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SATURDAY, 24 JULY 71
BRIGHTON
THE COP ISSUE.ccsoses
A good week, what with the Broughton busts & everything for taking a look at
the friendly neighborhood fuzz & what they do, why they do it, how it affects
us & them & what the fuck are we going to DO about it all.....

CHICKEN LITTLE, CHICKEN LITTLE.....THE SKY IS FALLING.....

Omens of fire, omens of fire

where do you sleep when your house is a pyre?
Where do you eat & where can you run

When visions of evil

Have sickened the sun

& who will you turn to

& who will you trust

when you cannot distinguish

the crook from the just .

& you pray in confusion for fire from the sun
to wipe out the difference

make everything one

Cinders.

Which is about the worst that it cmn be,as one letter to Attila (Alice Acid)
this week shows.

As the system stands now.....police,courts, prisons, solicitors, judges &
all the carousel that laughing passes for justice....nobody henefits.

The crime rate, whether penalfies are lowered or raised, continues to rise,
As we, rats in some cosmic experiment, continue to get more & more crowded
onto our islands it looks like getting even worse. With nothing being done
except building more prisons, hiring more cops, appointing more judges,
replacing all the glass with shatterproof windows, designing a maximum
security society in which everyone (those few who are not already) will soon
be inside.

‘Or is it outdide? Or is it in?

If T ever knew I've lost the way.....% the men in blue (English coppers are
80 much nicer than American coppers) don’t seem to know either. Their
service ribbons are bright, their medals polished & their heads are empty
except of the rules, mind how you go, evenin' all, & other juicy bits

from 1930’s detective novels when the cops were the good guys & it‘§n§

all simple & straight. Bulldog Drummond, we neeeeeeeeed you.

The cops & the soldiers belong to the same vast governmental union of the
TRASHMEN, that branch of society which goes along with a pan & broom
sweeping up the shit that the rest of us (&them in their civvies) leave
behind, O0.K.....cleaning up horseshit is an easy job when there's only
four horses on the road. But what when there are four hundred, four thou-
sand, four hundred billion? What does it mean when a country, Greece,

has an adult male population of whom nearly fifty percent are either police
or soldiers? Quis, indeed, custodiet CUSt0dieS.ecesesceaccsacsccosaseccoone




UN

100

CHEAP VAN GOING....

Jimmy Anderson, BioDynamic farmer at BUSSES FARM near EAST GRINSTEAD has got
a Bedford Utilabrake going. The offside rear brake pipe has gone, the body-
work is a-bit rusty, otherwise o.k. good tyres, 10 pounds + roadtax

value to September. Tel 0342-21749, - 4
§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§G§§§§§§§§§§

THE RETURN OF OUR COMMUNE COUNTRY COUSIN...

Last week I explained why I felt that COMMUNES provided the only logical
and practical answer to the hang-ups of straight siciety---though that
doesn’t mean that all communards have completely contracted out.

There are basically three types of COMMUNES: work communes, living communez,
and full. communes. In a work commune the members live more/less as a
village community and work together. It is really more of a co-operative
than a commune as everyone has separate living accomodation and only shares
a few facilities.

Living Communes are mainly an urban thing....everyone lives together, but
retains his own job in straight society.

Full communcs are what they sound----members both work and live together.

For the purposes of gencral discussion, I will stick to living and full
communes as these are usually the most attractive to prospective members.
Future articles---written by whoever has something to say---will (I hope)
cover persohal views of commupal life and problems such as privacy, possess-
ions and potentially destructive influencesﬂ If anyone with first-hand
knowledge would like to share it, either contact me or drop a note to
ATTDLA, c¢/o UNICORN, Mike Scott. (A future issue/issues of ATTILA will

be devoted entirely to this subject, Suggestions/articles etc., wanted,)

§585559555855885558855555555585555555585555855555566556555555665565655585655

RICE...

There are 7 cereals---oats, wheat, millet, corn, barley, rye and rice.
Rice is the staple food of % the world and has been worshipped as the
greatest of all foods.

Whole brown rice has 7 layers, containing all the fats, minerals, proteins,
and vitamins essential to hecalth whilst the centre contains starches and
carbohydrates. It is one of the most easily digested of all foods.

Good rice will keep for thousanda of years and will still sprout, This

is the power of cereals....the grain is both the seed and the fruit of the
plant in one unending cycle, and when we eat cereals we receive this power,

Rice can be cooked hard or soft, can be used ground or whole., It is
infinitely variable and invariably delicious. & ORGANICALLY-GROWN Rice
is even better than the usual non-organic kind.

(For cooking directions, kecepreading.)
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(RICE & HOU TO COOK IT=)

To Cook for a Main Course...

Rinse the rice and measure by the cupfull 1nto the heaviest pot that you
have. Add from 1# to 2 parts -of water, and add salt to taste. (Try + Tecas.
per cup of rice.) Bring to the boil, cover with a tlphtly fitting 1id,
and simmer gently without s 1rryng untnl all the water is absorbed and
the bobtom of the pot is dry\or even slightly burnt. Uhen cooking for
many pcople use a smaller pro Qggéon of water to rice.

TN

Rice is delicious:
Vith traditional Tamari Soy Sauce. Add~3 Feas. per cup instead of salt,

With beans, such: as aduki bcans or chick peas. Soak the beans overnight
amd—boil for 15 punutes before adding the rice and cooking as above.

with cbesnuts Soak overnight & cook the same as with heans,

With roasted scsamc secds: ¥

With one umeboshi plum per cup of rice.

Rice can be used in pies, croquettes, casseroles, rice balls & bread,
as a porridge, ground up as a cream, fried, deep-fried, or dry-roasted.

Roasted Rice is Vietcong combat rations---o compact concentrated: food

that necds no further cooking and is the source of great agility and

energy. To make it=:

Wash rice and roast a cupful or two ina dry frying pan over a medium flame.
Keep the rice moving till it turns brown, gives off a nutty smell, and begins
to pop. Add a dash of soy sauce and cook a minute or two more., Fill your
pockets and climb a mountain.

Ricc is only one of the 7 ceredls. Iach can be prepared and eaten in

many different ways. It seems a good idca to eat and prepare our own
English cereals a lot....but rice is really special, and is, byt the way,
soon to be cultivated here in Englaond.
§555855559555506855565538855856555655556555555555553505535585530555665580°%
FUTURE ISSUES===

Next week’s issue of ATTILA will hopefully complete the COP issue, The

week after, food. FOOD!,
§555555655506550566555555 350053565,58555605555555533859365606535 35355595555

FAMILY THINGS, ..

If anyone is into helplng 0.A.P.?’s it might be a good idea to try to
colkect food, money, clothlng or whatever. Nearly every winter roughly
20,000 0.A,P,s die of COLD & HUNGER becguse they don’t receive enough
money from the state., If the State can’t help them, then we, the people,
ought to...after all, they are our-parents & our grandparents.

Anyone 1nterested contqct Mlke Clark at OPEN or UNICORN.
$55566 nane e AR AR
I3 30554 223 3

CHICKS UANTED...l or 2 to share house & garden for 1 week near Level. At
number 5&, Elm Grove, If no answer 1eave a note for CHARLIE,

OGO R RS RBASANEAANAAAL R A O AAAAC AN Rp S ARAARARANAS AR fenannnaA
G55558558655585565583655460 G55655500585505555538855356 FRIVILIVIVVERVDBERY
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A WORD TO THE WISE & OTHER HOMELY FOLK WISDOM.... s
A Guruadina Editorial today suggests a comparison between the Tasaday
primitives recently discovered in the Philippines and the- Hippies.
" The writer says that the '"simpke savages'" had at least the brains
. to cut out and go back to the jungle, it being a good place for the
non-conformist to hide. As those people rash enough to be caught in
Genarilissimo Franco’s holiday paradise of Ibiza learned this week such
hidey-holes as the jungle provides can be a real help. The obvious
moral being that if you want -to survive you either conform publicly, P
the great English middle-class habit of public virtue, private ciousness
or you find yourself a jungle. .

They’re getting feﬁ, now, ‘They’re getting far.

5886855585 55555855885555588555558555555585585555558555558555555885555685566655

COPY & THE PERFECT PALPITATION OF THE EBULLIENT EDITOR.....
I dig typed copy best. .
§588888855555555855555555555688858555555555585555555658665655655555588555556

MISTER, CAN YOU SPARE AN AFTERNOON?

Interesting if someone with plenty of spare time sat opposite John Street
car park for a week & noted down the number 'of every car that went in or
out. At the end of it, after eliminating.the cars that were obviously
casual visitors, & after taking the frequency of the rest he should have

a pretty good idea of every plain-clothes car operating. Even easier would
be to do the job with tinoculars from the Art College. “

& thus Yhite Pawn to Q-R2.
5955555558555 5555555555555855555558555555585555555555555558555555555655855585

.FANCY THAT DEPT.

