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BACK TO LEEDS

Immediately after Gerry Healy�s expulsion we faced a lot of internal
activity in the WRP concentrating desperately on trying to extract
ourselves from the debts that we had inherited. This involved selling
off  assets gained from the hard work and sacrifices of  our members.

The other side of  the coin was that those of  us who worked full
time at the centre gained freedom of  movement. No longer had we
to think up a reason that would be acceptable to GH to have a
weekend at home now and again. For one of  my early new-found
weekends I decided to get back to Leeds. I had known Pauline for
many years. She had been married to my brother, and in the years
after their separation our friendship had grown and I had got to
know her three children. So I rang Pauline and told her that I was
coming to Leeds and asked if  she would like to go out for a meal
on the Saturday night. She agreed, so I said: �Get on your best bib
and tucker, and we will go to the Old George at Garforth.�

In the past Pauline and I had enjoyed going dancing on the few
occasions possible. Now we would be able to do this more regularly.
My parents were now dead so when I visited I had to stay in the
spare room at Pauline�s home in Eastwood Crescent, Swarcliffe.
Whenever I came home we took the opportunity to get as many of
the family together as possible. One weekend that stands out was in
September 1986, just before I went to Australia. We all met in the
gardens at the back of  the Seacroft pub where we sampled the
landlord�s best bitter.

On my return from Australia in October 1986 I kept taking trips
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to Leeds, where my love and respect for Pauline deepened. My
comrades in London made sure that I was able to get home to
Leeds on a more regular basis. I was able to spend Christmas 1987
with my new family.

Those weekends were very precious for me. I felt that I was a
welcome visitor. I was always very pleased to see Pauline, and her
sons Malcolm, Graham and Steven and their children. I was always
especially pleased to see the boys� �little� sister, Debra.

In the past Debra used to come over in a flash from Eastwood
Crescent to see her Uncle Norman from London as soon as she
heard I had arrived at my mum�s flat in Brayton Grange. Now I
came to Leeds for the wedding of  my favourite little girl Debra to
Peter. The first thing I did in Leeds was to visit Pauline in hospital,
where she was recovering from quite a severe heart attack. The
doctors would not let her go to the wedding, even with a nurse in
attendance, so the only thing to do was to have a second reception
in the ward. The nurses became Pauline�s attendants and helped
her to dress and get ready for the reception. The hospital staff  were
tremendous and everyone in the ward was part of  the reception.

Then, on Easter Weekend 1988, after giving Pauline her breakfast
in bed in her room (oh yes, it was still separate rooms) I asked
Pauline to marry me. I had to wait 24 hours for my answer, but it
was a yes.

Now we had to start making plans for the wedding. The first
thing was to tell the family, starting with Pauline�s dear old mum,
who immediately wished us all the best. Then I met my brother
Keith in the Hope Inn on York Road, just up from where the old
Woodpecker had been. When I told him he was very pleased and
immediately got up from the table and rang Pauline to give her his
congratulations. We really wanted to get the youngsters all together
at one go but this was not possible, so we had to tell Debra separately
when she came to see us with precious baby Leoni.

Her response was to fly across the room, still clinging to Leoni,
to give her mother a big hug. We met Malcolm and Anne, Graham
and Dawn, Steven and Julie, in the Manston Pub, to tell them the
news. A week or two later I asked Pauline if  she would like to go to
Malta for two weeks before the wedding. Even though Pauline was



276  STAYING RED

more than a little nervous of  flying, she readily agreed. So we booked
a holiday at the Galaxy apartments at Sliema. When I told the lads
at one of  the many gatherings in the Whinmoor pub at Swarcliffe
that we were going for two weeks to Malta, Malcolm announced to
the whole pub that I was taking his mother on a dirty fortnight!

At this time I was still living in London at the flats in Clapham
High Street. Peter, Debra and Leoni came to London with Pauline
to have a few hours there before we went to Luton airport. Somehow
Comrade Dot found the time to come to the flat to get some food
ready.

