The Truth�. Ken, Bill, Ronnie and I had a crack at reading it
and we all found it difficult. Plato to Marx was nonsense. It had
been written just to show that Meredith had a dictionary. Before
work started he asked, �Well what do you think of  it?� No one
answered. Then, for the first time for many weeks, Meredith spoke
directly to me, �What did you think of  it?�

�If  you want the absolute truth, I think it�s a load of  nonsense.�
How is it whenever I tell the truth I seem to get myself  in trouble?

He got very angry saying things like: �You�re a fool. The Newsletter
is run by Communists. Your national secretary [meaning Mike
Banda, who is from Sri Lanka] is a bloody Paki.� I raised this racist
comment in the union and in the CND. The executive committee
told him that he would have to apologise. He refused and walked
out of  the meeting. The union branch committee took no action
saying that it was a �difference of  opinion� between two individuals.

That was the first and last publication, as I understand there
had been a power struggle between the two editors for overall control.
Then something strange happened. Jim Roche was employed at
the factory as a manager in one of  the manufacturing departments.
Meredith accused him of  being a renegade and a traitor. Jim Roche
had only been at the factory a few weeks when one of  the girls
came into the cutting room in tears and told Meredith that Roche
had threatened her with the sack for, I think, incompetence. Meredith
asked me if  I would support him in a demand for a vote on strike
action if  Roche did not withdraw the threat. I said that I would. A
meeting was called and the resolution was passed. Meredith went
off  to see the management. Ten minutes later he came back and
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reported that the management had instructed Roche to withdraw
his threat and apologise to the girl. A few weeks later Roche was
sacked. He must have thought that he was still an organiser in the
working class because he said in public that I had played a part in
getting him the sack, and that made me a scab. I raised this at the
union branch meeting, knowing that the officials would not act,
and I also had to raise the issue on the CND executive committee.
I explained what had happened and Roche made some comment
or other. The committee agreed that such a statement was an insult.
To be called a scab could damage my reputation in the labour
movement. He was asked to apologise; if  he refused he would have
to leave the meeting and his position as an executive committee
member would have to be discussed. He refused and resigned.
The action of  the committee indicated the respect we had in CND.

After 1956 many ex-Communist Party members and their fellow
travellers in the Labour Party had embraced social democracy with
a great enthusiasm. They had become part of  the establishment in
the party. Some of  them reached the dizzy heights of  becoming
councillors, in some cases even Members of  Parliament. Jim Roche
was one of  those who became a councillor. To do this (as I knew
from experience) you had to be someone who could be �trusted�.
Roche had been making his bid for a long time � a long time before
he appeared at Executex. My first glimpse of  this was during a
debate at the Leeds Trades Council on a resolution supporting a
joint Trades Council and Labour Party May Day march.

I can see very clearly in my mind�s eye Roche getting up to
speak. He half  turned, pushed his chair back, rubbing his left ear
with his right hand. He always did this when he was wanting to
create an atmosphere of  �what I am about to say is very serious�.
�Brother Chairman,� he said, �from my past experiences as a
communist I have to warn you that the Communist Party can only
disrupt the May Day March.� He went on to recommend that the
Communist Party should not be allowed to join the May Day March.
Nor should any CP member be allowed to sit on the organising
committee. The way he spoke the word communist and linked it
with the word past made me very angry. I have always been a firm
believer in squeezing every ounce out of  everything that comes your
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way. I raised my hand, and managed to catch the eye of  Malwyn
Jones in the chair. As soon as Roche had finished he called on me
to speak. �Brother Chairman: this question of  Communist Party
members sitting on the organising committee,� I said. �They have
as much right as any other delegate to be on it. If  this Trades Council
is involved in an activity then every union delegate, including
Communist Party members, is constitutionally allowed to take part
in that activity. If  not it would be a nonsense to allow Communist
Party members to be accepted as delegates in the first place.� I also
said that his reference to his past communist experience was in my
opinion a clear message to the Labour Party, informing them that
he no longer considered himself  a communist. �You�re not a
Trotskyist or a member of  any other political group. So you can
only be a loyal member of  the Labour Party. You once told me
that the art of  politics was the art of  making friends. You seem to
have lost your skill in that direction. You have changed your politics
and have made new friends.�

