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WORKING IN LONDON

Before I settle down to go over my work in London I will describe
the only times (during more than twenty years) that I was able to
have members of  my family down for a weekend in London. The
first was in 1974 when Mum, Pauline and Debra came down. I
arranged for them to stay at Bob and Mickie Shaw�s house in
Vauxhall as they were out of  London. To make things a little easier
I borrowed Vanessa Redgrave�s car and television.

Mum volunteered on the Saturday night to stay in with Debra
who was only five. I took Pauline to see the shops in Soho. We had
a drink and then made our way back to Vauxhall. We all had a
meal at the Standard Indian restaurant in Clapham before they left.
Little Debra fell off  her chair, much to the amusement of  the staff.
For years after that the staff  always asked about my niece Debra.

The second time, Debra came down on her own at the age of
sixteen. She stayed with my comrades Maureen and John Spencer.
I met her at King�s Cross Station on the Friday evening and only
spotted her when everyone else had come off  the train. The thought
that I had missed her really shook me up. I took her to her digs with
her case and then over to the Standard Indian. I had told them that
she was coming and they gave her a very friendly welcome. We had
a nice meal and shared a bottle of  wine. As a treat, we were given a
complimentary Indian ice cream dessert. From there we went to
the Plough, where she met a number of  my friends and comrades.
One Young Socialist from the Centre, Frances Goldstein, came so
that Debra would have someone her age to talk to. Next morning,



WORKING IN LONDON  181

Saturday, I picked her up from Balham and we made our way to
Knightsbridge to pop in to Harrods for a �bit of  shopping�. There
wasn�t much in the jewellery section, nothing worth buying anyway.
So we went to the sales section. I managed to buy her a grey skirt
for £50 � or was it a fiver? Well, it�s the thought that counts. The
carrier bags came in very useful for carrying her folders and books
to college. For the night�s entertainment two comrades, Helen Gill
and Sam Cox, gave me very good tickets for the play they were in,
Run for Your Wife by Ray Clooney at the Criterion Theatre in the
West End. Afterwards we had a drink in their dressing room. They
took Debra to meet James Bolam and Ian Ogilvy (�the Saint�) and
showed us the stage area. On Sunday we had lunch in the canteen
at the printshop. Then I took Debra to catch her train because she
wanted to be back in the evening for her college dance.

On two occasions over the years Malcolm, Graham and Steven
enjoyed a fishing and camping holiday in Scotland and a camping
holiday in the Lake District with �Uncle Norman�.

The rest of  my time in London was an unremitting routine of
party activity. This precluded any kind of  a family life, of  cultural
pursuits such as listening to music, or of  simple, normal human
relations with other comrades.

The daily Workers Press was launched on a Saturday in September
1969. There was great tension all through the Friday right up to the
time when the papers started to roll off  the press. The three-station
web-offset press could print at great speed. The bulk of  the papers
were half  folds but some were �quarter folds� for the postal
subscriptions. The printers were members of  the NGA union, non-
party members, except Mike Banda, later our General Secretary.
The folder was set to kick every 50th paper so that we, the SOGAT
union members, could pick them off  the fly in 50s, knock them up
and put into piles of  50, reversing the crease edge each time. Each
night a team of branch members came in to help with the despatch
of  the paper, on a roster basis. One person had to carry the papers
from the press to the despatch, two counted the papers and put in
inserts (tickets, leaflets, debt sheets and the like) and one helped me
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parcel and string. We also had a roster for a team of  drivers who
delivered the papers to the stations and to the different places in
London where the branches collected their papers. The problem
with the inserts was that very often, just at the point when we were
all ready for the off, Sheila Torrance (leading organiser) would ring
from the front office telling us not to start parcelling, as there would
be something else to put in the parcels. This risked our time schedules
at the different stations. I was the one who had to work out all the
schedules and alternative plans when things went wrong.

There were those who thought that doing things at the last
minute was good organisation. Sheila Torrance was one of  them,
not so much a good organiser as someone who was very skilled at
covering up. She would do this by losing things in a fog of  shouting,
blaming everyone but herself, and creating a panic situation that
might be mistaken for good organisation.

The parcels were put into separate piles, for a railway station or
a London area. Scotland was sent by air; Higgs newspaper delivery
service on Grays Inn Road handled this for us. As soon as a station
or a London area was complete the driver would load his car and
get on his way. These comrades were so well versed with the system
that they could be away very quickly and efficiently. The order of
delivery could change each night depending on the time the papers
came off  the press. It could mean a mad dash to the stations with
the papers that had to catch the early departure times and then
another mad dash with those for the later trains. To a stranger
watching the proceedings it might have given the appearance of
chaos but it was far from it. It was well organised; everyone involved
on any particular night knew just what to do. We really did work as
a team. Each night the comrades who were involved in this work
would be up well into the early hours breaking down the distribution
of  the papers: individual papers to readers, or a few to a comrade
who would then break down that quota. Papers had to go to a
number of  shops and newspaper stalls. Then, at night, pub sales. A
large number of  these comrades were involved in all or anyone of
these tasks, every night.

Whole weekends were spent going round the readers collecting
the money, taking part in high street sales during the day and pub
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sales at night. Then, very exhausted, the comrades had to go to
work, and try with great difficulty to take part in �political work�
along with the extra effort and energy needed to have a normal
relationship within their families.

Many, many times I have seen comrades having to sleep in their
cars because they were too tired to go home to bed or had not
enough time because they had to go straight into work after the
night�s party work. This was repeated in every branch in Britain.
Yet when branches fell behind with their money (and every branch
did) instead of  help being offered, they were insulted by the
leadership and told that they were not trying hard enough. They
were denigrated, vilified as �social democrats� who did not
understand the need for a revolutionary party. Yet these comrades
were the very sand and cement of  our party. Wherever and whatever
these comrades are doing now it was a privilege to be associated
with them and have them, in the real meaning of  the word, as
comrades. I will guarantee that any of  these comrades, wherever
they might be in the world, will always remember the great tiredness
and the great urge for sleep. That was always with them. It proved
fatal on at least two occasions when comrades were killed in
motorcycle accidents. One was Comrade Peter Archer and the other
Comrade George Myers. Party leader Healy said to Bob Myers:
�Your brother conned me; he told me he could ride a motor cycle.�
What an insulting thing to say to someone who had just lost his
brother and comrade. Some died; many more are lucky to be alive.

Apart from our party printing the most important printing job we
did was the journal for ASTMS, the Association of  Scientific,
Technical and Managerial Staffs. This was printed four times a year
with a run of  tens of  thousands. Each issue would take at least two
weeks to print and despatch. The press would be belting them out
and we would be at the end of  the machine knocking them up and
stacking them on pallets. This would only stop each day for our
paper to be printed and despatched. The printers would go home
and we would carry on with the job of  despatching the journals.
This could only be done during the night. The London area sent
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members in each night to help with pasting the wrappers and
wrapping the journals into the already addressed wrappers, along
with any insert that had to go in. They were elastic banded into
bundles of  twenties, ten bundles to a mailbag.