At Luton airport the departure time kept getting pushed back.
Every time this happened Pauline got more and more nervous as
this was her first flying experience. But she conquered it, and stuck
it out until we finally boarded the plane. The first day in Malta I
made the mistake of  suggesting a walk along the seafront to St
Julian�s Bay, which was further than we thought. But she forgave
me, and at midnight on 3 June 1988, on the seafront at Sliema, I
put the ring on Pauline�s finger and we were officially engaged to be
married.

We brought the wedding date forward to Friday 5 August 1988.
It came at us quite fast. The rest of  the family had got over the
initial shock that this confirmed bachelor was to get married. I set
off  on the morning with Graham, Dawn and Ryan for the Register
Office in Graham�s car. Pauline thought Graham was going to take
her. But her four children had other ideas: a white Rolls Royce and
chauffeur had been booked and Debra went to Eastwood Crescent
to help her Mum get ready. Everyone who knows Pauline will
understand how she felt when she came out of  the door to step into
the Roller.

Natalie � Malcolm and Anne�s daughter � was her bridesmaid,
and her lifelong friend Olga was her matron of  honour. My comrade
and friend Geoff  Pilling was my best man. I had known Geoff
since he was a student at Leeds University, and then for the period
when I was in London.

Between the actual wedding and the wedding breakfast there
was an hour or two to kill, so we all stopped off  at the Railway Inn
at Rodley Bottom by the side of  the Canal. My family mixed with
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my friends who had come from London for the wedding. I remember
feeling quite proud of  the fact that my entire life was represented
there. Maybe my family were relieved that my comrades from
London were not wearing combat jackets and black berets, as
depicted in television�s �United Socialist Republic of  Tooting�. This
short interlude allowed everyone to get to know each other before
we moved on to the restaurant where we sat down to roast beef  and
Yorkshire pudding, with special arrangements for vegetarians. The
big difference between this reception and all others I had attended
was that it was mine and Pauline�s.

Telegrams and cards brought greetings from various points of
the planet, and many from my friends throughout Britain, including
the regulars at the Plough, opposite Clapham Common tube station.
Pauline made her first public speech when she thanked everyone
for attending. My ex-nephews and niece � who had now become
my stepsons and daughter � all demanded back pay for the pocket
money that I owed them. They had already asked me what I would
prefer their youngsters to call me. There was no competition with
the alternatives I was offered. It had to be Grandad Norman. I now

Signing the register. Best man Geoff Pilling on the left and matron of
honour Olga Patterson
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have seven grandchildren: Kirk, Michael, Natalie, Jonathan, Ryan,
Scott, and Leoni.

Following the reception, Pauline and I, along with close family,
went to take Pauline�s Mum her wedding meal and cake. After
spending a short time with her we went back to the Griffin Hotel in
Boar Lane, close to the Railway Station and Leeds City Square for
a get-together with a number of  other friends and the London guests
before they set off  home.

The next morning we went to London. Comrades John and
Bob Archer picked us up from our hotel to have a second reception
with our London friends and comrades in the social club at the
Lambeth Town Hall. There were comrades from many organisations
there: old members, new members, non-members. It was a very
exciting evening. Pauline only knew one or two people, but if  I was
not around Dot was always close at hand. We received many
wonderful gifts. A few comrades put together and bought us a JVC
ghettoblaster with detachable speakers which is still in regular use.
There was a big surprise for us when John and Rayleen Troy, from
Fremantle, Western Australia, walked through the door. They were
on their way back to Australia after visiting family in Greece.

All the family assembled for the wedding photo
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After the reception we were put into a taxi and sent off  to our
London hotel on Bayswater Road opposite Hyde Park. On the
Sunday morning we took a walk in Hyde Park and fed the ducks.
Later we met Dot and spent some time with her. Going through
this routine again on the Monday morning, we sat on a bench by
the side of  the lake. Looking up I was amazed to see � of  all people
� Gerry Healy walking towards us. Pauline�s camera was the
handiest so I took a photograph of  him as he approached. He looked
at me, shouting for Corinna Lotz, who was with him. He passed
by, and that was the last time I ever saw him. Amen. I gave Dot the
picture.