About this time the Conservative-run Leeds City Council called
a Town Meeting. I don�t remember if  it was to discuss any particular
policy question or to give the citizens of  Leeds an opportunity to
raise any issues, but I do remember that the question of  housing
dominated the meeting. The Labour Party had encouraged shop
stewards to get as many people to attend as possible. Meredith
organised a number of  people to attend on the grounds that we had
to have a go at the Tories. It was very dull until a lady at the back
managed to get in with a question regarding the condition of  the
old house she was living in. She asked what the council was going
to do about either knocking it down or making it habitable. The
chair of  the meeting handed the question over to someone on the
housing committee. He started off  by saying that he sympathised
with the questioner; he understood her problems as he also lived in
old property, and the council was doing its best to eliminate this
kind of  problem. He sat down; nobody moved a muscle. A large
number of  Labour councillors was present but not one made any
attempt to answer this Tory who obviously had no idea of  the real
world that this lady was talking about.

I decided that, if  no one else was prepared to support her, before
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the chair could call for any other question then I would do it. I did
not wait for the chair�s permission to speak; I just dived in without
a clue what I was going to say. To collect my thoughts I asked the
Tory councillor to apologise to the lady who had asked the question.
He was taken by surprise at this. When he asked �Why?� it seemed
to kick start me. I asked him if  he had any idea what kind of  old
house she was talking about, and how dare he insult everyone here
by comparing her one-up and one-down with his many-roomed
comfortable old house. �In case you do not know what a one-up,
one-down is I will explain it to you.� This went down very well. The
only other points I remember making were that more council houses
had to be built and the old slum houses knocked down. Imagine
my surprise when the next issue of  the Leeds Weekly Citizen (Leeds
Labour Party paper) had a full report of  my intervention in Nemo�s
column. It also asked why someone who had been expelled from
the Labour Party had to reply to the chair of  the Conservative
housing committee. Why did the Labour councillors present keep
quiet? This became quite a serious issue as far as the rank-and-file
members of  the Labour Party were concerned and was raised very
forcibly at the ward and constituency level. It culminated in a
resolution at the next City Party delegate meeting condemning the
Labour councillors who were present at the Town Meeting for not
intervening on such an important issue.

One important thing in this was that we did not have to organise
the protest. The Labour Party councillors did not intervene. The
Labour Party members did it for us. The right wing was embarrassed,
and the left wing used it to have a go at the right wing. In the weeks
following I was asked on a number of  occasions if  I would consider
re-applying for membership of  the Labour Party. It was made very
clear that I would automatically be but back on the prospective
candidates� list. Naturally I declined this offer of  corruption. On
behalf  of  the Conservative Party the Yorkshire Evening Post tried to
make some mileage out of  the discussion  taking place in the Labour
Party. One of  the girls put the article from the Citizen reporting the
Town Meeting on the noticeboard in the factory (manufacturing
department) and a copy was passed around; the same happened in
the cutting room (Ken was responsible). When it arrived at Meredith
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he tore it up, and once again my countenance came in for some
criticism. Ken immediately produced another and passed it on.

The SLL and earlier the Group organised a two-week education
camp every year. One year it was to be an international camp, with
contingents coming from Europe (mainly France) and the USA.
Everyone was encouraged to attend the full two weeks. For me this
meant that I would have to take three weeks off  work. I applied to
have the week before our official two weeks� holiday and to my
surprise received permission without having to argue for it.  I
remember hoping pressure from the Centre to make up numbers
at the last minute would not happen because the large attendance
by the international contingents would swell the numbers.

Normally I could only attend the second week of  camp, so I
always had the job of  making sure that the second weekers� travel
arrangements were organised. On the Thursday night before leaving
on the Saturday, I would always have to be by a telephone and wait
for someone to ring from the camp so that I could tell the caller
how many would be travelling down from Yorkshire. Bill Hunter
telephoned. He asked me how many; I told him. Not enough, he
said, you will have to get more. Jean Kerrigan, who was already at
camp, was based in Sheffield at this time and was the Yorkshire
Area Secretary. Jean had told Bill that a lot of  youth gathered at a
certain place on one of  the estates in Sheffield. I was instructed to
go immediately to Sheffield, find these youth and convince as many
as possible to go to the camp. Then I had to arrange transport and
get the money off  them. Bill would be ringing back at 19.00 hours
the next day, Friday, for me to tell him how many extra would be
going to camp. This was seven o�clock Thursday evening.