Dear ATTILA the un

when I was tripping the other day I RISCOVERED ALL THE ANSWERS to the
besotting evils of the world; namely why everything is built to hassle you
into doing what the pigs want and notcaringa fuck for you.

me and my friend SYKES say categorioally it must NOT BEEEEEEEEE 7& also
where is all the dope Brighton is supposed to be famous for? ]

Finally let me say that YOUR magazine is fucking far out and my FRIEND sykes i
says so too so print this letter and make a lot of bread cos our word is
law and what we say counts.....piece/peice/peace and love from me and my
FRIEND sykes, flowers, Andy the Head : &

Dear ATTILA the Hun

this is Sykes speaking and i have jus read my friends ANDYS letter to you and .
i just want to say that everything he said is absolutely true from me as well

cos we were both into the same trip and it was REALLY fucking far out like

he says and we wish you all the best in the future cos the past has been

fucking shity and whatwitliallthe hassels from the STRAIGHTS IN THIS TOWN its
REALLY difficult to get it on and enjoy yourself like all gods children

should while the sunshines and the sea booms

(continued)
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(fancy that cont.)
algo i thought your report of the GLASTONBURY BANG was good also cos me and
my friend ANDY was REALLY into that scene and nearly astralsed three or
five times and the acid that was going around was Al brand and freaked us
out completely, basically because we don’t go for that spiritual shit too
often but when we did we saw it all as peace and love
IT WAS A REAL GAZZZZZ72222222222222272222222222222222227 yes! 1188
Well thats all for now while we wait for the man with some Paki Black, yes,
its all in the bag here.
people can crash here with US any time they want and thats no hype is it??
beads. Sykes (as was Arthur White of London)
ps if you ever get.stuck or busted for writters just call on me and my
FRIEND ANDY who will be only to glad to obliged cos were good arn’t we.
GET IT ON. SYKES (the dike) Andy. (Not true) Sykes.
§8555558555555555885555555555558558555558588588558655555558858§¢ 5636 3555588

CRASH PADS. .40

' Seriously tho, you're doing a shitty job at it. Ray at OPEN desperately
looking for crashpads for people to stay a few nights. Addresses wanted
where pcople can be sent along & you looK them over at the door and say
"come in, little boy (girl) I have candy here for you, hnhh, hnhh, hnhh."
And beuko1, which they really dig. But you do get a chance to look them
over first.

5555856858855585865558 v§§u§§§3§§s§§§ §5855558556555555568 §§s“§§3983§§§§9

PENSICNS & PENSTIONERS & PETITIONS....

A petition is circulating, & can be signed at UNICORN & probably elsevhere
which prays for increased pensions for old people who are trying to survive
(& that only just) on pensions that would barely suffice for dwarves on

a starvaticn diet. If this kind of picture .gets you, then sign to try to
get them comething like a '"iiving" pension. ;

ISISISSIRISISISSE §$>u§§s§§sc§§§§§§§§3§s§§ﬁ§S§§§§§v§§§s§8 §5585555555585855555868

A SIGHT FCR SOAR' EYES...

or o

TAKE A YRI™ U7 THE SOUTHERN....if you pass GO I’11 be very surprisecd...
Strongly rcccmamended for all friends .and fellow trippers: the current
exhibition of Chinese Ceramic Ware at the Victoria & Albert Museum.
(Entrance 15p if you have a student card.) Anyone going had better hurry up
as a sign chalked up on one of the outside walls says "ATTILA was here'.

& we all know what a collector he was.

§665565555555553555555685555586555658 v‘ §5556555565555555555555556555555588

JOHN WILL DO ANYTHING/ANYTIME FOR YOU in his Ford Transit van, very
reasonably. Contact via INFINITY, 54 CHURCH STREET, tcl 28386.

(Thought that was going to be a sexver», didn’t you')
AR R R R R RN RN AR R AR R R RN RN R RN R S R RN AR L R R R R R R AR A R R AR AR R R IR R AR R IR R iR 2]

UNFURNISHED FLAT VANTED URGENTLY FOR 2 PEOPLE , 1 CHILD., About a fiver.
Contact Mr. F.C, Hall 23 Norton Road, HOVE.
§8585558585555858 §§§s§3§s§§§C§§§§§s§§§§s§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§§
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LINES FOUND SCRAVLED (below "Catch Me Before I Kill More'') ON THE WALL OF
A LABOUR EXCHANGE,....
Three cheers, three cheers
For tle Labour Exchange
Its décor the palest of cream;
Three cheers and again
For its bone-hard-back seats
(Unemployment, the workingman’s dream!)
Three more cheers are-dpe to the clerical folk
N, Who may softly place down their hindauerters;
It’s clear to some bloke in a leather armchair .
That white-collared bottoms and packers’ and porters’
Respectively sire their sons and their daughters;
A natural result of the family tree---
Or maybe environment gives us the key?

5888558585555586855555885658855555555588558555555555555635555556585555885565635

ELEKTROKOOCHUN EXPOSED,

§585555555855585555588

Somewhere society has imprisoned a ldrge number of hardworkimng people in
large, rambling buildings from which tall chimneys belch forth great
quantities of life destroying gases. These captives have only one job,
that of shovelling great quantities of igneous lumps into the mav, of huge
. roaring furnaces for up to 12 hours a day, sometimes seven days a week.

Out of these buildings stream long steel tentacles which, on crossing our

.. beautiful countrydide, necessitate bloody great ugly monstrosities that old

Harold called "pillars of society"; Ted uses ans "leading marks" to run for
port, and I call pissin’ pylons. '

These wires, for such they are, get smaller and smaller---like every benefit
from' the welfare state---until they reach.your pad where they manifest them-
selves in three small holes. (Two\if you ain’t got no ecarth.)

Now out of these holes come such Nether Engel creatures as Ohms, Amps, Volts,
Current (non-organic, non-edible) and Potential Difference. (If a finger is
delicately rsmmed into two holes you will no doubt find the P.D. between one
side of the room and the other.) 3

By following certain magical rites (plug in & switch on)- these little people
will join together to turn on your sounds, electric fire, yoghurt machine,
whatever. Unreasonably the state has decided that you must pay. them for
what these generous little people do for you soyfﬁj‘

FREE ELEKTEIK........DOWN- WIT SEEBOARD!
§88555555555555555555555585555655556888
Having achieved this glorious state, how does it work, how can it be kept
working for the People by the People?
Part one of this two piece bi cini (can’t get it together enough to rite
all two parts in one) will deal wit pad type problems (youse restrantoors
will have to vait until part 2 sorry), although the basic essentials are
the same.

#
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Firstly the HOLES. The large one at the top centre of a three hole group
leads to the earth via a wire. This wire may be bare copper/tin or covered
in green with a yellow stripe pr just green. It gets introduced to your
pad at the big electric meter that the OOFICIAL looks at, where it is
clampdd into™ big metal block. The earth wire provides an easy path for
the creatures to get home if anything goes wrong and should always be
connected to the case or metal cover of any thing having three wires leading
from it.

Now ‘the two small holes at the bottom. On the left is the neutral which
comes down from the main fuse box (Except in old types this wire does not
have a fuse since.fuses only "blow" on the LIVE side) along a black....or

in the new, modern color, blue, wire, On the right is the LIVE hole and this
is fed from the fuse box via red or in modern times brown wires. This is

the hole where it is all at if a MAINS NEON TESTER is pushed gently in

it will glow (MNT is prejudiced, won't get a glow on for black/blue or
green/green-yellow!) Further, all switches are on the red/brown wire

(except the big switch at the meter which breaks both LIVE and NEUTRAL,)

Now most "things'" need a certain amount of WATTS (unlike me who cant

stand the cunt) and these are normally marked on a plate (or on the bottom
of the bulb) as XXXwatts or XXXKw (1Kw=1000 watts). If something goes wrong
the "thing" tries to grab more than its share of Watts and things start
popping. So we put in a fuse that "blows" when the "thing" gets greedy.
This fuse has a number..%..l1,2,3,5,7,10,13,15,20,30,45 Amps being the most
common. To find the correct one _to use for a particular "thingW divide the
Watts by 200,..i.e. 1000 Watta;»aivided by 200 = S5Amps.. Thus a 1lKvu fire

needs a fuse of 5 or 7 (but not mqre than ?7) Amps rating.

Similarly a 15Amp socket (three holes in a wall) will only take 3000 watts
of creature power. Lights are normally fused at 5 Amps and cookers at

30 or 45 Amps, Also the wires to a "thing" should be rated higher or

at least the same as the fuse. (So the fuse will go before the wire or
the "thing itself").

Any queries to ELEKTROLOON/ c/o OPEN, 7 VICTORIA ROAD, BRIGHTON,
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C
Decar Alice Acidesee ;7
So Edgar got busted, and Mott the Hoople have beén banncd. These are just
the latest,y; but probably the most important, because of press coverage, of
a series of atrocities designed to keep the people of Brighton "under control',

So do we accept it, or do we retaliate?

\

I say retaliate but are you with me?

i Hustle the Pigs by letting
e down their car tyres, and
—ifT i phoning: in about bomb plants.
? : == A Both these take only seconds
and ‘really screw them up.
But heavy explosives taste-
fully placed would be a gas-=
50 many juicy targets in
Brighton.

X, ‘- \

o

=17 y §i’
‘//y/ﬁl[’/ P -ﬁ\\\\\\\&‘ Ay
\

N ‘So let’s get it- together,
talk to your friends, get
it on, Kidnap visiting

6 " {  percoralities, disrupt con-
; ferences. [Eut remember,

our advantage- over the

K i

3

I pige 'is knowing our enemy.
} So ws2 viclencs, it’s be-
) come, unfecrtunately, necess-
En ary, but direct it, and use

it intq}ligently, and that
vay youR (sic) already one
up cn the\ pigs.
i T o8
Much lqye"ana“maf“f53§fgnal
big peghce come soon, \
7 )

v

“—

Dear ANCNYMOUS...