That night, courtesy of  Doria and Geoff  Pilling, we went to see
Les Miserables in the West End. Then on Tuesday morning our good
friend and comrade Les Ford came to spend the day with us. He
later helped us with the luggage to Euston Station where we set off
for Manchester where we were to spend the night at Bob Myers�
house before leaving the next day for our honeymoon in the south
of  France.

The first day there we walked along the front. It was hot. We
came to a tower with a sign giving the temperature, over 100 degrees.

The second reception in London
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Pauline developed heat stroke and as soon as we got back to the
hotel she had to lie down. The hotel was on the front, and that is all
you can say about it. The electric sockets were falling off  the wall,
the room was miserable and the view from the window was a brick
wall. The whole place was unwelcoming and unfriendly. To be
unwell in a place like that must have been ten times worse for Pauline.
We went out again but she lasted about fifteen minutes before I had
to help her back to the dump. On the third or fourth day Pauline
told me to go out and take some photographs so she would be able
to see where she was supposed to have been.

In the evening I went out for a few hours, leaving Pauline with
water, food, a rifle and five rounds. I was sat at a table outside a
café with a family from Huddersfield at the next table. We got
talking, as you do, and after a while they asked me if  I was on my
own. I told them no, and that my wife was poorly, back at the hotel.
Oh dear, they said, hope she gets better soon. I said: �Thank you,
but it�s a lousy way to spend your honeymoon.� �Waiter, give that
man a pint,� was the reply, and that wasn�t the last. Nice people.

At last the day to go home arrived. I had arranged for Alan and
Iris to pick us up from Manchester Airport to take us back to our
home in Swarcliffe � a welcome sight, especially for Pauline. By
1988, 40 Eastwood Crescent had been home to Pauline for 22 years
and the boys had lived most of  their life there. Debra was born
there and lived there with her mum until she was eighteen. We
soon sorted out the few domestic appliances I had brought from
London and Pauline got to work (and is still working) on the bad
habits that I had collected during my bachelorhood.

Pauline�s Mum died on 14 October 1989, after a spell in hospital
and then in a nursing home in Bingley. She had spent most of  her
adult life in service, working in rich people�s houses. As a little girl
she had lived with her mum and dad, who was a farm labourer in a
village near Scarborough called Hutton Bushell. Pauline had lost
her father when she was just a child, so was brought up in difficult
circumstances by her mother. We arranged for someone to come
and clear the flat. I had to be there as Pauline could not face it. The
most I could get for the life-long belongings of  a 90-year-old lady, a
lady who had known nothing but a struggle for existence all her
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life, was £15. For me this was the final act of  exploitation by this
lousy rotten economic system of someone who had lived a hard
and honest life.

I started to develop unknown skills, such as tiling and collecting
lengths of  two-by-two timber and anything else that wasn�t screwed
down. No skip in the area was safe. With some of  this timber I built
a gazebo in the corner of  the back garden. The amazing thing was
that it stood up, defying the law of  gravity. Then Graham built a
greenhouse in the back garden (Crystal Palace Mark II), four metres
long and two metres wide. I became a very keen gardener. I put in
a fishpond with a little rustic bridge over one end. The rest of  the
back garden was taken up with vegetables and the front garden was
dedicated to flowers. The following summer I collected four firsts
and three seconds at local flower shows. I also received second
prize at the Leeds Flower Show at Roundhay Park for my Coleus
plant, not grown for its insignificant flower, which is nipped off  to
help the multi-coloured leaves develop.

Our summer holidays were mainly staying at Clare and Charlie�s
caravan at Whitstable, in Kent. These were very pleasant holidays.
Pauline and I are very fond of  Whitstable, especially the beautiful
sunsets that can be viewed from the edge of  the beach. Scores of
yachts and boats are moored close together on one section of  the
beach. The tall masts stand silhouetted against the sunset sky with
the long lengths of  metal sail-stays stretching down the masts, each
one giving a different note as the stays hit the masts in the wind.
Drinking a pint in the garden of  the yacht club overlooking this
scene � that is Whitstable. The sunset, the twanging wires, pebbles
being walked on, oysters, cockles, and not forgetting the pint, could
all be put to music. No doubt they already have. Thanks Clare,
Charlie, for giving Pauline and me, along with some of  our friends,
the chance to enjoy this.