At about 06.00 hours at least three mail vans would come and
take away the night�s work. At 08.00 the printers would come in
and prepare to start another day�s printing. We were expected to be
bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, washed and shaved and ready for off,
so that the non-party printers would not suspect that we had worked
late through the night. There would be some comment from the
non-members about the mystery shift that got rid of  the previous
day�s work.

The summer issues were the worst as we were unable to get out
for a bath and a change of  clothes. We could go fourteen days and
nights without being able to leave the premises. I remember having
to wrap clean machine-wiping rags on our feet to try and get some
comfort. Others could occasionally get home, but somehow the
duties I had always stopped me. Once when a night shift was
organised for the printers we of  course had to be there. In the
morning everyone went home. It was usually late afternoon before
I managed to get away, if  at all. Between finishing the paper and
having to start on the journal we would see the editorial comrades
leaving either for home or the Plough.

During one of  these daytime runs of  the journal I was on the fly
of  the machine taking off  the papers. They were coming at me at a
hell of  a rate of  knots. Sneeze and I could miss one of  the kicks of
50. I was on my own. One of  the girls from the front office on
Clapham High Street came into the warehouse and told me that I
had to cut her some paper. She held up two pieces of  string, one for
the length and one for the width. I told her that she would have to
wait until the reel was finished and I would do it before the other
reel was fitted in place. I flew up the ladder to where the paper was
stored and decided that the unspecified paper was newsprint, and
that �some� = 500 and cut it one string long and one string wide. I
got back to the press just as they were starting to print.

Within fifteen minutes she was back. She told me I had given
her the wrong paper and she needed 1,000, not 500. The message
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from Torrance was to do it right this time. The printers had just
started a new reel so I told her that she would have to wait about
twenty minutes. She shouted above the press that if  I did not do it
now I would find myself  in trouble. Some comrades seemed to be
oblivious to what was going on around them. Between reels I cut it
for her and off  she went. Apparently the job in hand was one that
Healy had given Torrance to do at the front office on a little press
that they had there. It had to be with Healy that day at noon. At
some time in the afternoon the leaflet was delivered to him. There
was a minor explosion. The comrade came over and told me that I
was wanted in his office. Once again I had to explain that I could
only leave between reels. She went back. This time it was Healy�s
secretary, Aileen Jennings, who came over and said that I would
have to come immediately. Torrance was also in the office. Healy
said: �These comrades tell me that it was your fault that this leaflet
was delayed.� I told him about the bits of  string and the problem I
had to keep up with the press. He would not listen, took their side
and told me that I had to help these comrades and not create
difficulties. I was dismissed and sent back to the press, where I was
greeted with a pile of  journals, and the printers waiting for me to
clear up the press before they could start again.

This was also the week that Old Bill, the chap who used to
clean up the kitchen and toilets as well as make the printers their
tea, was on holiday. It was down to me to make their tea.

During one of  our general election campaigns, posters, manifestos,
leaflets, meeting tickets and so on had to be sent around Britain by
road. Our vans went to various feeding points where the branches
collected their quotas. Sheila Torrance told me not to put the Bristol
quota into the Western Region van as a member was coming in to
see her and would take them back with her. I knew that this member
only had a Mini and that no way could we get the quota into her
car. I suggested that we stick to the original plan. As much as I tried
to explain the problem Torrance took no notice and told me to get
on with it and put them into the Mini. The Mini was filled and the
rest piled up by the side of  the car. I rang the office and told her that
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we could not get them all in the car. �Do I have to do everything
myself ?� �In this case, yes,� I replied. �I am coming down. You are
all useless,� she said. Whether she thought it was a case of  mind
over matter or revolutionary determination I do not know but when
she came into the yard and saw the parcels in the Mini she thought
we had carried out her wishes. When she was finally convinced
that the mountain at the side of  the car was the balance she told me
in no uncertain terms that I had misled her as to the bulk. The
ground was laid for me to get the blame. Healy came out of  his
office and asked what the shouting was all about. He was told that
I had delayed the election material getting to the Western Region. I
received the social democrat treatment and was instructed to get
everything to the Western Region now. I had already planned this
the day before. They were put into the Western Region van and off
it went.

I can�t ever remember being told that I was to be in charge of  the
national distribution of  the News Line, as our daily paper was called
from 1976. It appeared to be a natural progression of  responsibility
from the weekly, the bi-weekly and the daily Workers Press.

I started by building up a national system of  communication
quite separate from the one that Torrance had. Sometimes the News
Line failed to reach its destination. In this event I had to drop
everything and get another parcel sent. In time I was able to build a
chain of  contacts at all the stations, making it possible for me to get
these replacement parcels put directly on to the train, bypassing the
railway�s parcels office. These contacts also made it possible to
collect articles and films that the areas sent down by train. I was
able to get directly on to the platform and, more importantly, into
the goods van to sort out whatever it was that I had to collect, once
again bypassing the Red Star Office. I would take off  the ticket and
give it to Sinjan, the RSO supervisor, the next time I was in the
office. If  for some reason I had to collect something from the RSO
and there was a big queue, as soon as I was spotted I was given the
nod to go round the back to collect whatever it was. If  by chance it
had not turned up he would send someone down to the platform to
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wait for the train. All this saved us many hours and quite often
made the difference between being able to print the article and
pictures or not. This was all very well but, because of  the set-up, I
was the one who had to drop everything and go. I wish I had a
pound for every time Paul Jennings rushed into the warehouse
shouting: Norman, package coming on such-and-such a train at
one of  the London stations.

I usually started preparing for the despatch at about 16.30 hours.
From then on I had to be at my sharpest. This was very difficult as
it was possible that I had either been working late on a commercial
job along with the other comrades or delivering branch papers (or
both) and getting to bed between 2 and 4 am. And bed might have
been a pile of  mailbags.

There were those who thought of  the warehouse workers as
some kind of  �second class� members. In the main this view was
held by those who had joined or come to work on the paper after it
had been established � especially those who were recruited and
immediately put on to the Editorial Board, the Political Committee,
and the Central Committee. Three names spring immediately to
mind: Corin Redgrave, Vanessa Redgrave, and Alex Mitchell, a very
able newspaperman recruited from Fleet Street. It seemed the only
qualification was that Volume 38 of  Lenin�s Collected Works had to
fit under their armpits. This is not an attack on Comrade Lenin but
an indication of  how Healy degraded Lenin. I suppose they were
out of  their depths in the type of  work that they were expected to
do. Alex would bluster and bluff  his way through. Many times when
he gave a report of  some meeting or other at which he had been
speaking, anyone who had been with him could not be blamed for
thinking that they had been at a different meeting. He always
reported back the way that Healy wanted it to be.

On one occasion Alex approached me saying that he had a very
important letter to be sent to Comrade Slaughter. He told me to put
it in the Leeds branch papers and asked if I could guarantee that it
would get to him. I said no. If  he wanted this guarantee it would be
best to send it recorded delivery in the post. He rejected this and
told me to put it into the papers. The next morning I received a
message telling me that the Leeds papers had not arrived. I left a
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message on Mitchell�s desk informing him of  this. I was expected
to be in the Centre before Healy arrived so I was certainly there
before Mitchell. He stormed into the warehouse looking for me.
�How did you manage it? Did you contact your friends and tell
them of  the letter?� (implying that I was an agent). I replied that
two people knew of  the letter, him and me. If  the papers had not
arrived in Leeds because of  the activities of  an agent then it must
have been him, as it certainly was not me. I was so furious that I ran
round to the front office to lodge a complaint with Comrade
Torrance. Soon after that I received a mealy-mouthed apology from
Mitchell.