Thank you for your letter of 23 July suggesting that we "ge: it together"
by blowing it apart. Sorry if I'm a little bit dense, but I can’t sce how :
the one follows logically on from the otljer....especially since we already )
have almost enough violence in our society to satisfy everyone. ozl

If I didn’t know better I'd think that your letter, on taste ul blue paper,
was from a provocateur.....but, as we all know, ‘provocatcurs, whatever else
they are, are never tasteful.

Letting down car tyres (like painting over parking meters) is a real revolu-
tionary action! I'm sure that Hitler, Stalin, America’s Joe McCarthy & lots
of other revolutionaries who have now passed on to the great bloodbath in the
sky would be proud of you. But for me, a coward, couldn’t you please keep
your bricks and bombs at home? Throw them at your friends. Get yourself
killed, not me. If it's going to be Armageddon, it’ll come, it’1l1l come.

You & I, we don’t need to help it along. There’s pleanty on the other

side to do that for us. Love, Alice Acid.
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Waiked across the small street/narrow/dusty/linod with gereral dealers
looking like a B film set - Shultz recognized the house next to the

chemist store - grunted some story about renting the dewnstairs room/
knocking a hole in the wall - cut himself shcrt mid speaking - catching
his eye on this brazilian looking piece/wore a yellow shift/had huge tits =
as she bosca no.ad down the strezet you caught a giimpse of these black
pants/a big hole like a cigarette burn on one side - Shuitz fucked her the
rest of the night - sat at the bar/bored the piss out of us/saying what
he’d do/what he 'd done, in hotel rooms all over Europe - with a run down

on women like tRe united nations - I reckoned if he’d fucked that many
women Le'd have worn his cock off - Shultz insisted he gct nothing out of
it really/only cace ever had a big climax thing/was with a taxi driver he
met in a billiard hall/ma@p it on the green baize -~ reckoas cne day on
going btack /looking up the old pimp - maybe getting a joh/setiling down
with each other - enough - we’d all been in town ac long =s worth remem-
bering - things had gotten to be enough/ncthing heppened/cr coemed to -
until a week you all sit talking about what you ali did lss+ weck/you all
inavgurate c¢n what you done/by the time you all fi«ish pratting each other
on the arse/ycu’ve made last week sound like it deserved anscther ~ last
weelt/next woek/we still de fuck all/spend time exploiting each others
incapuacity to do anything/but eat/drink/far*/Sleer/fuck - cne of us thought
he'd read a book cnce on some obscure pclitics/bul we cc1'i’nt remember
which one it wac so we seldom tallked about it (ent we all meant to catch
up on cur reading - pieced all together its quitefeasy *o Zollow - just
think of a hntel with hot/cold water/cockroachec/creaicy beds/a three
fingered whove thrown in/a manageress who'd cuck Jou oIf for a dollar -
thats 1t - easy ~ home from home you might say. -~ its really casy if you

- nex: tine yeu're fresh out of the bath/you ferl -cai.y clean/ycu're: ly-
ing bebtweer clesn sheets wilth a hard on - just 1ot go {or a second/think
for as long ac you can-of the love ycu have for your couniry - if you

fall asleep thinking about it/thats up to you ~ but - when you wake up
latc next morning/you dash about getting dressed to caiech thz bus/you just
get thore in time to lodk up the skirt of the blend sex cectainty whose

at the rus stop cvery morning- when you catch a gl:mpse of har clean
whitepants/yon sit- down with a2 pulse - jus:t for a few :bconds/think how
heavy your balls feel/think back to last night - cthen blame it on your
country :

. *
somewhere/in between it all/lies/sleeping/in a supbsard/alcns/under the
stairs/the £ilk dog

‘the dusty narrow dealer liked z B film/a general downstair: story with
cigarette holes in it/a night sky like ragged black'pan*s/ithe moon up-
stairs/yellow tits in the brazilian nigh% - the sound track chaftered
-off/through thin boards/down the street/rented an syc orff the commercial
body/settled down in a railway appartment/working the yellow shift - a
stiff film/played tehind every available bush - but/as .dnvc said/all cock
and tits but no fanny - the big.climax took a taxi .ride @51, tHo length
of his billiard hall cock -~ gobbing out a fast run teclinicélour orgasm/
ivory balls of semen - onto his hand through the hole in the bottem of
his wankers pocket - something for the usherette t> slip over on -

.
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th~ts no banaua kid - ever been jacked off by a three finsgrcd vhore/

almort jerked off literal - known as tennis elbecw many in the pame -

her tube was all ribbed/like inside a pigs ribs hanging up in the butchers

somewhere betweeon the lines/digging up the lies/the silk dog is preoccupicd
~_3oueone on cvery corner exploiting your pulse/selling their pain/we

all echo the tne planets scream sometime - front brain failures line the
ctreets - the heart rumbles a last message -~ pleading metal as the bridge
buckles u~der “he last effort )

"out of the ilm the dealer/Prt Lee/walk down Artesian Rd - brittle music
through windovs/fragnents of sound cut by the glass ~ preoccupied she

dsvn on ths sereen - whores - clients - scucone on every corner, filing

dewn their tire - front brain.echoes exploit the silence - yellow hands
ride the length of brazilian body -~ nervous wing kicks litter about the
stree’ = Tae welk into the saloon bar - yellow light - hi Shultz - no

Tivet neme - Nanita kick of cellulecid drawers - hi ginger/ken/mike -

2110 pat/pat/e’ - seen this film/girle of the worlg ~"Shultz had his

rnpe - oh thanks a brandy - alright wrs it - yeh great sent me into a
dream /wize up with a wet hand/what you been dcing - aw fuck it was a, joke/
got slung oul ¢f Fennicks - ¢ome here kid an I71L put some colour into

your chec™ - fuclking gave me'a shock / Lept m; cool though - I went over
and ¢le teie the front of me trousex over tie ton of me hot tube/pain
gwamped with rex th»ill - come on son/riake with the grictle - mannecquihs
cyed ¢ispansicnately ~_xUe people were even rore “nreal - so I pushed her
dovi cn o pile of dead eYentrie fires -. bieeding from the sharp metal cdges
she vas ohvimusly enjoying herself - ro I pushed nme plug down her throat
=gha rad . bhis rr&niality of palpitating her toisile

.

S1Ik bitel/eidk titch/cwrliow the soft diamonds

the e2all man from the east end of town / acune/ a long white mac / whose
nanc evaded everybody by choise - he'd joined re and Shults at the bar -
sitting oa a tnll stool/legs hanging/a pair of golfers brogubs on the feet
/he sippad A pink gix like 'n celebrity - strange I thought/that he’d insist

ca eitllug betused the now semi brothers/Shultz anA my fading seif -~

becanc2 I conld remenber Shultz oncs kicking the little buggers ‘ioth in
for*stealing his best cuff lirks - by 1.30 Shultz had collapsed onto the

bar like come lush - the £mall man was getting fidgety/kept loQking around
"with his spotty face/pointing his weasel at everyone - don’t remember him
leaving ~.we gpont tke night there/it was pretty Tucking awful to be woken

up and cragged ints the layiight like moles ~ folks were going to work/

all ovex» the place,/the chemist was e cpen in 25 nminutes - we went for

. coffece in this cafe/was an old ladys front room with a walli knocked out/

a deor and glass put in with a expresso macline -~ come to pay the old

_lady/we did’ut have anything between us - Shultz vowed.to hunt the little
bastard/vas by this time better off. to the tun® of 3 cufy linke {all Shultz's)
a tie/2 walleis/scre small charge/a new works/a box o2 spikes iunused)/

bric a brac shit you collect in your pockets in a couple of months -

chances were we'd not sce him for a couple of veeks/the creep know/by

then things would be ol ; ; .




. 109 e

the silk dog - a tale end

b Q

S. dog and d. silk

Stuart and Bob
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PEOPLES’ PICNTIC....pcepuuhl, peepubl.....
This Sunday, 25 July, at Stanmer Park at 1 p.m. Meet inside the gates of -
the Park. For those without wheels we’ll try to get together a transport
service....but as these things don’t always work, try to make it on your
own. If you want a ride, be ant St. Peter’s on the Level at about 1 p.m.

Train service 14 & 44 minutes past the hour from Brighton Station. Buses
are 2 & 32 minutes past....Services 25, 119, & 219.

If you've got extra space in your car try to get by the church at 1 Sunday.

BRING=== guitars, drums, some kind of FOOD that you can share with other
people, goodies & you. Frisbies! Kites! Kids! Dogs! Lotsaluck!!
§555555555855505588565956606855558550855555555555555556556568855555556565585

WIND-POWER TO THE PEOPLE,..

We 2lliknow about Edgar's hassle on Tuesday. But did you check out p 12
of the same issuc of the Evening Disgust? An interview with none other
than Neasden-under-Slyme’s own Kenny Everett!! Wow!. We were glad to
learn that Kenny isn’t on the breadline after getting the sack from the
beeb: "I'm better off now than before I got the sack." says Kenny.

"I only got paid about as much as a train driver." (45 quid) Poor guy,
~and he works so much HARDER than a train driver.

Of course, he needs the bread. "It costs a lot of money to run- this
house...a "five-bedroomed, stone & timber farmhouse in rural Sussex".
"Sussex is the place people are starting to move into from London,"

he tells us. Sharp lad, that Kenny, got his finger on the pulse of the
nation, he has, & the other up.......GET YOUR COLD COTTON-PICKIN® HANDS THE
HELL OUT OF THERE, KENNY EVERETT!!!!