We have also been able to have four relaxing long-stay winter
holidays in Malta. We made friends with a Maltese family as well
as Dorothy and Ray from Bolton (Lancashire) and Irene and Wilf
from Herne Bay (Kent), with whom we are still in close contact.
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On the second of  our long stays Pauline won two weeks�
accommodation for four at the Santa Maria, St. Paul�s Bay, where
we were staying. Debra and Leoni shared this with us.

Leoni was still a baby when I married Pauline. Debra and Peter
lived at Garforth. Both were working, so I gladly took on the job of
going there every morning, letting them get off  to work and then
getting Leoni up. I will never forget the times when I went upstairs
to her room; as soon as she saw me she would smile and raise her
arms to be picked up. I would change her, wash and dress her, and
feed her. When all that was finished I would put her in her carrycot
and take her home to Nanna, who was only too pleased to take
over. This routine went on for quite a long time.

I treasured the memories of  being with my nephews in earlier
years, and especially the times that I was able to take them on
holiday, just as Pauline and I now enjoyed having Leoni around,
watching her grow during that early period of  her young life. When
she started nursery, I would take her and bring her back home for
Debra to collect her after work.

About 1994 I noticed that taking a decision, no matter how tiny,
would start to bring on panic attacks and these became worse.
Isolation either in bed or in a corner would be the order of  the day.
Bursting into tears became a regular occurrence. As I became worse,
Pauline recognised the need for medical advice and sent for the
doctor, who prescribed medication and shortly after decided that I
needed specialist advice. A psychiatrist came to see me and I told
him the whole story. After a couple of  consultations he said that
my breakdown was tied up with the time I had spent in London,
and that guilt played a strong part in it.

During this period Pauline had to help to get me through it. She
had the correct attitude � not simply telling me to pull myself
together. Our good friend and comrade John Davies, who  lived in
Leeds at the time, kept close contact with Pauline, as did Dot from
London. Pauline had only to to phone John when things were bad
for him to come straight over to see me. Pauline thinks of  John as
her rock during those twelve months when it was bad.
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Events at this time had made it necessary for Debra and Leoni
to come and live with Pauline and me in Eastwood Crescent, using
the small bedroom. I dreaded the time for them to get up in a
morning. The conditions they were living in were the ingredients
for  little differences between Debra and Leoni in their hurry to get
ready. I was always relieved when for some reason or other they
were out and we were on our own. Feeling like this about two of
the people that I love most in the world added more guilt. John
rang the council office and explained the overcrowding in the house
and my medical situation. This was backed up by the psychiatrist
and my doctor. A few days late we had a visit from a social worker
who agreed the conditions were not good enough. That same day
Debra and Leoni were offered a beautiful council house in Garforth.
It had well-kept gardens front and back, and it was in a nice quiet
cul-de-sac.

I was told that when I came out the other side of  my breakdown
and my chemical balance was restored I would be better than when
I went into it. At the time this was hard to believe but the medics
were right. Meanwhile back in Eastwood Crescent we had to
consider the fact that it was getting more and more difficult to keep
up with the cleaning etc. Pauline�s arthritis was getting worse and
mine was starting to develop, and the pair of  us had heart problems,
making the steps more of  an obstacle. We started making enquiries
about transfer to a council bungalow but, as expected, the waiting
lists were enormous. Then out of  the blue we received an offer of  a
bungalow in Micklefield, an ex-mining village on the outskirts of
Leeds. We went to view it and found a bungalow with a front, back
and side garden overgrown to waist height. Mounds of  cinders from
the coal fires were in turn overgrown. The inside was damp and
cold and it needed a lot doing to it after standing empty for many
months.

Nobody wanted it, so that was how we came to get the offer.
We struck a verbal agreement with the housing department that if
I tackled the gardens, they would give the interior a thorough
overhaul and put up fences where needed. They wanted to get
someone to live there to get it off  their lists. The housing office did
their bit and now five years later the garden is unrecognisable. We
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are still receiving compliments from the old Mickiers who say we
have made a large contribution to the appearance of  the area.