A number of  incidents pointed to this �class� division at the
Centre. Tony Banda opened the door that separated his part of  the
printworks from the warehouse and told me that Torrance wanted
me urgently at the front office. I made haste down the road to the
old Centre and flew up the stairs into the office. �What�s wrong?�
Sheila was talking to Paddy O�Regan. She pointed to a window
and said that there was a dead pigeon on the windowsill and would
I remove it. I said no, let Paddy remove it. She said that Paddy
could not be expected to do this. I still said no, and went back to the
printshop.

One night I was on guard as well as working, which meant that
I had to sweep up, clean the offices, empty wastepaper baskets,
answer the phone, and respond to the gate bell. I did not have time
to wash down the steps leading up to the Young Socialists� editorial
office. Shortly after the YS comrades had arrived the Keep Left editor
came into the warehouse and asked why the guard had not emptied
his wastepaper basket. I told him that I had been on duty. He invited
me to go and empty it and I told him to empty it himself. I was
pulled in front of  Healy who instructed me to wash the stairs leading
up the YS office and empty the basket, as we had to encourage the
youth to take up positions of  leadership. As I washed down the
stairs comrades were walking up and down over the cleaning. I felt
very humiliated, angry, and tired.

Even the best of  comrades could easily be sucked into this two-
tier attitude. Before a full-time cook was employed, two or three
comrades would take it in turns to prepare the midday meal. One
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day one such comrade let the departments know that the meal was
ready. We went to the canteen and joined the queue but were then
told that as there might not be enough food to go round we would
have to wait until editorial members had been served, and if  there
was any left then we could have some. We did raise this as a
complaint and were told that some of  the newer members on the
paper were not fully committed, and so had to be treated differently
from us, the committed members.

When we were short of  money our wages were drastically cut
or we got nothing at all. Sometimes money had been deducted to
pay our branch newspaper debts � so that others could be paid their
wages in full. Even when we received full wages ours were
considerably less than most of  the journalists. I did accept that those
comrades who had families and mortgages should receive more
than I did, but a number of  us were paid a pittance and lived in
slum conditions. A group of  young  comrades once asked me what
impressionism was. I told them it was to get a wage packet and
think that it had wages in it.

I had an accident in one of  our vehicles shortly followed by an
incident that destroyed a tyre. I had to pay for both. The money
was stopped out of  my �wages�. I mention these two particular
examples because shortly after Vanessa Redgrave rang to say that
she had had an accident and I was despatched to rescue her. The
car was damaged and both front tyres were burst. I arranged to
have the car towed and I drove her back to the Centre. Healy asked
her how she was and told her that of  course the party would pay for
the damage and replace the tyres for her. I felt very bitter about this.
I rationalised the situation away by convincing myself  that I had to
pay for my repairs because I was a more committed member than
she was.

The daily News Line had been going for some time and the
editorial deadline was becoming later and later. It got to a point
where we were in danger of  missing our early mainline train times.
I spoke to Paul Jennings whom I considered the most experienced
editorial member. He recommended that I attend one of  the daily
Editorial Board meetings with a prepared statement. I did this,
explaining the problems we faced and suggesting that the deadlines
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had to be set in relation to getting the papers to the readers each
morning. This did not go down very well. The general consensus
of  opinion was that the journalists would write, the printers would
print and my job was to get the papers distributed. I was told by
Comrade Paul Feldman to stop trying to tell them how to do their
job; I should go away and drive vans or whatever it was I was
supposed to do.

It was obvious that many of  them were infected by the privileged
way that they were being treated. They put in a good day at the
office and, with the job done, either went home or to the pub. If
anyone stayed back it was Paul or some of  the women typesetters.

To make it easier for the comrades who came in from the
branches to clean the premises, and to ensure the security of
equipment in the editorial office, it was suggested that the editorial
staff  should clean up their mess and sweep the floor so that the
doors could be locked earlier. Those who had come from other
papers as journalists objected most strongly to this. �We are
journalists, not cleaners.� Healy of  course supported them.

Many comrades were very skilled in their particular field of
work, rarely taken into consideration when they were assimilated
into party work � unless they were very high profile or their financial
contribution was the deciding factor. Separated from their skills,
many were put into positions as full-time organisers. The change
from Socialist Labour League to Workers Revolutionary Party in
1973 unleashed a terrific pressure on the membership. Some 80
full-time organising posts were created. Comrades were sent to the
four corners of  Britain. Comrades were taken out of  their work
environment to take up these full-time organisers� jobs � or should
I say News Line sales agents. Healy was creating in his mind this
huge network of  regional newspapers being produced through some
central control. It was like building a pyramid on the legs of  News
Line collecting tins. A tactic of  deliberately separating them from
their families was also adopted. This led in many instances to
breaking up relationships and families. Many years later I was able
to see how this had affected my own relationships. We were fed on
a diet of  �building the revolutionary leadership� and a very one-
sided meaning of  communism.
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Our comrades from film, theatre and television were, in fact,
force fed. I do not mean to isolate these comrades from the rest of
the party but this is where Healy�s methods showed up the sharpest.
One day Kika Markham (Corin Redgrave�s wife) came into the
printshop and asked if  she could have a word with me. Healy was
away so I did not have to get permission to leave the premises. We
went up the road to the café to have a chat. She told me that she
was feeling very depressed, because she could not understand the
relationship between being an actress and building the party. I
suggested that maybe she was looking at this question in a very
one-sided way. I tried to explain in the best way I could that she
should develop activity in her field of  work that would help to make
connections with the working class, maybe by developing a theatre
workshop in the style of  Joan Littlewood, the Communist Party
member. This, as an aim for our members in Equity (the actors�
union), would have been tremendous. We had actors, writers,
directors, musicians and representatives from every section of  the
industry. We could have taken theatre to the streets, town squares,
and factories. This kind of  perspective had obviously never been
discussed with these comrades. Kika was very enthusiastic and said
that she would go and discuss the ideas with Corin. I had and still
have a great respect for Kika and during our discussion I happened
to say that I thought that she was a better actress than Vanessa,
more sensitive and warm, and that I found Vanessa cold and
humourless. Kika said: �Thank you, but please do not ever say that
in front of  V.�  I had touched on these ideas when talking to Frankie
de la Tour, Tom Kempinski, David Calder, Malcolm Tierney, Roger
Smith, Roy Battersby and Peter Armitage. I saw most of  these
comrades when they came in to do guard at the printshop.