But don’t think Kenny has become a bloated Capitalist. He has everybody’s
interests at heart: "Commercial radio is a great carrot dangling in the °
future.....I reckon it will give the country a tremendous lift and will
provide a necessary service.....It will be fine for me...."

Right on, KENNE EVERETT, MAN OF THE PZOPL®!! %
§8555586558555585565555555655558855555555555555555655659558555555555566556

APTILE o :
You were led to believe that I would submit my brief and rushed interview
with Edgar Broughton when he split from Brighton and made no apparent
contact with the people.

3

Upon reflection I can only think of Brighton and something Jerry Rubin had
once shat out: (Uont. next page.)
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(Jerry Rubin cont.)
"You are the stage.
You are the actor,
Everything is for real,
There is no audience."

MAKE YOURSELF ILLEGAL.
Until then, Nagbo, = (Thook you, voloe of the

-~ A ~ArAcra p s

Silent Majority)
58685585854668859555556300uLua305303C255503 0000 3 35553555
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BROUGHTON’S DRIGHTONgBUST=====

Edgar Broughton, fretch from similar triumphs (I meoan triumphs, no sarcasm)
in Redcar, did it again in Brighton on Tuesday. After having been given
permission for a frece concert in Preston Park, the permission (from Brighton
Council, fathers to us all whether we like it or not) was revoked at the
last minute & the concert cancelled. At that point somebody decided that

it might be & nice idea to hold it, or make a pass at holding it in
Churchill Sguare as a sort of guerilla thing that would terrify the natives
of Brighton into suggesting a possible alternative site.

But }t was not to be.

The following bits & piecces are collaged together .from what several pcople,
Rick, Dave, Greg, & Attila, saw + a little from Broughton. From here on in
you figure it out.....

sesset secluded lorry park at about three thi:rty Tuesday afternoon.

With the roadies I helped set the thing up. Trom a mass jumble of
equipment it took about 2} hours to kave the whole thing arranged.

Every one of the roadiec did an amoazing job.....they knew what they.were
about and showed it. All of them were tired but this did nothing to slow
up the operation. Assorted Brighton pecple showed up and helped decorate
the lorry with flowers and things and made it look really nice.

eeeseein a lorry sct up for the concert he was led by the local organisers
along vhat they believed tc be the coolest route to the Square where some
300 to 400 pecople were waiting for either the concert or news of its
location.....6:55...Radio Brighton Van left Churchill Square.....I ran around
toward Russell Square and saw the lorry, with a.Panda car in front of it,
blocking the way. Rostron was doing his, "Come on, now. You can't fool
me. Who’s in charge here?" act, sort of good-humoured menace.....the
inspector started to choke with rage. He made it abundantly clear that
he personally did not like rock music or come to that any music of the
young and so we werc not going to have any.....the driver of the Panda
Car was really into a power thing....every three or four minutes his

arm would appear 'and frantically wave us to keep up with RHiMececvoceecee

A Panda ardived:ind, leading the lorry, moved out along Western Road at

a fair clip.....the Inspector, who by now was as red as a beetroot, that
if we did not kecp up with them we would all be arrested.....the crowd
.surged out along Yestern Road much to Rostron’s annoyance for I saw him
shouting into his two way radio. The crowd was right across the road,
stopping traffic in both directions.....zo much interest was arouscd by
the processipn that all "normal" activities of Brighton ceased as if
trapped in a Time Trap---false teeth fell unfettered to forty fickle
fading virgins® floors, Hove’s roses went unwatered as gardeners’ cyes
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{BROUGHTON'S BRIGHTON BUST, cont.) »
ewivelled from greenfly to furry freaks & they ALLLLLLLLrushed to ogle the
LAST LIVE PEOPLE.most of them would ever sce.....ns the engine was boiling
wve stopped in a garage to get.water and by the time we cought up with the
lorry it was parked by the side of Dyke Rocd right on the outskirts of
Brighton. Broughton was plcading with Rostron.......by this time there
were cight police cars.....300 or 400 pecople.....o crowd of freokS.....
two panda cars.....private cars filled with screaming heads.....

and a partridge in a pear tree.

Ersughton was finally arrested when his driver refused to take a 13 foot
high lorry down n long winding road that leads inexorably to an 11 foot

bridge. Some kind of insane police plot? Not likely. Secems like more

of Chief Superintendaft Rostron’s & Inspector Robert’s idiot thinking.

A concert could have been held at Devil's Dyke. It would have disturbed
nobody OXCESE: in the words of my neighbour who I regard as an obeolute

Brighton weathervone, the foxes.

At John Street a clumsy attempt by the police to blackmail the crowd into
dispersing (the same loyal 300 to 400 at one time). If they would go,
Broughton would be let out on bail. Not many left. Broughton stayed
inside, where, in the words of one band member, "it was complete bloody
ponici"

The next day everybody was let out on bail, 25 pounds, with one girl having
to surrender her American pacssport, as she’d be likely (well, wouldn't

you, if you were faced with a really stiff sentence for trespassing of

Hove Iawns or esomething?) to split,

And nov the pdlice, as if they had not done enough already, really excelled
themselves. Broughton’s lorry was Escorted out of Brighton, miles out of
Brighton, into the country, over the sea, better keep Broughton away from
me, where he couldn’t do anybody any harm. Never mind his nother, who

was a tich vorricd and was hanging around the gaol trying to see him, never
mind his fans who were still some of them trying to find out what was i
happening. TFrom the Rostron/Roberts point of view the important thing was |
that Broughton not be allowed to talk to anybody!

It is typiccl.of Rostron's ineptitude that he didn't go all the way and
order Broughton’s tongue torn out by the roots, boiled in oil, and
served to Brighton’s Lord and Lady Mayor at o Ceremonial Banquet in that
Pavilion which so well represents all that is noble and fine in Brighton.
Broughton can still speak! His trial, in August (about the 13th) should
be a gas.

& hopefully, he’ll have o second chance. VYho knows.....maybe Rostron will
come along and be m.c.?

But before then we should try to sort out this lock of communication and
organisation, Ue can stamp down on the overstepping of authority by the
pigs.....Brighton is Brighton's town. It does not belong, as one pig
thinks, to either the pigs or the council. It is yours.

lllllIilllIll-iIIIl-li-.-IIIlIIllIIllll.lllllllllIll.llllllllllllllllllllllllll.lllllll..l
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. 1'%HE DURRUTI COLUMN (Returms!?!)

Quote from RPS Fews,organ of the Racial Prservation
Jociety,affiliated to the National Front......."As for
the Anarchist with the long heir,beard,cloak,bond,and
dirty feet in sandals,he went out fifty years ago,and
all the young drips of today have left is the long hair
dirty feet,pot,fleas and Natiomgl Assistance.” Hrn.

'**!Q*!**%Il*l**ill*l***i’ill’lllli'*.l!}&’*"!**'l

" Two Scottish forensic scientists claim to have perfected
a device which can trace the presence of cannabis in the
adr.It is in the possession of Glasgow police who are
hoping for a test cas€...ee...The London golice have #&hree
dogs trained to sniff out gelignite and about a score_to
ff out shit......Bob Martins manufacture sn aerosole

spray called "Anti-Mate" which is sprayed around the house

house to keep dogs away from bitches on heat, It isequally

discouraging to police smiffer dogs.An ideal gift for your
uncool friends.

§*§l*!'{l’ii*ﬂ*llll'!bl*#*'**{#*li&&{lil*l‘*Q*”&%Q L2 2 2

Ted Heath is easy to,spot.Words come out ome end and
shit out of tne other.However,it is not always easy to
say which end is which.

l'ill’l*”il*.*l"il*l&*&***Qi{lil}ll**l&{*"*l“"l.!"il

Free election of masters does not abolish the masters

or the slaves., ;
l*i}*lil*li{lll!!'!’lill‘}ll!'Q&!iiiGil&!i'l{lﬂ*{!’&!
Cheirnan of "Playboy",Hugh Heffner recently returned

as unsuitable an article on masturbation by Kenneth Tynan

The rejection slip said that theé article was"contrary to
our policy-Playboy readers do not masturbate.

*i*"*l{l*ll*l’l'**l.i!l{l*Ib%*’lll*i&*l*‘ll"l’l*l * *

ALL THAT IS NOT FORBIDDEN IS COMPULSORY

**li’*ii!}’*!{**‘iiilﬂ!&i*‘ll{***ﬂ»***h*&*i'!!{*&ili}
How odd that the monarchy's request for nore cash was

not slated in the shit press as "an inflationary wage
_denand" >
!*I*li'*iil}l“ii*iiii%i*’#liliii**i{*{i!'{{&**bl{&*l**l
People have been comned into accepting the decimal
monetary system and the acconpanying price increases.,
Isn't it time we grew up and stopped using this
childish system of exchanging metal counters for the
things we need? Money is simply a symbol of our mental
and physical slavery,

'*l}*{*i***{**{{iiii***?{&{**’llii*li’**bi{i*ldl***iiﬁ
dently some of Heath's junior ministers have comp- .

lained that they fimd it difficult to manage on their
present salaries, something like £5000 a year.MUST BE
TERRIBLE TO TRY TO MANAGE ON THAT!