I did go to Sheffield. I remember feeling very uneasy about the
whole affair. I found my way to the estate, got out of  the car and
said to myself  something like, �What the hell am I doing here?� No
doubt just what I would have said if  I had found myself  standing
outside the cage at the top of  Blackpool Tower in a roaring gale. I
would certainly have questioned my sanity. I got back into the car
and went back to Leeds to start preparing the transport for those
who were going. Bill rang on the Friday evening. I told him there
was no change. No good, he said, I would have to do something
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about it. I asked if  he could recommend a way of  doing this without
having to lasso youth on the streets. I was told that this was my
problem. If  when I arrived at camp there had been no change I
would have to explain it to the camp committee. We were setting
off  at 08.00 hours the following morning. It would be true to say
that for the first time since I became a member I had a feeling of
hopelessness. I was in a situation I felt I could do nothing about; it
was all so unreal. At camp, I and others were told that we had
shown that we lacked determination and had simply accepted the
situation. We were weak, and social democrats. I admit it made me
feel inadequate to the task. Later in the week Healy spoke to me
and said that he said those things to bring home the lessons of what
had happened. If  I was to be a revolutionary then I would have to
understand this. So I went away, had lunch and felt a lot better.

The idea was that if  you had the will and concentrated on the
necessity of  carrying out a decision within the context of  building
the revolutionary party then the problems would be overcome. Those
of us subjected to this criticism had not failed to increase our
numbers because we lacked determination, but because the decision
and the way we were told to do it had been wrong in the first place.

Another example of  this �revolutionary determination� was
thrown at the areas for a few years when the figures were always
lower than expected for the annual Keep Left conference. One
particular year all areas were down on their estimated contingents,
especially Scotland and the north of  England. Scotland and the
north-east came in for a right old dose of  �lack of  revolutionary
determination�. My friend and comrade, Dave Temple, will no doubt
still have it imprinted on his mind. As far as Leeds was concerned,
we had one hell of  a job trying to get everyone to stay under one or
two roofs. We were to start off  early on the Saturday morning, I
think at 06.00 hours. Jack and I started rounding up the youth about
three o�clock to get them to the two hired minibuses. Trevor Parsons
and I drove one of  them. We literally had to peel them off  the
carpet, drag them out of  chairs, hunt for them in different corners
of  the houses they were in. They were all at parties � it was New
Year�s Eve! The decision to hold the Keep Left conference on News
Year�s Day was made without taking into account just what this
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meant. There was no relationship with the working class; it was all
�build the leadership!� This was looked on as revolutionary training,
but such decisions only sabotaged the event we were trying to make
a success, in this case the Keep Left conference.

But back to the international camp, which was a success. I played
no part in the daytime activities as I was put on the night shift
preparing food for the following day and cooking the breakfasts, all
500 of  them. When the camp was over I did my usual trip to Glasgow
taking comrades home, then back to Leeds. The camps were always
on or close to the south coast so it was quite a trip. This particular
time I got a few miles from camp when I had to stop and sleep for
two hours. Yes, I know I should have rested at the camp properly.
But the whole pressure was to get them off  camp to their areas as
quickly as possible. We arrived safe, but I had to stop for coffee
and rest more often than usual.

Arriving home I found a bulky envelope waiting for me. It
contained my cards, £150 redundancy money and a letter telling
me that my services were no longer required. No wonder they had
let me have the extra week�s holiday; they were planning on giving
me a permanent holiday. I used the money to buy a new modern
loud hailer for the Leeds branch. I gave Mum and Dad some money
to boost their pocket money, as they were soon to go on holiday.
Then I bought myself  a pair of  shoes and two new pairs of  trousers.

There was a time when I had precious little left on payday after
I had put money into different envelopes, each representing one of
my commitments. This went on for a very long time. My trousers
became so thin that I had to wear pyjama trousers underneath to
try and keep warm. And here I was working in a clothing factory.
At a Central Committee meeting Party leader Gerry Healy asked
me if  I could get him a suit length. I agreed to do this even though
I could not do so for myself. (Later I found out that at the time
when I risked everything � my job and my political work � he
had a wardrobe full of  clothes.) I explained my situation to Cliff
Slaughter. A few days later he gave me some money that he had
collected from some of his contacts which enabled me to buy some
clothes. I am relating this not to get sympathy, but to show the level
of  commitment of  party members.


