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LONDON AND BAGHDAD

For a little light relief  I will now relate an incident which � with the
comfort of  distance � can be regarded as humorous. Dave Bruce
and I were given the job of  taking a vanload of  rubbish to the dump.
Now, even jobs like these were a welcome break from the pressures
of  the Centre. Among this rubbish was Healy�s old kettle that Aileen
had decided to get rid of  it as it was faulty. On our return Aileen
told us that Healy was in a vicious temper because she had thrown
out the old kettle. He wanted it back so that it could be repaired.
We knew what could develop when he was in one of  these tempers,
so we went back to the dump and to the skip that we had put the
rubbish in. Much to the amusement of  the council worker in charge,
Dave and I climbed on to the skip and simulated our previous
throwing action, and estimated projection using objects of  a similar
weight. We would throw and then wade up to our shins in rubbish
and search the area where the missile landed until we finally found
the kettle. We returned having completed another successful mission.
A few days later Aileen bought a new kettle anyway.

Whenever things did not appear as Healy thought they should,
it would put him into a complete panic and rage. On one of  these
occasions Comrade Dot was on the receiving end of  one of  his
worst physical attacks. He kicked her so viciously on her legs that
ulcers developed on her shins. I had to take her to the hospital to
receive treatment over a period of  weeks. Dot insisted � and others,
including me, agreed � that Healy should not be told of  the damage
he had done because it would upset him. He had to be protected
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from this kind of  pressure. We had to sneak out secretly to make
the trips to the hospital. On another occasion he caused permanent
damage when he struck Aileen over the back with a chair. He
constantly physically abused comrades and, as I found out later,
there were other forms of  abuse going on. I will deal with this in a
later chapter.

Moving back a few years, a US establishment dissident,
disillusioned in some kind of  way, decided to expose a number of
CIA agents in London. He sent their names and addresses to the
London offices of  the national dailies, including the News Line. A
CIA agent called John Ford lived in the Muswell Hill area and
worked at the American Embassy. A job was given to longtime
party member and journalist Comrade John Spencer and me: John
was to be the cameraman and I was to confront Ford. Our plan was
to drive over to arrive at 07.00 hours, park a little way down the
street, and wait for him to come out. There was quite a long garden
path between his front door and the gate, making it easy for us to
time our confrontation. Ford came out of  the front door with two
young children; he was obviously going to drop them off  at school.
He came through the gate and approached his car. As he put the
key into the lock I said: �Hello, are you John Ford?� His response
was to send his children back to the house. He then faced us and
said yes. I asked him if  he was John Ford, CIA. He asked who we
were. I told him that we only wanted to take his photograph. By
this time John had taken a number of  frames. Our CIA agent then
asked if  we would like to take a photograph of  him with his hat on.
He opened the car door and bent inside � at that moment I was
convinced that both John and I were about to become tomorrow�s
front page. He straightened up, holding a black Russian woollen
hat which he placed on his head and posed. We were the only paper
to succeed in getting a result.

John and I took part in another mission in December 1980. We
were sent to Baghdad as guests of  the ruling Ba�ath Party in Iraq.
The official invitation was to attend a conference held under the
auspices of  the Ministry of  Agriculture. We were to be there for
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seven days. The first panic was that my passport had expired and I
had little time to get it renewed.

I had often had to get passports and visas for comrades under
very difficult situations involving shortage of  time and security
difficulties. On one occasion a comrade had been refused an
American entry visa on a technicality. He was out of  the country at
the time so I had to go to the American Embassy and sort it out. I
had to get the visa that afternoon or the trip would have to be
cancelled. Another sacking job. Succeeded.

I arranged my passport in record time: I started on the Friday
afternoon and by Monday dinnertime I had a new passport (offices
were closed Saturday and Sunday) and a visa from the Iraqi
Embassy. We were on the plane that evening.