***’*!i“‘::'l***!I'!i{*.l&{‘llii“***{{!iii!i*i{l..&’*i!lQ*l

o

A great amount of steam is being genmerated once more a-
gainst those who "abuse" the welfare system.How cen you
abuse a system which is itself an abuse?The welfare ser-
-vices are a safety valve, enabling the exploiters tp put
on a humanitarian face.If capitalism worked there would
~'be no need for such farces,everyone would have as much
as they required.Capitalism cannot work, except for the
privileged few. It's an irrational,chaotic,amazingly
complicated system for the rest of us. Jpin us in des-

Irgxiysiirlii****'I‘{’*'{{***li“**l*lli*‘*‘i{i*i#i’*

(P.T.0. FOR MORE
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the angry brigade.
since governments assume the right of death over peoples
it is not astonishing that sometimes people assume the
right of death over governments.

rock 'n'roll.
aside from all the other aspects of the broughton bust
- up, there are one or two things in brighton we have to
do something abouticceseecececcnnces
there is nowhere in brighton where a group of people
can get together out in the open to play musak or hold
public meetings or just generally loon around, without
first going crawling to the town council or the pigs...
why the fuck should we ... it's our town just as much
as it's any one elses. :
so what about it musak makers of this town...on the level -
or in preston park or moulscombe park...........

riddle of the lost wartime joint dept. .c.eceevee
"where's all this gear man"
drug squad pig outside the- court
on wednsday.
elecpric light mobile bookshop and anarchist library
we have an incredible stock of anarchist shit house paper
(complete with words on for all to read) and it's growingall
the time due to the generosity of other anarchists in brighton
+++.g0d be praised ...other anarchists....what.....ta muchley
i much of it's for sale and most of it's for loan to read study
or build joints on.
F . 80 come and visit, bring your jumble and your money but mainly
| yourselves.coseeensss
: anarchist jumble sale in aid of'bpen bust fund.......s00nN
! : jumble and bbokshop address......FOUR DENMARK TERRACE BRIGHTON

PUT TOGETHER BY THE UNITED ANARCHIST PARTY OF BRIGHTON.
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Street Sense/Cons

Yateh the man vho casts the firslt stone. e may be a con.

hereé nothing like a wee't in Chicago th clecar the mind of adolescent machisno
fantasys I sow siart streel taciies keep the hody healthy and the way clear,
win friends and influence peoplc. And I sav foolhardy moves = - ihe ki-g
Communists lilte to call "adventurist! - - pass all initiative to the cone,
1so1atc us und cost us hronev limbs and cheated intentions. A street tocticisn
I’m not, but it doesn’t take 2 maguisard to knou that the volice also have
objectives on the sireet,

Consider these rccent episodes in what is, after all, an cze-o0ld sapz of deceit:

Item: ‘''he prime witness against the RyAslly people in New York was an infilie
rator vho had lalked up assassinations and stockpiled material.

Item: August 2 b.ill Grant Park, C"icabo, the cops charpged itio ﬂ‘P croud,
svinging,. UYhey interverned because someorne had pulled down the American f1ﬂ~
One of the flap-pullers . - pccording to the Chicago Triune, & public relations

et 8 4

branch of the Pclice Devcrtment - - was Rohert Piersen, Jerry Rudbin®s Yodyruard,
an undercover co» playing motorcycle heavy. Picrson also tried to instignte
the seizing of intersections in dengerous circumstznces, but wiser heads pre-
valed.

Item: The Peninsula Observer ling pointed cut hefore thot the dcmjnstr;tdrn
vho first hurled hHags of blood at Lthe cops in Trofit of the Fairmont la
winter had never becen secn in friendly circles Lefore or since.

Item: The guy who broke an officc windowt in the Administration Puilding at
ST -State last iay was - - you sueesed it - - a plainclothes cobp.

Question: Who wolotoved the Fighway Patrolman in Rerkeley las July, setting
Wayne Grecne nn for the ran? .

Question: ''ho smashed the Dank of America windous in Terkeley? !'ho shot the
cop? Vhen I pot Lack from the inscrutable East, fricnds were castins dire
suspicions like so nany tacks on the street. '"llust have heen cops, nobody
else would be th:at stuvia!,

Of course it’s not so a:mp1e, and we have to judsge de11cate1V' in casc some-
body ! asn't noticed, this is no game. A& tactic can’t be appraised apari from
here-and-now circumstances, liovins into 'hu sircet, hreaking windovs, wrecking
insufferable property, etc., someiimes makes senrsz, GOWETiWeS pot. You cen’t
know unless you havc a purpose. Sponuxmclty in the street is like bennies in
alcohol: one might (MIGI™) scnd you high, but chances are you’ll hurt, and
hurt bad. Know what you are doing and harrness mcans to cnds,

Unfortunately, delicate judgements in these ra; ;ing days ore falling afoul of
a Tetishism of the sirects: that is vhy we have @ hard time Lc’11n~ the cops
from the desperadoes. Ye are living through some profound crisis of mascul-
inity, oxplained but not whoply jUSulfled by the struggle to shake off middle
class burdens of bland civility. The gur who hits !ardest and moves fnstesu
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begins to ool Li the biggest revolutionary cock: it doesn’t scem to matter
wvhom he hits, uhwere he runs.,

Some organisers in Chicagno were entranced Hy 2 mystique of the Park Peovle, a
melting pot of wotorcycle greasers, uorking class cthnies, blacks, a fow hill-
billies, hard C1.d Joum hipnies (all young and rcady %o Tight), and nystory
youtih - ~ including not &« few of plainclothes dicks. ow Jerry Rubin’s right
vhea he says that when we welcome the fighting people into our ranks with open
arms we have Yo rigk ianviting the finks aloug with the pinks. All the more
reason to fix our own objectives and shirk mysticues. !e want to orpanise ithe
cagtavays, not beconie their lcast reliable selves. ’

Finally I know of no.casy sorting out systom. TZlven as we move beyond the
nystique of violeace, oui salvation demands that we constantly ertend the limdis
of the possible Hy toking the streets and provasandisiug by the deed: in the
nature of our movenent we will attract provocatcurs, and we can’t tell the
players withoui z scorecard. That scorccard is unuritten except in the slipnery
terrain of our &eperate commen senses, sceming o leave us with nothing hut
paranoia.

And the police would like nothing better than to have 2ll militancy discredited
under suspicion of provocative trickery, all ‘trus®t shattered by curse and
countercurse. JLluays looking over your sihoulder. ycu trip over your oun feet,

or stand still iIn cyaical safety. A puzzle.

The only vorking solution is in political discipline. FKnou uvhat you went to
do, and then you have solid ground to refusc to follow poople who take you
wvhere you don’t want to go. Use strategy as a code to definc provocatcurs.
It von’t maller, then, vheother the outlaus are ccops or simply madmen: youll
avoid them and #ind vays to handle them, 5o suspicion won’t spiral endlessly
from every accusation,

After the NOA-CELL disclosurcs, radicals frittercd away countless hours wonder-
ing vhetler Il Touvenstein vas really anogent, ubetler Sc-and=So had been
Meitting" or "umuiitbting”. t didn”% matter, any morc than it matters vhether
the Ford TFoundation funnels moncy from the CIA or vhetler the suy who molotoved
the Highuvay Patrolmon was really a cop. The conscquences are the sane. And

o seriouc revolulionary movemeat knous hoir to judge the conscquences of its
acts - = this is its rcason, and its magic, too.

~- Todd Gitlin

San Fraieisco

’ Lxpress Tincs,
§5884856555050655065555585556565555558555555555555565555555555655 3595855558
PUBLIC HOUSE....Opens SATURDAY, 24 JULY,...all dayfriends, obring coffee,
sell some books, look around....try the goodies, 21 LITTLE PRESTON STREET,
A stone’s throw from Western Road (that is, if you'’re into wrestling Mick
Jagger). Tel. 28357 to ask questions., A Conspiracy Charter Member.
§5855655G55565555555558455555565555553558555655 J86668653855555555555855555%
ATTILA is published by UNICORN BOOKSHOP, 50 GLOUCESTER ROAD?¢ BRIGHTON, BN1
LaQ, SUSSEX, ENGKAND= It is a project of the CONTROLLED DTSASTERS FOUNDATION
and sells for 3 pence, subscriptions 2.60 per year, no matter how many.
Copyright 1971 by the Conservative & Unionist Party of Great Britain.
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'Catch a thief,’ said the voice as I pushed open the office door, 'he
couldn’t catch a cold.' They weren’t talking about me, as it happened,
but equally it wasn’t the onset of paranoia which made me reflect that
they might well have been. I walked through the CM.D. office, pgreeting
my two early—futy colleagues perfunctorily, scribbled a few words in the
duty book and stood gazing out of the window at the early morning market
across the street. I felt slightly sick from no-breakfast and a smoky,
sweaty train ride, and even more apprehensive and depressed than usual.
God, why couldn't I have been a porter, bus drivery clerk, ballet dancer,
anything rather than a copper. "~ But a copper I was, and a copper I was
likely to remain for another twenty—odd years. Living in married quarters
- with a young family, and having no skills to offer 'an employer, there
seemed no alternative. My love-hate relationship with the police force
had lasted for eight years, and as I was depressive by nature threshate
troughs were usually bigger &nd longer—lasting than the occasional peaks
of euphoria. I 1lit a pipe which tasted foul, and looked at the dark-—
brown furniture and spew—coloured walls of the office,

The other two, who had ignored my unsociability, were still discussing
a recent addition to the staff in disparaging terms, and in their turn
ignored me as I leant across the desk to get the Crime Book and the Night
Duty Occurrence Book. There wasn’t much in either, a quiet morning for
once. I was down to deal with a couple of suspectn for court that morning
and one of the others had a safe—blowing to go to, but that was about all.
I cheered up a bit, but depression returned as soon as T noticed that a
report I had submitted the previous day had been bounced by the Detective
Inspector and was back on my desk. - Anyone would think we were trying to
win a‘literary prize, I reflected, as I read the pencilled criticisms
of my phrasing and punctuation, instead of waging war on crime or some
such crap., I altered it slightly on the typewriter and was just about
to put it back on the governor’s desk in his office when the typist »
flounced in, crisp and doll-like in her summer print. She was pretty,
efficient, a professional virgin, and I disliked her. 'I thought the
D.I. would send that back, Mr B.? she said sweetly, I ignored her and
walked out of the office.