I can only presume that Kika reported our discussion to Corin,
and then Corin must have passed it on to Vanessa, because a few
days later Aileen (Healy�s secretary) told me that Healy wanted to
see me at his flat. At the allotted hour I went round. I was able to let
myself  in through the street door. Apart from those who lived there
I was the only one allowed to have a key. I went up to his flat,
knocked on the door and was let in. He told me to sit down. �I
understand that you have been discussing ideas with the acting
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fraternity.� What surprised me was that there was no anger in his
voice. He asked me to outline my ideas, then told me quite calmly
that the ideas were OK but he did not trust and had �no faith in the
acting lot�. There would be a danger that we could lose control over
what they did if  we introduced these ideas. The best way to avoid
this was to continue organising them in the party the way that we
were doing: paper sales round the theatres, fundraising. We had to
have a tight control over anything outside this activity. Shows and
plays had to go no further than being fundraising events. I had fully
expected to be given the usual �anti-party� tirade. Instead I was given
a somewhat kid-glove treatment. I wondered why.

Corin Redgrave was elected to the National Executive
Committee of  Equity, the actors� union. Everyone regarded this as
a victory. Not long afterwards I was privy to a discussion where
Healy told him not to let this result interfere with his Party work
and instructed him to stop going to his Equity branch meetings.

Working in the printshop and doing branch work (selling papers
and collecting readers� money) was very difficult. One day Sheila
Torrance suddenly told me to help the youth members by doing
youth work, including calling on youth to get them to attend
functions. As a 40-plus-year-old I got some very funny looks from
anxious parents, I can tell you. Each Young Socialist branch was
expected to hold a dance at least every two weeks. The success or
failure was judged on how many tickets were sold for any particular
function, how many Keep Lefts were sold, and how many
membership forms were signed. I was told to go and help the YS
members of  my branch steward the expected masses at a dance.

Three of  our YS members and about a dozen youth were there.
I thought OK, let�s keep the music going and try and encourage
those outside to come in. But our youth members turned off  the
music, put chairs around tables and shared the youth between them.
In a few minutes they were off. No tickets or papers were sold, no
one was signed up and there was no dancing � and that�s what the
youth had paid money for. At the next area meeting we got a
roasting.
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The three YS members could see nothing wrong with the night
except that nothing had been sold. The next �dance� was arranged
for two weeks later and I was instructed to organise it. The first
thing I did was to go to see Maurice, who had Moonfleet, a record
shop on Clapham High Street near to the flats. Paul and I knew
him from our visits to the Plough pub. I explained what I was doing
and asked if  he could recommend what music I should use. He
picked me out three singles and a bang up-to-date long-playing
record. Break-dancing was the theme. I got these on a play-now,
pay-later basis. Leaflets were distributed on the big housing estate,
an area of  huge blocks of  flats, giving notice of  the dance and that
there was to be a break-dancing competition. I had been able in a
small way to get the trust of  a few of  the youth on the estate and I
went one night with Frances Goldstein to encourage them to come
and help run the competition, judging and so on. They promised to
help. On the night of  the dance I was reminded to collect the records
from one of  the members. I told them that I already had the records
and showed them my bag with the three singles and the long player.
Penny Bloor said: �Run a dance with four records? No way.� We
went to the hall and set up the sound system and waited. As soon
as a few arrived outside I played a track from the record so that
they could hear that we were up to date with our music. I don�t
know what the record was but Maurice had certainly picked a
winner. We told them that the record was to be the break-dance
prize. A few came in and the rest went off  to tell their mates,
especially the break-dancers. We had about 70 at the dance. A good
time was had by all in a smashing, friendly atmosphere. They elected
three judges. The winner went off  happy with his up-to-date long-
playing record. Another dance was requested.

The next morning when Janet Banda (our branch secretary)
heard of  the attendance she dashed into Healy�s office to inform
him. We were sent for. Torrance was sent for. Healy was pleased.
Torrance was pleased. And then she had a sudden attack of
revolutionary fervour and asked the dreaded question: how many
tickets did you sell, how many members did you sign up? When
she was told none on both counts she hit the proverbial roof. We
got the �anti-revolutionary� lecture and were told that we were not
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here to hold social evenings for the youth. The evening�s work had
been wasted and turned into a social night out, not party building.
I was held responsible for leading the youth comrades astray and
they were told not to let me near the YS ever again. So something
good came out of it.

I had many things to fit into my �normal working day�. If  for
any reason I could not carry out any of  these jobs then it was my
responsibility to delegate someone else to do them. To have a holiday
it would mean that I would have to involve twelve or fourteen
comrades spread over the period that I was away to cover the
different aspects of  my work. It got to the point where Healy
controlled every second of  my life (I was not alone in this). If  he
was in his office I had to be in the printshop where I could be
contacted. Wherever I was, he had to know. If  he was on the
premises many of  us had to ask permission to leave, for any reason.

Another of  the jobs I had to do was to bring the vehicles in to
the yard every night and to clear the yard every morning. At whatever
time Healy was due to arrive, the yard had to be clear so that
Comrade Aileen could drive him into the yard without any delay.
The gate had to be opened as soon as the bonnet of  the car was
seen rounding the corner of  the alleyway. Getting the vehicles in
and out of  the yard was not straightforward. If  I was informed that
a certain vehicle, be it a car, van or minibus, was to leave in the
early hours the order of  bringing them in had to be done with this
in mind. On many occasions I had to wait for a car coming in from
the areas so that the vehicle leaving early could be brought in last.
The entrance to the alleyway was tricky; you were in constant danger
of  being run into by passing vehicles. The entrance through the
gate to the yard was narrow and on a bend. Getting all the vehicles
into the yard with only inches in between each one was considered
a work of  art to all except myself  and anyone who was standing in
for me. To us it was a pain in the butt.

If  anyone broke down (vehicle-wise) the policy was to contact
me, daytime, night-time, any old time. One Saturday night I had
been able to meet Paul at the Plough pub to have a couple of  pints
and watch Match of  the Day. We left the pub together and said
goodnight. He crossed the road to his flat and I went to get an
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Indian take-away. As I passed the front door of  the office on my
way to Venn Street to the Hilton Hovel (rooms over the old
printshop) the door opened and there was my old mate, Tunji Banjo.
He was on night duty. �Hi, Norman. I was just coming to get you.
Sylvester has just phoned in. He has broken down and wants you to
go and tow him in. The details are at the printshop.� Tunji got the
meal. I finished up dashing up the M1.

I had to go on many a bizarre mission. In the early hours one
morning I was woken by one of  the printshop guards in a right old
state. �Gerry wants some Perrier water. What can we do?� Aileen
had rung telling them to take a bottle of  Perrier water round for me
to deliver to the flats where several of  the comrades lived. If  none
was available then I had to get some. Rudolph had the good sense
to come round with transport so I was able to get away quickly. I
went to Earl�s Court Road where I knew shops were open all night,
bought three bottles and drove back to the flats. I let myself  in
through the street door and through the doors on each of the
landings. I scratched on Healy�s door. It opened slightly, Aileen�s
hand appeared, I hooked the bag on to her hand, and it disappeared
inside. Then I went back to bed.