We were met at the airport and all formalities were waived. We
found ourselves being ushered into the VIP lounge and introduced
to our interpreter, guide and government representative who was to
be the key to many a locked door. On at least one occasion we were
granted interviews on our own while the rest of  the delegations
had theirs en bloc. For some reason our importance had been
exaggerated. Each delegation made a speech of  greetings to the
first session of  the conference. I remember the East German delegate
referring to the farming machinery that they had contributed. Other
delegations made contributions of a similar ilk. The contribution
that John and I had discussed and prepared did not, and could not,
have any reference to any material contribution we had made to
the people of  Iraq. Not even paper clips. John spoke of  our support
for the struggle of  oppressed people all over the world and of  our
solidarity with all those in struggle against imperialism, and received
a good reception. John�s contribution was reported on Iraqi TV, so
when we returned to the hotel for dinner we were received very
warmly and genuinely by the other residents.

I remember that when anyone mentioned Saddam Hussein the
conference rose smartly to its feet and applauded with extreme
enthusiasm. On one of  the evenings all the delegations went to a
banquet hosted by the Ministry of  Agriculture in a beautiful ancient
hall with lots of  atmosphere. There was a bottle of  whisky for every
four people which was immediately replaced when empty. I have to
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say that both John and I showed great discipline and avoided getting
into the state many of  the other delegations.

Next to me was a delegate from East Germany. Before he
became a babbling wreck his political contribution to me was to
encourage us to support Maggie Thatcher as this was the best way
to bring East and West together. I told him that to support Thatcher
would be betraying the working class. His reply was: �You do not
understand internationalism. Everyone has to make sacrifices to
safeguard the Communist Bloc.� Very soon after that he introduced
his head to the tablecloth.

On another occasion we were having a discussion through an
interpreter with a Polish trade union delegation. At one stage of
the discussion I asked them if  they were aware that Stalin had
executed the majority of  the Central Committee of  the Polish
Communist Party. The answer was that that they were aware of
this. I think it was the Ba�ath Party guide who decided that it was
time for the Polish delegation to go elsewhere.

On a trip to an agricultural and farm college we were greeted by
the Iraqi equivalent of  the Young Pioneers, who lined up and clapped
us in. John and I had to look very intelligently at the prize bull and
other animals paraded before us. A car took us one evening to the
embankment of  the river Euphrates in Baghdad where we were
shown the famous monument of  Scheherezade with her ladies in
waiting at her feet. The night scene with the lights of  the mosques
and buildings reflecting in the river was very impressive.

The highlight of  the whole trip was a visit to Babylon, where
we were taken round the excavations. We saw the streets and houses,
and remains of  temples. But the star of  the tour was the statue of
the Babylonian Lion straddling a human victim, surrounded by an
iron fence. As a kind of  symbolic insult, a discarded Coca-Cola tin
lay inside the fence.

One morning, between breakfast and being picked up by car, a
peasant leader at the conference came to see us at the hotel. He
wanted to have a chat. I think it was as a result of  John�s contribution
at the conference. The most interesting thing he had to say was that
�one day poor peasant and poor Jew would fight side by side against
rich peasant and rich Jew�. He added that he felt we were the only
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two he could say this to. He shook our hands and wished us well
with a firm, warm handshake. We returned his good wishes. The
Polish delegation sought John and me out before leaving and simply
said: �Keep fighting.� It was a very friendly farewell.

Our last activity was a visit with the rest of  the delegations to
the Palace for a banquet and personal introduction to Saddam
Hussein. We were asked to stay for a further two weeks. We both
declined the offer, though a chance to see more of this ancient culture
was very tempting. But we were needed elsewhere.

The WRP of Healy did some terrible things. One of  the worst aspects
was its uncritical relationship with some Arab nationalist leaders.
Healy wanted photographs taken for Saddam Hussein�s regime of
demonstrating Iraqi trade unionists in London. An  Iraqi trade
unionist who appeared on the platform of  a national meeting in
Sheffield of  our All Trades Union Alliance was arrested on return
to Iraq, and vanished.

Archeological digs at Babylon, the highlight of my trip