Nine o’clock. I'd better go and see the two prisoners in the cells,
find the P.C.s and make sure their evidence was okay, get on to records
for their previous convictions, ring up a witness in another case I had and
make an appointment to see him later in the day, do the committal forms
‘on the robbery job, and a hundred and one other things. I felt sorry
for the new man who ’couln’t catch a cold’. You just had no time to
catch thieves, cultivate informers, or do any of the things the public
thought detectives did, Sometimes you couldn’t find the time to blow
your nose. My stomach churned. Was I getting an ulcer, I wondered, or
was it just last night’s beer and today’s tobacco? Or having to go to
court? Walking along the corridor to the canteen T thought of my top—
hatted side—whiskered predecessors a hundred Years ago, like those in
Frith’s painting of Paddington Station, who had also felt sick and
apprehensive about everything and nothing. The job hasn’t.changed since
1839, It's always been an authoritarian organisation, staffed by the
working class, and working against the long—term interests of its members.
The C.P. veople I knew were right, the law is designed primarily to
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protect property and the property—owning classes, and despite the

fulminations of the daily papers against young thugs who cosh old

ladies for fun, society is more concerned with the status quo 6f the !
class structure,, in an insignificant way as a member of the Metropolitan

Police, I was doing my bit to keep Londoncsafe for capitalists to live

in. A familiar and unpleasant thought, but not one shared by many of my
colleagues. ¥ .

The canteen was like the zoo at feeding time.. Breakfasting P.C.s
bawled cheerfully across the tables to each other between mouthfuls,
and a game of darts was going on in one corner. Sunlight falling in a
shaft on the counter highlighted the grubby meck and stubbled chin of .
the cleaner, Who was drinking tea noisily. I couldn’t face d4t, and taking
a cup of grey tepid tea and a greasy copy of Reveille I found an, empty
office and promised myself ten minutes peace before I really hadkto start
work., The magazine soon failed to 'I'nld my aLtention, and pleasant
retrospection pushed aside the still audible noise from the canteen.

Like so mamy other servicemen a: a loose end after demobilization,

I joined the police almost by accident. With a working—class background,

a sketchy education at a singularly bad grammar school, and a brief and “
completely undistinguished two years in the navy behind ne, I looked for
a job rather than a career. Turning the pages af the Daily Mirror one
day, I came across an advertisement which described in highly coloured
teris the splendid future which awaited recruits to the Metropolitan
Police, A regular job, secunity, comFadeship, good pay and pension vere
all there, but above all, ‘it was a man’s life. A friend who was with me
at the time pointed out that not only did I appear :o measure up to the
modest standard required, but that I could aiways resign at a month’s
notice. So why didn’t I have a go? I did.

A few weeks dater found me wearing a lerroved suit and (inappropriately
enough for an ex—naval rating) an R,A.S.C, tie, standing to attention before
three brasshats in the Police Recruiting Centre at Beak Street, having
already passed a medical, written an essay and undergone a simple
intelligence test. They asked me the usual gort of questions about why
I wvanted to join, what sports I liked and whjk sort of books I read.

They seemed impressed when I mentioned Chugzchill’s Early Life, and
rather bewildered at the news that I preferred Auden to Spender, This
sort of erudition was app ntly no bar, however, for I wag accepted
as a probationer police cohistable. S

Even after I had actuallj\ entered Peel Houss and started my training,

I vas inclined to regard the whole thing as a bit of a joke. Iv“couldn't
imagine that I would stay the course for a pension, and perhaps the main
attraction of the projectwas the kncwledge that I could resign at short
notice. In the event I stayed for fourteen years, WMy vernture was not
exactly approved of by my parents either. They had kept a pub in Brighton
for many years, and certainly did not regard policemen as desirable |
members of society. My maternal great—uncle must have turned in his
grave as well, for he was, at about the turn of the century, a reasonably i
successful marine store dealer—receiver of stolen gocds in Deacon Street, f
Walworth. Some years later when I was working in the Criminal Records *

Office I tried to turn up his record, but either he was never caught, §
or if he was, the file had been lost or destroyed. ¥ |

~
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Thirteen weecks at Peel House, learning by incredibly antiquated metl.ods
roughly what a beatman’s job is, allegedly fitted me and the other
recruits for a highly responsible job, which has no adequate parallel

“in any other walk of life. Ve practised reporting street accidents,

arrested instructors who were impersonating housebreakers\and bookmakers,
controlled crowds, directed traffic, and so on. As an extension of ths
we visited police stations, courts, and the Horseferry Road mortuary to
view the corpses. A form of light zelief were lectures in such cultural
subjects as music appreciation. These were universally despised, and I
almost. think they were meant to be., From all this came across, ipsidiously
but strongly, a picture of society with a* sharp division between "them?
and 'us’, The over—simplified ethic of goodness and badness, without

the shading off of one into the other, is very strong in-police circles
and nowhere stronger than amongst probationer constables. As a young
man of twenty I was probably more typical than I care to remember, and

I certainly subscribed to this unthinkii?t zssessment. How simple it

. made everything! The forces of dight, led by shock troops in the blue

uniform of the police, cherishing the moral values of the 0ld Testament,
wagell a sort of holy war, not only on criminals, but on anyone not
behaving in a way acceptable to a nineteenth—century sunday—school
teacher. Ve knew our job, and we could identify a baddy with the facility
of a child watching a cowboy film on TV, Not that this enabled us to
deal adequately with all turpitude, for it was well known that people
with posh accents and big cars were more likely than the less privileged
to complain about the treatment they had weceived from a policeman, and
2tiwas as well to call them ’sir', and be almost apologetic when pointing
out a minor breach of the law. Sophistication comes with the years,

but this picture of a dichotomized society, in iis essentials, remains
with most policemen throughout their senvice,

I suppose a social psychologist would attribute this to the sénse of
isolation in the wider society that the policeman feels, and which works
against the sense of loyalty to that wider society in its entirety that
is desirable and even necessary in a so—called 'servant of the public?, i
One tends to reject if one feels rejected. The policeman rejects and
despises the values of minority groups,; not only criminals, but pacifist
demonstrators, coloured people. Jews and fascists. I am grateful for
the last mentioned, although it is a case of being right for the wrong
reasons. ’ N

Anything looks good in retrospect, and the boredom of beat duty when
I had spent eighg hours a day walking the streets, fruitlessly following
suspects, summoning motorists and arresting drunks or the occasional
barrow boy, seemed almost a golden age viewed from the harassed present,
In a way, this bringing back the past was a sort of escape, a buffer to
protect me against the almost intolerable pressures of the present,
I was bored then; but boredom does not give you ulcers, threaten your
marriage, or turn you into an alcoholic, and all these things now seemed
possibilities. Perhaps in ten years® time this also would look good.
But, if so, how would I be feeling the

My ten minutes had stretched into thirt y»and reluctantly I went &
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downstairs to the cells to start work. On the way the two Aids who had
arrested the suspects stopped me, and standing in the» passage I glanced .,
through the evidence in their pocket books. They were both young men,
inexperienced but keen to make o name for themselves in the only way
possible for an Aid, that is, by arresting criminals, Aids are in some
ways the most privileged members of the police., They do not have the
responsibilities of the C.I.D, officers proper, and they are not tied to
the tyranny of three shifts and a sergeant waiting for them to report

all correct so that he can go off duty. They are not required to investi-
gate reported crime and being in plain clothes are subject to none of the
distractions of the uniformed strecet duty officer. Working in pairs, so
that they can corroborate each other’s evidence, they patrol the section
with the sole purpose of bringing in criminals. It is a highly competitive
business, because from the ranks of the Aids C.I.D. officers are selected,
and the Aid can ohly be judged on results. That this system puts a
premium on dishonesty, especially when giving evidence, has been

remarked by more than one critic, but as far as I know it is still going
on. I was an Aid in south London for over four years, and from my own
experience had a pretty good idea of what must have happened in the
present case. ’

They had found their two suspects, teenagers from the suburbs, e
hanging around the parked cars in a side strect late the previous
evening. After watchipng for about ten minutes they arrested them, and
when they were searched one was found to have a bunch of car keys, and
the other a kitchen knife in his pocket. DBoth denied that they had
intended to steal anything, and offered not unreasonable explanations
for their possession of the keys and the knife. Neither Aid had included
in his written evidence any mention of seeing them actually touch the
cars, and as this is an essential if this sort of case is to be found
proved, I abBked them about it. Both seemed a bit embarrassed by the
question, but the spokesman (inevitably in any pair of Aids there+is
one who is more experienced or the dominant personality, and who
usually does the talking) explained thet they had seen both tampering
with the door handles, and it was just that they hadn't thought it ]
necessary to write it in their pocket books. His partner, taking his
cue and avoiding looking at me, agreed with tkis. ’Well, don’t forget
to give it in evidence, and try to sound convincing,’ I said. . After all,
it was their perjury, if perjury it was. ‘

Vie went into the cell together, Both the prisoners, youngsters
in jeans and leather jackets, looked sullen and scared. One of them
had a swelling on his mouth. Seeing this and guessing the reason, ¥:
felt anger rising. Turning to the Aids, I asked them to wait in the
charge roomy, as I wanted to speak to the prisoners alone. When they
were gone I asked about the swelling. They refused to answer at first,
but ‘eventually said that they both got ’backhanders for nothing® on the .
way to the station in the van. Resentment aBainst whoever had done it
mingled with my anger, and at that moment I would have liked nothing
better than to get the culprit in front of a disciplinary board, I
left the cell and went back to the charge room where the two Aids were
waiting uneasily. ™"Look,’ I said, 'if I ‘ever catch either of you

.
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striking a prisoner, you’ll be back in uniform quicker than that!’
'Nobody hit him,’ said the spokesman angrily, ’the lying bastard had
that mark when we nicked him, He’d been in o punch-up in a café or
something,’ I did’nt know if he was telling the truth., Anyway I
could’nt do anything about it, and perhaps I shouldn’t want to.