One Saturday morning I was working on the guillotine, listening
to the radio and thinking pleasant thoughts. Then the guard opened
the gate and in came Healy�s dreaded Granada. Like every one else
around, you immediately tensed up. Shortly after the arrival the
hatch to the finance office opened and Dot Gibson, who was in
charge of  party finance, asked me to come in. Aileen was there and
Dot was holding up an empty packet of  lump sugar. Healy had
developed another fad: he was using a special brand of  lump sugar.
She had a kind of  smile on her face as she said: �Go, and do not
return without a packet of  these sugar lumps.� I spent about three
hours hunting in the wilds of  south-west London trying to hunt
down those bloody sugar lumps. I finally had to admit defeat and
bought a packet of  common Tate and Lyle sugar lumps and returned
to the printshop. Aileen had already taken Healy back to the flat
and had returned and was waiting with Dot in the finance
department for me to return. I declared that there was not a single
packet of  the special sugar lumps south of  the river. Aileen said
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never mind, and poured the common lumps into the special packet.
From then on I collected plastic bags from all the speciality shops
and grocers, the kind where the assistants wore special aprons and
straw hats and would walk around the shop with you putting
whatever you needed into a basket which they carried. If  Healy
could not go to these shops then Aileen would ask me to go. But
now if  it wasn�t convenient for me to go to Earl�s Court I would go
to the local shops or superstore and put the cheap food into the
appropriate expensive bag.

On the occasions when I had to drive Healy around I experienced
some very strange attitudes from him. One time Aileen was in the
doghouse and had to ride in the back. We were going to Oxford
Street to one of  the big stores. I was dreading this because parking
was always difficult. If  you could not park close then whoever was
driving got the blame. On this trip, just as we approached, a nice
big car pulled out and left a nice big space. I pulled straight in and
parked. Healy turned round and said to Aileen: �There, that�s the
way to do it.� The strange thing about this is that he meant it.

He had already convinced himself  that we had some kind of
special relationship with the railway workers at the stations we dealt
with, especially Euston. This was strengthened when a dispute broke
out in the parcels office. I just happened to be there at the time,
collecting a roll of  film. I got this and Healy convinced himself  that
this was a special dispensation given to us by the NUR rail union.
While I was there I got the NUR rep to ring Paul at the paper with
the story. This sort of  thing was always built up into something that
it wasn�t.

Another good example of  this was much earlier, when a Fleet
Street strike was due to start. Ray Efford and I spent some time
campaigning in the union (SOGAT) asking for special dispensation
for labour-movement papers. As the SOGAT union rep for Plough
Press I was invited to a meeting of  the Central branch, which looked
after Fleet Street. I outlined our case and the branch secretary said
that they would look into the matter and get in touch with me on
the day the strike was due to start.

It was a Friday. It must have been the last week in July because
it was the first week of  our annual educational camp. We had two
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sets of  plates ready, one for the paper and another for a broadsheet
that was not categorised as a newspaper. I was waiting for a phone
call at the printshop and Torrance was waiting in a phone box near
the camp. After what seemed like an eternity the anxiously awaited
telephone call came. We were told that we could go ahead and
print because we came under a category with the union that was
not affected by the strike. I shouted into the machine room that it
was the paper! The plates were put on and the paper was printed. I
explained to the comrades at the print the reason why we were
allowed to print. This was relayed to Sheila Torrance. She rang back
a little while later to tell me that when the car arrived to pick up the
camp papers I had to go back with the car. She also told me that
Healy had been told the reason why we were printing the paper. He
had called a camp meeting to announce that because of the fight
put up by the Plough Press SOGAT chapel we had been given special
dispensation to print the paper. On this occasion I was not
denounced as a social democrat but I was a well-respected comrade
and was setting a good example of  leadership for comrades in the
party to follow (or words to that effect). I was invited to take tea
with him in his tent � a rare honour. I did try to explain the reason
for printing but he would have nothing of  it. He was enjoying his
own reason too much.

I was guilty at least once of  encouraging him to think that we
had workers� control at Euston Station. Aileen and Healy had gone
to Glasgow for a Scottish area meeting. I drove them to Euston
and found out that they would be coming back on the overnight
sleeper from Glasgow scheduled to arrive at 06.00 hours. The train
always arrived on the last platform nearest to Eversholt Street.
Between the platform and Eversholt Street was a very big indoor
warehouse area. When I went to Euston to pick them up I arranged
for one of  my friends to open the gates that led into Eversholt Street
so that I could park on the platform. I was shown the spot where
the sleepers were expected to stop. I parked the car and prearranged
for my mate, when he saw me approaching, to press the button to
open the great big gates. Aileen and Healy walked down the steps
from the sleeper to the car with its doors ready open. I drove slowly
towards the big wall of  the shed. Then the gates, which were the
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full height of  the warehouse, started to slide open and we sped out
into Eversholt Street. We turned right and across Euston Road, up
Gower Street and back to Clapham. I don�t think he spoke a word
all the way back. Aileen told me later that he had said something to
the effect that this incident was the party being recognised, and he
made sure that everyone heard his version of  the incident.

Clearly Healy was living in some kind of  parallel universe of
his own creation. There are many examples of  him needing to be
told what he wanted to hear, to read what he wanted to read, and
to see what he wanted to see. Reality on many occasions had to be
avoided. This does not mean that it was obvious to me at the time.
I only had flashes of  informed ideas that I soon rationalised away.

This question of  reality became part of  our lives. The worst
example that I experienced was to do with the �trucks�. We had five
of  these Ford Cargo trucks. Healy asked me to write a report on
their condition and present it to him the following day. My report
went something like this: one has just been serviced and the other
four are either in need of  a service or some repair or other. Aileen
came into the warehouse and told me to sit on the bench outside
the office and wait to be called in. I was duly summoned into the
office. He threw the truck report at me and asked: �What kind of
report is that?� I was told to go away and do another. I was mystified
as to what was wrong with it. Was it bad grammar or bad
punctuation? In the meantime, Aileen had taken him to his flat for
his afternoon nap. On her return she told me that the report was
wrong because it did not say what he wanted to hear. So I made
another report basically saying that all five trucks were roadworthy.
Later that afternoon when I took my report into him he said: �That�s
better. Why didn�t you do it right the first time?�

The problem in all such occasions was that we were left to deal
with the reality. It was the same when Healy wanted to buy another
web-offset press. He sent Aileen to get the statement from Dot of
the account that he would use for the purchase of  the press. When
he read it and realised that there were not sufficient funds to purchase
the press, all hell was let loose. In situations like this he was like a
wild man. He would shout and lash out with his hands and feet. In
the end he had to be given the balance he wanted to see.
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But to go back to the trucks. Now we had the problem of  getting
them repaired, without GH knowing. If  I had been caught I would
have been accused of  making a false report or using party funds for
repairs that did not need to be done, and being involved in some
fiddle or other. My problem was bad enough but Aileen�s and Dot�s
was a massive one when Healy�s secret getaway car was damaged.
Our Australian comrades had been asked to raise funds for a very
important security problem. This they did at great sacrifice. The
money either paid for, or went a long way to paying for, a new
BMW. The car was hidden away in an indoor parking lot, so that
the police would not recognise it when GH had to go into hiding to
lead the revolution � no doubt taking his escape fund with him.
Aileen or I or both of  us were sent to clean the car and turn over the
engine at regular intervals.