The initial clearing could not have been done without the
assistance of  the children in Churchville. We had as many as ten
youngsters beavering away taking down overgrown hedges, levelling,
getting rid of  rubbish, and many a good evening burning the rubbish.
It has now been turned into a little park with evergreens, bushes
and bedding plants all in raised beds, a fifteen-by-eight-foot shed, a
summer house with double glazing and leaded windows, and a patio
made of  the slates that came off  the roof  when the council replaced
it. The whole project has been based as far as possible on recycling.
The children in the area show a great respect for the garden; after
all, they helped to create it. The potential we saw when we first
moved in is now closer to being realised.

I do what I can to help improve living conditions in the village.
I helped to start the Micklefield Residents� and Tenants� Association,
of  which I am chairperson. Along with our secretary Pam, I am a

I found myself campaigning for a safe children�s play area
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representative to the Leeds Federation. Back where I started, so to
speak.

The nicest thing to happen to us since we came to Micklefield
must be Debra�s marriage to Colin Beeks. On the morning of  the
wedding the bride, bridesmaids, and the bride�s mother were all in
our little bungalow having their hair done. What a morning! It was
like feeding time at the zoo � what a racket. Certainly no place for
a mere male to be. This was a very wonderful weekend as most

Speaking at a Leeds Tenants� Federation meeting, 2004
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people stayed overnight at the hotel where the wedding took place.
A good time was had by all, and Pauline and I were kept very busy
getting to know our new friends and relatives.

Over the last period I have made many friends and associates
through the Residents� and Tenants� Association and through being
a reader mentor at the school. This activity enables me to put into
perspective my politics and to understand more and more how other
members of  the community think about the society we live in. This
comes out in casual discussion and does not need to be provoked
by a sharply pointed political statement.

There is a family in Micklefield with whom I have a close relation
because of  my work at the local school. The mother is an active
Christian who encourages her children to be the same. I feel that I
am closer to these people when it comes to our aspirations than I
am to those atheists who only turn their attention to opposing
religion. When the time comes for the present capitalist system to
enter a process of  rapid change, it will involve countless millions of
people. Being an evolutionist will not be a precondition to participate
in what will be the most important change in social relations since
humans started to live together in groups.

The problems in this world are not caused by religion, but have
their origin in the very nature of  society. Religion goes through
changes, reflecting changes developing in social relations and culture,
which happen in accordance with developments in the productive
forces; throughout history these have established the relationship
between humanity and nature.

It is very important to understand the development of  life that
has taken place throughout history. This will help us understand
the developments taking place at this very moment. Failure to try
to understand current tasks from this historical standpoint is surely
one of the sources of political sectarianism and its twin,
opportunism.

Let me give an example. At the moment of  writing US and
British forces are waging war on Iraq. The �experts� of  both left and
right are trying to understand the situation by examining which
political faction is for or against Saddam, who will help the west to
get control of  the oil, etc. But a far deeper perspective is needed.
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The Iraqi and Kurdish peoples living in the land of  the Tigris and
Euphrates, where civilisation was born, are suffering genocide at
the hands of  a new barbarism. This genocide is not simply the
product of  this or that dictator, to be stopped by this or that faction,
but the product of the global capital system in the throes of its
structural crisis. The capitalist system, through its leading
personifications in US business and politics, supported, maintained
and armed the regime of  Saddam Hussein, which in turn butchered
and tortured countless thousands of  men, women and children.
Now they proceed to butcher thousands by their own hands, because
this latest phase of  US capital�s need for world domination requires
the direct control of Iraq and the Middle East. The plight of the
Iraqi and Kurdish people sends this signal to all the peoples of  the
world. These people needed, as a life-and-death matter, the
overthrow of  Saddam�s rule. But that was their task and no one
else�s. Only the establishment of  a socialist, democratic Iraq and
Kurdistan can offer them a future. The US juggernaut is rolling
over them precisely in order to establish a world order which can
prevent the peoples of  the world from achieving socialism and
preserving their future. Thus the Iraqi and Kurdish peoples are
paying a terrible price for the fact that the re-founding of  an
internationalist working-class socialist movement still lags behind
in the pressing task of organising against and confronting globalised
capital.