Loyalty to one'’s colleagues is precumably some sort of virtue. I sim-
mered down, and went back to the cell. 'You are charged with loitering
with intent to steal from cars,’ I said, ’'whatever you say" about it, the
evidence is strong against you, and you’ll bhe canvicted. I don’t know
if either of you have been in trouble before, but assuming you haven’t
you’ll orobably get away with probation if you plead guilty and don’t
waste the court’s time. If you plead not guilty, and we“have to go
through the evidence, you’ll probably be sent for trial for pcosessing
housebreaking implements, and thera’ll be no bail for ycu.’ (in fact
there was no question of their being sent for trial, but this was the
usual approach to suspects, and they souetimes fell for it.) Neither
of them said anything, and I left them tc their own devices.  Feeling
rather ashamed of my bad temper, I sought ont the two Aids and went rat-
her more fully into the details of their evidence. Then, leaving them
to phone the fingerprint department at Scotland ¥Yard to see if the pri-
soners were known or wanted, I went back to the C.I.D, office.

There I met the D.I., who wes reading o newspaper and who greeted
me cheerfully enéugh. ’Are the two susses going “o go down?’ he wanted
to know. I think so,’ I replied, ’the evidence s quite gcod, and the
keys will speak for themselves.’ .Well that’s all right then, it’s nice
to see a bit of red ink in the book,’ and he returned tec the racing
column. The D.I. was a nice man. Always pleasant and unflurried, his
ability inspired the resgpect ‘and confidence always desirable but so often
not found in any organization.

At 10,30 T went over to the court. Sqgueez’ng past the line of
waiting prisoners and P.G.s in the passage I smelled the characteristic
cheap scent of the prostitutes, and the curious acrid ca*s-piss stench
of the meths drinkers. There was a lot ef noise, tabacce smoke and
sweat, and the atmospherc was one of =lightly apprehensive bonhomie, I
found the two Aids still desperately frying to gel through on the gaoler’s
phone to Scotland Yard fer the result of the fingerprint search. 'But
we’ll be on in a minute,’ wailed the spokesnan, can’t you hurry it up?
Oh, bollocks then!’ and he slammed down the phone. 'They say they’ll
ring back as soon as possible,’ he said in mincing tones, 'the bastard
is probably sitting on ‘his arse drinking tz2a, o> something.' I Telt
almost paternal. 'Don’t worry. We can always get it put back if the
result’s not through in time,’ and scrounging a Woodbine. I settled
down to wait, There was one thing about beirng the covrt officer, at
least you didn’t get lumbered with the overnight breakings, which might
mean a considerabie amount of work. Idly, I wondered how Len was
getting on at the safe-blowing. Probably getting the Home Office ex-
plosives expert out, as well as the finger-prin: man, the photographer,
and a few reporters as well. Any job turned inlo a crown case with him.
And when the hell would I find time to do everything I was supposed to
be doing? Like Alice, I had to keep running in order to stay in the
same place and not actually go backwards.
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The hubbub in the corridor died down suddenly. ’Quiet please, the
magistrate’s on the bench, hissed the gaoler in a stage-whisper., The
door to the court opened and o P.C. called the name of the first defen-
dant, a tatterecd and smelly drunk who disappecared into the court with
an exaggeratedly sprightly tread. Crime charges always came last, so
I had a longawait. It was always interesting to watch the patient
line, and so to speculate what the charge was in cach case, What al-
ways interested and surprised newcomers most was the rapport which
appeared to exist between police and prisoner. They talked and laughed
together in low voices, and cometimes it was difficult to believe
that they were not old friends. It was almost as if at this point in
the charge  proceedings they recognized that they had more in common
with each other than with the stern Establishment figure who sat im-
posingly on the banch, and who, on a normal sert of day, it was humom
ously said, collected several hundred pounds in fines, and handed out
about fifteen years'’ poridge in units of three and six months., And all
before opening time.

I watched a coloured prostitute stick out her breasts and smile ’
toothily at the young policeman who had arrested her. It was more like
watching a couple in a bus gueue who fancied each other, than a copper
and his prisoner. Prostitutes make good informants, I really ought to
try to cultivate one. But I didn’nt relish the idea; any sort of re-
lationship with a tom is too open to misinterpretation, and I had a
conscious fear of being mistaken for her customer. Probably my puri-
tanical upbringing, or a fear of being thought a sexual inadequate, I
suppose. Rather like some of my colleagues’ aggressive detestation of
queers, and their suspicion of my own more liberal views. I had litfle
in common with any of them, politically or socially, in taste of inter-
ests, I found myself wishing desperatel® that I worked in a milieu
where the possession of a volume of poetry or an interest in philos-
ophy did not occasion clumsy and sometimes hurtful gibes., It would
have been easier if I had been better than average at the gob, but
I had only achieved a run-of-the-mill efficiency, adequately summed up
by my last Detective Superintendent who had said on my report that I
’had the makings of a fine C.I.D. officer, but lacked 2zip’, I suppose
I ate the wrong sort of breakfast cereal, or something.

The queuge and the morning dragged on. I went to the lavatory twice.- f
We were held up for a long time behind a not-guilty plea, and then {
at last, precipitously and not in very good order, we answered the |
gaoler’s summons and were on.

Walking across the road to lunch at the pub an hour and a half ldter, |
I felt a different man. Head clear and stomach settled, I looked i
forward to steak and beer. The court job had gone off well and I |
didn’t really know what I'd been worried about. You usually did i
get by without the criticism and humiliation you feared when a witness s
made a fool of himself and the charge failed badly. Like going to the i
dentist, the anticipation was usually worse than the experience. I !
should know this by now. The magistrate had beer™as benign and shrewd
as usual. He heard the unchallenged evidence of the Aids without much
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comment, seemed impressed when the keys and knife were produced, inv-
ited the two defendants in turn to give evidence on oath, and whe they
declined listened gravely as they spoke from the dock. He had no hes-
itation in convicting, he:'said, and arter thonking me for reading the
antecedents, put the case back for the probation officer to talk to both
defendants, No notice was taken of the bruisecd lin, and unless the
probation officer mentioned it when the case came up at 2 p.m., we were
home and dry. I felt the occasion called for a beer, although my good
humour did not extend far enough'to invite the Aids to join me.

The noise and heat of the pudb rivalled the canteen, but I was in better
shape to cope. At the bar I met a Special Branch D.C. who was doing a
six.month secondment in division before returning to Scotland Yard and
promotion, I got on with Jdim, whose cheeriully amatenrish approach to
detective work was probably ecven less effective than my own. Dark-
haired with misleading foxy features; he was almost the only friend T
had made since joining the division a few months Previously. More
articulate than most, his passisiate interest in stamp collecting made
him something of a bore, although his amusingly light-hearted attitude
to the quasi-politica;,work of the Branch almost canczelled this out.

I often felt that the sort cf person who harbours dark fears about the
activities of S.B., detectives and the liberty of the subject, etc.,
should have met Jim. Ie would have fitted in well in the cast of,
"Carry On, Special Branch".

Refusing a third pint I made my way back acwocs the bright strcct'to
the relatively cool dimness of the court. One- arain I waited, but by
twenty past two th. probatinn officer had made his recommendation and
the casc was finiched, again vithout any reference to suspected police
brutality.

By now I had a elight beer headache, and was lo2sc than courteous to a
motorist who had lost his car znd a E&irl whose purce had been stolen,
and who were both in the waiting-room when I returned to the station.
There was nothing much to be done with either of these complaints,
except take particulars >f the cor feor entiry in the Crime Book, and get
the girl to agree that she could have dropved hcr purse in the street,
so that the matter could bs deait with as lost property instead of
larceny, This meant rather less woric, and sne less for the crime
statistics. s

After this I was firished with rescrve dutr, and findinf the C,I.D.
office filled with people excifedly discussing the cafe~blowing, I

collected papers and a spare typewriter and“went off to the P.C.s’

room to get on with scme correspondence. UL was late afternoon when

I suddenly remembered the witness in the robbery case I had to see.

A hasty telephone call, and I was Just about tc walk through the back
doubles to Trafalgar Square, when the D.I7 pat his Lead »ound the office
to say that they had a line on the safe-blowers and that I would be
wanted that evening for a trip to the East End *» search several houses.
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"You haven’t got anything on, I suppose?" he said. "Only the wife.
She wants me to babysit while she gocs to the pictures," I said sourly
and untruthfully. "An well, it’s all in the job," he said vaguely,
and withdrew.