Around this time at an annual conference Healy moved that as
we were now in a pre-revolutionary situation, he was to take total
power and be responsible for the leadership of  the party. In this
situation all leadership had to be centralised through him.

He spent money as though there was no tomorrow. He was
convinced that the paper would be taking off  at a tremendous rate.
With this in mind he bought about 100 mopeds, to be used by the
branches to run around delivering papers and organising the
distribution. But to be allocated a bike proved very difficult. Any
comrade lucky enough to receive one could very easily have it taken
away from him or her, usually because the branch was failing to
meet its paper debts.

If  Healy wanted the circulation to increase Torrance would
increase branch orders by as much as 100 per day. One London
branch with a membership larger than average did a good job selling
its large quota of  papers. Over a period members were transferred
into other branches until the branch had half its original membership.
A request to reduce the paper quota was refused; in fact it was
increased. The debt for unsold papers grew astronomically as it did
in all the branches. Each week branches would receive a debt slip
for the party-building fund, membership subscriptions, and the
newspaper sales. Branches were running up debts of  hundreds of
pounds. Full-time workers would have money taken out of  their
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wage packets to help pay these debts. It reached the point that the
main concentration was on paying debts for previous papers and
not on actually selling papers. This was crippling to the branches
and was largely responsible for destroying many comrades.

To Torrance and Healy, the print run = circulation = money
expected in. At a conservative estimate I will say that less than 25
per cent of  the run was sold. Unsold papers were becoming a big
problem not only financially but storage-space-wise. I was
approached by Eric of  the Tottenham branch to help him out of  a
difficult situation at home. The pile of  unsold papers was creating a
problem between him and his Mum. I arranged to meet Eric at his
home with a transit van. The papers were in one of  the downstairs
rooms. Eric opened the door as far as he could and slipped in. It
was wall-to-wall, floor-to-ceiling parcels of  News Line. It took two
or three trips to a dump before the room was clear.

One particular Saturday our comrades really enjoyed themselves.
On the Friday night there was due to be a Fleet Street strike. We
were not involved so we could print. Torrance was out of  London
and Healy was out of  the country. Dot Gibson and I discussed
having an extended run on the Friday night. All the London branches
had to ring in their orders by 16.00 hours. The run was finalised
and rung through to Runcorn, where the papers were printed and
sent to London by train. All London branches were told to meet at
04.00 at Euston Station Red Star loading bay (my �office� at the
station). I had pre-warned the railway staff  and two tractors were
laid on to bring the papers from the platform. Each tractor had at
least three cages full of  papers. The whole loading bay was buzzing;
even the night staff  was excited by it all. Thirty thousand papers
were on the loading bay � there was no counting and parcelling
individual branch papers that night. The branches rushed the papers
into their areas in the bundles of  500 just as they had arrived. The
balance was taken back to the printshop. Wherever Torrance was
she must have heard how many papers Runcorn had been told to
print. She rang and said that she was rather worried.

The first indication that we were to have a good day was when
Peter from East London came into the yard and pushed twenty
pounds into my hand and went off  with papers. He said that a
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bookie had paid up front to have the papers in his betting shop. We
had racing in our sports pages so bookies were a good source of
sales. Two of  the branches had combined to sell papers at King�s
Cross Station. They set themselves up at two points with someone
taking money, another organising change and someone handing
out the papers. There was a constant queue at these points. Others
were walking around with bundles of  papers with a constant demand
from punters. This level of  activity was going on all over London.
The Clapham branch had arranged to meet at the tube station and
set up a stall. Sarah collected the branch papers but never arrived
with them because she sold out on her way to the tube. A constant
supply of  papers was being sent to these comrades. The mopeds
really came into their own that day, dashing in from the areas for
more papers and when we ran out at the Centre the mopeds were
used to transfer papers from areas that had a surplus to areas that
were short. At the end of  the day all the papers were sold. That
evening, the sales money was brought in to the Centre by the
bucketfull. No one can be blamed for suggesting that we had taken
part in an opportunist binge. I can rationalise it away by saying that
everyone enjoyed it and morale was high.

Healy was due back on the Sunday evening. I took the Granada
to Heathrow, found a nice convenient parking place in the multi-
storey car park, and then simply waited at the arrivals. Aileen took
over the driving for the return journey. As soon as we were on our
way he asked me to bring him up to date with events. I took a deep
breath and told him about the print strike. �Were we affected?� he
snapped. I told him that the only effect was that we were able to
increase our Saturday run of  the paper. �How many did we print?�
I answered 40,000, with 30,000 sent to London. There was a pause
and then he said: �Do you realise how much newsprint that would
have taken?� �We had enough and another delivery was due,� I
replied. He raved on about wasted paper. I assured him there was
no waste as we had sold all the papers. �How much money?� he
asked. �Still being counted,� I replied. I think the thought of  the
money calmed him down. When we arrived back at the Centre I
was told to hang around as he wanted to speak to me. Once again
I was in Healy�s office. Torrance and Mike Banda were there. I was
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asked to report how the decision to increase the print run had been
made. I explained that Dot and I had discussed it and contacted
the London branches, and told them to ring in their orders by 16.00
hours on the Friday. Dot and I took calls and Dot had tallied up the
total on the calculating machine, adding extra as a safety margin.
The resulting sales had vindicated this decision

No one asked how and where the sales were organised, or how
the papers were distributed around London. The prime questions
were how much money had we taken, and was it all in the Centre?
The atmosphere was quite amenable. Don�t ask me why, but I
suggested that this could be a good time to cancel all branch debts,
give the branches realistic quotas, reduce the run and avoid wasting
newsprint. The result was as you would expect. I was immediately
ridiculed by Healy and Torrance. It would reduce the sales of  our
paper and be an abdication of  revolutionary leadership. So the
equation, print run = sales = money in, continued. The branch debts
continued to rise; money was still being spent daily on wasted
newsprint � and this was enormous. Once again I was reduced to
being a social democrat and was reminded that �you can�t fight the
bourgeoisie with bourgeois ideology�.

Heathrow airport has a special file in my memory bank. I had to
deal with many awkward situations there and on a number of
occasions with Immigration. Once when comrades arrived from
Sri Lanka for an international conference in London, Immigration
would not let them in. They looked impoverished and carried
cardboard suitcases. It took me about eight hours to convince
Immigration that they were coming to a conference and would be
using the return half  of  their flight tickets.

One day we received a call from Immigration telling us that
two young men from Greece were being detained because they
would not tell them why they were coming to Britain. I was told
that if  they would say why they were coming to London they would
be let in. I said they were coming as delegates to the Young Socialists�
Annual Conference. The immigration officer said that if  they would
say this then all would be OK. One of  the two young comrades was
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put on to the phone so that I could explain, but I could not convince
him so I was told that they would be sent back on the next plane. It
was agreed they would wait until I arrived at Heathrow so that I
could have another try. Face to face I did convince them to �come
clean�. I explained to the officer that they were frightened to say
that they were coming to a political conference in case they were
locked up. I said that they did not realise that all regimes were not
like the one that they were used to (creep!). They were allowed in
and wished a nice stay.

Another occasion: �Norman, Alex wants you down in the
editorial. It�s something to do with Charlie and Immigration. They
won�t let him in.� This was in the early hours. �What�s up, Alex?�
He was in a right old two-and-eight. Charlie, who was responsible
for the Centre�s security, had rung to say he was being held by
Immigration. The problem was that he had been sent to Frankfurt
to buy a small but important piece of  surveillance equipment. The
officer had told him that if  he refused to tell them who employed
him in Britain he would not be allowed in. �What can we do?� says
our editor-in-chief  and member of  our Central  and Political
Committees. �Best if  you go over to Heathrow and get him out of
this mess,� says I. �Best if  you go. I have to be here in the morning
for the Political Committee,� says he.

On arrival at Heathrow I contacted Immigration and made an
appointment to meet the officer dealing with the case. I discussed
with him for a while but I realised that nothing I said would be able
to help. Charlie had to tell them who employed him. He obviously
had a problem with this. The officer said that he would have to be
sent back to Frankfurt on the next flight. I asked the officer if  it was
possible for me to see Charlie. He agreed and took me to a booth.
When Charlie came in we exchanged pleasantries and I told him to
ring as soon as he arrived in Frankfurt � I was sure something could
be worked out. We shook hands and said goodbye. I felt him press
a small object into my hand (it was a part for miniature surveillance).
I said: �Goodbye, mate,� left the booth and hoped that I would not
be searched. I made a point of  knocking on the officer�s door to
wish him goodnight. I was very relieved to be on my way back to
Clapham and waited until I was clear of  Heathrow before I stopped
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to ring in and inform Alex what had happened. I had to leave a
message as he had gone home to bed.

I suggested that someone should go out to Frankfurt with a
letter confirming who employed Charlie. This task fell to Aileen,
who successfully got Charlie back in. Very few knew what went on
that night � or any other night, if it came to that.

Another awkward assignment at Heathrow was when I had to
meet a group of  comrades coming from the USA. They did not
turn up in the arrivals terminal. I reported this to the Centre who
checked with the comrades in the States to see if they had caught
the flight. This was confirmed. I contacted Immigration and asked
if  they were holding them. I was told to wait at the information
desk. After ten or fifteen minutes an officer came up to me,
introduced himself, then proceeded to ask me my name, my
employer, and my address. I was told to stay in the arrivals area. I
sat down to wait and then noticed that one particular person had
passed me a number of  times in as many minutes. I amused myself
watching Immigration watching my every move. After ten hours I
was paged and asked to go to the information desk. I waited there
until my latest shadow, after a couple of  circuits, came up to me
and asked if  I was Mr Norman Harding. It�s at moments like this
when I can�t resist making some kind of  quip. I said: �If  I am not,
then you have been watching the wrong man for the last ten hours.�
He smiled and invited me to the office. The officer behind the desk
informed me that they were now satisfied that the reason given by
those held was genuine and if  I went back to the information desk
they would be escorted to me there.

It became accepted that if  anyone was to be taken to the airport
I had to do it, especially if  it was to get a cheap stand-by ticket to
New York. I was supposed to be some kind of  expert at this, and
knew all the wrinkles and what airlines went at what time.

Healy once sent for me. He said that Aileen had told him that I
had a good sense of  timing, so he had a special job for me to do.
Phil Sandford, an Australian comrade working on the paper, must
have upset Healy because he was sending him back to Australia.
Or so Phil thought. I was to take him to Heathrow and park on the
roof  of  the terminal car park. At this time we had two-way radios
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in the cars. At a prearranged time Aileen called me to tell me to
bring my passenger back. It was obvious that Phil was more than a
little disappointed and would sooner have been punished and sent
back home to Sydney.

One unhappy Heathrow pick-up was when I had to tell Aileen,
who had been out of  the country with Healy, that her father,
Comrade Bob Shaw, had died. I said I would drive back to Clapham
but Healy would not allow this and I got a torrent of  abuse for
telling Aileen. I should have told him, so he could tell her.

Jack Gale, my longstanding comrade from Leeds, had been sent
to Australia to work with the Editorial Board of  the Bulletin after a
long spell on the News Line. Celia had gone with him. Not long
after we received the news that Jack had terminal cancer. On a
journey back from Heathrow Healy turned round to talk to me. He
said: �You know Gale is only pretending to have cancer so that he
will not have to come back and take up his position on the News
Line.� This really did hurt. I said: �But John Troy [a doctor comrade
in Fremantle, Western Australia] has confirmed the diagnosis.� I
caught Aileen�s eyes in the rear mirror, telling me to say no more.

Some time later I picked Jack and Celia up at Heathrow when
he came home to spend the rest of  his time with Celia and his two
wonderful daughters, Ruth and Jill (Cathy, as she prefers to be
called). I had known the two girls all their lives and they still have a
special place in my life. Healy asked me what time Jack would be
back in Clapham, not so that he could be there to meet him, but to
avoid meeting him. From the day Jack arrived back in London to
the day he died in Leeds Healy did not go to see him once. When
he died I was sent to see Celia and find out what the arrangements
were. Jack had not wanted a funeral as such and he was taken from
the hospital to Lawnswood Crematorium, where he was slotted in
between funeral ceremonies. When I reported this to Healy he said:
�So Gale is robbing us of  a funeral.�

I was to chair the memorial meeting that was organised later.
Healy even asked me if  I thought he should go. I said he should.
But I could not understand why he asked me in the first place. It
was a well-attended meeting held in the Great Northern Hotel in
Wellington Street, Leeds. Jack was well remembered. But the
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contributions of  Healy and Mitchell should have choked them. They
had collaborated to get the Australian comrades to keep their eyes
on Jack, to keep him from the membership, and isolate him in the
editorial office. Jack�s transportation to Australia and the treatment
he received from Healy�s cohorts strengthened the opinion that an
unsigned document strongly criticising Healy found among Healy�s
papers much later was the work of  Jack Gale.

When Vanessa Redgrave was filming Bear Island Healy was part
of  her entourage. He left us to it while he went to Vancouver and
then sailed up the coast to the Arctic and into the frozen north
(maybe he had been told that there was gold in them there hills).
The difference with this trip was that after collecting them at the
airport, when we arrived back at the Centre I was presented with a
gift. It was a kitbag full of  Arctic clothing: a thick zipper jacket
with a hood, fully fur-lined. There were trousers, gloves and boots
to match. It was suggested that they would keep me warm when
working at night at Euston Station distributing the papers. They
also came in handy when I was trucking between Runcorn and
London. These outfits had been distributed to the cast and crew.
VR told me that the one I got was the one worn by Richard
Widmark. Thank you, Dicky.

The best Heathrow experiences were when I did not do the
picking up but was well involved with the build-up. One evening (it
must have been about 23.00 hours) I was sat drinking a pot of  tea,
minding my own business and at peace with the world. Healy was
in Libya so it had been quite calm for a few days. Then the telephone
rang. The voice on the other end said: �Is Norman Harding there?�
�Yes, speaking.� The voice continued: �Mr Healy and Mrs Jennings
will be arriving at Heathrow at about 02.00 hours. Will you please
have the car there waiting for them.� I was more than a little
suspicious. �Who is speaking, please?� I asked. �This is the pilot of
Colonel Gaddafi�s private jet.� �Oh yes,� I said. I must have sounded
a little apprehensive because the next voice I heard was that of
Aileen telling me that everything was OK. The pilot came back on.
I asked him where they were. He said 20,000 feet above Nice. He
said he would ring back to confirm.

I rang Heathrow and finally was able to speak to someone
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connected with air traffic control. I asked him about the plane that
was due in at about 02.00. He said: �Sorry sir, but there are no
planes due in at that hour tonight.� I corrected him and told him
the passengers were a Mr Healy and his secretary Mrs Jennings.
The plane was coming from Libya, it belonged to Colonel Gaddafi,
and it was due in at Terminal Two at 02.00 hours. I knew how this
must have sounded. Here he was, air traffic control, being told by
some wag on the phone that a plane was coming in, giving him the
terminal time and names of  passengers and who the plane belonged
to. �I will make enquiries and ring you back.� He rang back
immediately but he was only checking to see if  the telephone number
was genuine. Not long after the pilot rang again confirming the
time. He told me that Heathrow had tried to divert him to
Birmingham. The pilot had rejected this and told them that he was
coming to Heathrow. Then Aileen came on and said that Phil Penn
and Mitchell had to come to pick them up. Heathrow rang back
and said that they had spoken with the pilot. �And you told him to
go to Birmingham,� I said. �That is no good to us. It will have to be
Heathrow.� I knew that it had already been agreed with the pilot
that he would come to Heathrow. �Tell your driver that when he
arrives he will be directed on to the apron to make the transfer from
plane to car more efficient.�

Phil, who was in charge of  party vehicles, and Alex Mitchell
were now at the printshop. I gave Phil the message and off  they
went. I think it then struck me that was it possible that Heathrow
thought it was Dennis Healey, the Labour MP. Charlie and I went
round to the flats and waited for them to get back. Healy was full of
it. Apparently it looked as though they did think it was Dennis
Healey, for security was very tight. Phil and Alex thought that MI5
and MI6 were there in numbers. What a night that was.

Another very interesting telephone story happened one night
when I answered the phone and a voice said: �Is Norman there?�
My first thought was that someone had broken down. I said: �This
is Norman.� �It�s Ali here,� said the voice. The only Ali I knew used
to work with Tom Scott Robson in the film department and we
used to see each other every day. Ali was from Timbuktu in Mali
but I thought he was in Lebanon. �Are you still listening to Mickey
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Mouse music?� I then realised that it was him because this is what
he used call Western classical music.

I asked how he was and where he was ringing from. Apparently
he was in Beirut and had been out and about when bombing and
shelling had started. He had dived into an abandoned building and
taken refuge in the cellar. The place appeared to be an office and he
had picked up a telephone just to see if  there was a line. His words
were: �Bloody hell, I am hooked up.� He realised that it was the
middle of  the night in London but he thought he would try to get
through to the Centre. Both of  us were surprised. He told me that
the explosions were getting louder and he took the phone as near to
the door as possible so that I could hear the sound of  the bombs.
We talked for quite a long time about his friends and comrades in
London. Before leaving London Ali had given me a green plastic
folder with his personal papers, student pass and documents. He
had asked me to keep it safe for him. Ali said that he was not
absolutely sure why he had been sent to Lebanon, other than that
he had to take steps to open an office there. He told me to destroy
the contents of  the folder as he would not be needing it in future.
We wished each other good luck and he rang off. The only news
that I have had of  him since is that it was thought that he had made
his way to Greece.

The most profitable telephone story I have is when I discovered
that a public telephone near the Centre was linking up international
calls free of  charge. You can imagine just what a hammering we
gave it � calls to Australia, New Zealand, USA, Africa, and all
corners of  the globe. It was like the time when I received a call
from a comrade saying that he had come across a petrol pump that
would not stop until you put the nozzle back in place. It was one of
those that had to be fed with a pound or five-pound note. I got
every available driver to the Centre and we filled up every vehicle
that we could lay our hands on for a couple of  quid. Healy was not
sure that we had done the right thing when he was told the next
morning. He thought we might have been set up by the police. He
was paranoid about this kind of  thing.

Just before a petrol drivers� strike was due to start Healy told
me to make sure that we had a supply of  petrol on the premises.
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Before he set off  on a journey in the car petrol had to be stored in
the boot. Six cans were wrapped in sacking and placed in a cardboard
box with a funnel. The cans had screw on caps, and an appropriate
spanner was also placed in the box so that Aileen would have no
problem opening the cans. This was all under the instruction of
Healy. The car was a virtual bomb. It does not bear thinking about
what could have happened if  they had been involved in an accident.

Healy then extended the petrol policy into insisting that we had
petrol on the premises to make sure that we were never stranded. I
was instructed to get the petrol. I used one of  our Transit vans as a
cow. I filled it up and then siphoned the petrol into whatever
containers I could get hold of. I managed to get hold of  a supply of
jerry cans and then later about six barrels. If  there was a garage
with petrol within ten miles of  Clapham I would get to know about
it. The branches had petrol diviners on the lookout. About a week
into the strike we had at least a thousand gallons of  petrol stored
around the premises. The comrades were referring to me as Sheikh
Harding. I stank of  petrol, and because of  the siphoning my mouth
tasted like petrol, and my stomach thought I was drinking the stuff.
This episode, like many others, could have been considered as funny,
bizarre, tragic, or downright dangerous, not only to my health but
to the lives of  everyone working there. But my only consideration
was to keep the vehicles moving. And no doubt I was very pleased
when Healy said: �Well done, Comrade,� especially in front of  others.
If  anyone denies that this is true then I fear that they have missed
part of  the reason why we had to get rid of  him.

A number of  houses turned into flats overlooked our yard. Healy
noticed that an extractor fan had been installed outside one of  the
flat windows. We assumed it was the kitchen window. Charlie (head
of  security) and I had to work out how to get into the flat and
inspect the offending object. Healy had convinced himself  that it
was a directional microphone. We decided that breaking in was out
of  the question so we went round on the pretext of  apologising for
any inconvenience caused when we worked nights. The lady of  the
house offered us a cup of  tea, which we accepted. During the small
talk that followed Charlie asked if  he could use the toilet. This was
his chance to examine the object on the wall near the kitchen
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window. And, by jingo, it was an extractor fan!
The year that we had enough candidates in the general election

for us to be allowed television time, Corin Redgrave gave our election
address on TV. I found myself  responsible for the continuity and
the order of  printing of  all the election material and had to give a
report of  progress to the Political Committee every morning.
Comrades Dave Bruce and Tony Banda were the ones who dealt
with the technicalities of  the printing. When everything had been
printed and despatched to the areas I was able to report that the job
had been completed. Healy told the PC that without the organisation
and discipline of  the comrades in the warehouse, there would not
have been an election campaign. But it was the branches that had
to stick up the posters, distribute leaflets, address thousands of
envelopes and insert the manifesto. The comrades who deserved
an accolade were never mentioned: the ordinary branch members
who, on top of  the never-ending selling of  the paper every day and
all that went with it, were working all night and then going to their
jobs, sometimes to dangerous work on building sites, driving, etc.