I swore with every footstep down the street. Another early evening gone
west, and it'’s not as if we got any payment or time-off in compensation.
The modest detective allowance was supposed to cover all overtime and it
worked out at about sixpence an hour less tax. I looked with envy at
the home-going office crowds, and thought that there was a lot to be
said for an undemanding routine Civil Service sort of job. But then I
remembered my feeling at lunch-time, carrying the satisfaction of res-
ponsibility for a potentially explosive situation which had come out

at the other end in one piece with Justice (presumably) done, and I
knew that I had satisfactions that these people would never know. There
had been nothing unusually difficult about the morning’s case, but I ne
never failed to expericnce relief and pPleasure in concluding any such
job. Rather like the madman who knocked his head against the wall
because it was so nice when he left off.

The witness was waiting in his office and my business took half an

hour or so. Statement signed, I accepted his offer of a drink, and we
made our way to a bar, The pint he bought me was a high price to pay
for his tedious conversation, and I soon made an excuse to leave him
and return to the station., There I found the briefing for the night’s
operation about to start. Len was in charge, and true to form he
sounded like Eisenhower planning the Second Front. Using a street map,
he explained how both houscs (for several had dwindled to two) were

to be entered ai the same time to avoid word going from one ‘to the
other, where the cars were to be parked, likely places to look for the
loof, how much we could tell the occupants, and so on down to the
smallest detail. I expected him to cnd by telling us to synchronize
our watches but we were spared that bit of theatricality. We were to
meet at Aldgate East at 11:30 p.m. Taffy, the Welsh sergeant and me
with one Aid in the C.I.D. Hillman, and Jim, Len and another Aid in

the Superintendant’s car, borrowed for thc occasion. None of us had
great hopes of a successful operation, although Len was sure his
information was good. We'’d heard that too often before. I think I
actually hoped it would be a fruitless journey, because then we would

be back empty-handed soon after midnight, able to scrounge lifts home,
and I would soon be snugly in bed with the glorious prospect of a lie-in
the following day, as I was posted late turn. If, on the other hand, it
was successful, we would be up most of the night dealing with the :
prisoners, with the prospect of going to court the following morning,
having had little or no sleep. One of the characters in All iet

on the Western Front says that the war would be bearable if only one
could get cnough sleep, and I sometimes felt this about the C.I.D.

Jim and I drifted off to get some food. Undecided at first, we
eventually went to an Indian restaurant in Soho wherc we knew the
proprietor, and where we might hope for a cheap or even free meal,
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Preceded by a drink in the Salisbury, the meal went down well. There

was the usual slight embarrassment when it was time to pay, but the
grinning proprictor intercepted the bill from the waiter, took my

pound note, rang up "no sale" and rcturned it to me. This pantomime
fooled nobody but seemecd to satisfy cverybody, and with his extravagant
and insincere good'wishes following us we cmerged into thes street.

It was cool now, and the streets almost deserted as we wandercd back to
the nick, talking idly about the poesibility of success that night,

The chances of finding any stolen money scemecd pretty remote, and anyway,
any thief would know enough to swear blind that he’d had a good win at
the dogs or somcthing. With this in mind we stopped at a late news~
agents to get back-numbers of the racing editions of the week’s newspapers
so that we could at lecast know the names of the winners and be in a
better position to interrogate. I hoved there would be no children in
the house we were going to, as I had painful memories of a seven-ycar-
old who had followed me and her arrested father down the road screaming
hysterically on a similar occasion. Abuse from women I could take, but
not the anguish and despair of a child,

We set off at 11:15 p.m., and after the usual difficulty of negotiating
the home-going theatrc crowds, made good time through the city to
Aldgate. I sot in the back of the car armed with a scarch warrant

that Len had got that afternoon, a torch with a battery that was just
about fading out, and a leather cosh, picked up after a street fight,
which was a morc convenient ond useful weapon than a truncheaon.

Taffy drove, and he and the Aid, who was almost as garrulous, kept up

a comtinual and baatering conversation.  We met the others on time, and
then set off through thc back-doubles for another milec or so. The cars
wer¢ parked in the main street; and then.splitting up into two parties
again we made our way.down a side strcet of deonressing Victorian
workmen’s cottages laid out in a continuous terraced line. No need to
cover the back, and T felt relieved, as that jiob would certainly have
fallen to me, and I had no wish to zrouch uncomfortably in a back
garden while the others had all the action in the house.

We knew what to cxpect as Len had drawn several files from C.R.0. that
afternoon., Our man, Smith, had a wife and several children as well as
his mother-in-~law living with him. Nominally a lorry driver, he had
several convictions for breaking offences and had finished .a 21 month
sentence carlier in the year. Not a big man, and not given to violence,
he had pleaded guilty on at lcasi onc occasion. His record showed that
stolen property had been found in the oven in the kitchen of a

council flat he had lived in at one time.

The house looked respectable cnough. Freshly painted door, lace
curtains with a plaster alsatian peeping between them. It was in
darkness, but peering through the letterbox I smelt fresh tobacco

smoke in the tiny hall. For some reason I felt this was a shrewd
discovery, and was rather disconcerted when the usually good-tempered
Taffy .replicd with a contemptuous "So what:", to my excited information.
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Before he banged the knocker loudly enough to wake the street, I had
time to reflect that he must have been as nervous as me to be as rude
as that. I fumbled and dropped my torch nearly as loudly. We 'both
said "Quiet!" and "Shut up!" sfmultaneously and angrily, but before

the argument had time to develop along vaudeville lines, the bedroom
window shot up and a woman'’s voice wanted to know what we wanted. In
ingratiating and subdued tones, almost as if he wanted to sell her a
vacuum cleaner, Taffy replicd that we were police officers and could we
talk to her and her husband?

The window closed, feet came down the stairs, the hall light went on,
and Smith opened the door. "What is it, for Christ’s sake?" he said.

I got my foot in the door, Taffy pushed him to one side and we were in.
"We are C.I.D. officers, and we have a warrant to search this house,"

I said pompously, or at least I tried to say it, because my voive was
drowned by Smith shouting in the hall, two women shouting from the
stairs, and inevitably, a child crying from a bedroom. Taffy and the
Aid joined in. I wanted to laugh,

Eventually they quietened down, and after long and protracted explan~-
ations from us, and after every literate person in the house had read
the warrant, we went ahead with the search. We were thorough, and it
was fifteen minutes before the Aid found behind the cistern in the
outside lavatory a brand-new jemmy, a pair of gloves, and a rubber-
covered torch., Next to a pi}e of banknotes there was nothing we would
rather have found. I couldn t believe my eyes. Mrs, Smith pretended
curiousity, "What is it, then?" she kept saying. Mother-in-law glared
balefully from an armchair, and Smith, who hadn’t even got the sense to
accuse us of planting the stuff, looked sheepish.

The rest .of the interview was conducted according to the Judges’ Rules.
After Smith had refused point blank to account for the presence of the
stuff in his house or say anything at all, he was cautioned and told he
would be arrested. None of us spoke to him again at all, and while

bie was dressing, his wife, surprisingly, made tea for everyone.

Her animosity had faded away ‘rapidly, and I almost expected her to
thank us as we left with our prisoner. Perhaps she was glad to get rid
of him,

Back at the car, we found that the~others had an even better haul, Two
prisoners, and a pile of National Insurance cards directly connecting
them with the breaking, "They'’ve made statements," said Len, loudly
enough for Smith to hear, "and they’ve put Smithy right in it." This
crude attempt to get Smith in the mood to confess didn’t work, as it
happened, but it was usually tried in similar cases, sometimes success-~
fully. Ve drove back in a convoy. Nobody said a word in my car,

each of us busy with his own thoughts. I was wondering what time I
would get to bed, and whether the job was worth a commendation. The
others were inscrutable and I could only guess at their thoughts.
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What an odd way to earn a living! I had as much in common with Smith
in the way of birth and upbringing as with any of my colleagues. He
probably worked as hard, loved his wife as much, and was asproud of his
children o5 I vas. He had the same hopes and fears as me. Cancer or
thrombosis could single him out equally well. God loved him as much,
and his children looked to him for security in the same way that mine
looked to me. He had blown the lock off a safe and stolen some money
the previous day, L had travelled on a bus without paying my fare the
previous week., He was going to be locked away from love and warmth

for several years. I was going home to my wife and would go on going
home to my wife. And the real villains, those who were treacherous and
viscious, mean and hypocritical, who climbed that bloody ladder of
opportunity, treading on a few heads and singing hymns as they went,
they were respected and honoured! They were not pulled out of bed at
midnight by one of their own kind, and taken off with scarcely time

to say goodhyc to the kids. But they uid not use explosive to get what
they wanted, their methods were more subtle, more I{rightening. Fright-
ening because they had approval from ail levels of society, from the
workman to the brother entrepreneur. Exploit a man for ferty years,
give him o gold watch at the end of it, and everything is okay. Even
he thinks it is. Vhat a damned rotten system. And here was I helping
to perpetuate it.

We eased our way into the station yard. Suddenly I felt very tired.
My identification with Smith was virtually ~:ivpiete, and I almost
expected to be fingerprinted, charged, and stuck in a cell with him.
We're all guilty, I thought melodramatically, as we stood in the charge
room blinking in the, harsh light.

Len took charge, smoothly and efficiently. Smithy was whipped upstairs
to be questioned by the two sergeants, while I was left with the Aids
and the other two prisoners to go through the ureliminaries to charging.
Jim disappeared in search of tea. An hour la%er Len came back with
Smith and a written statement of admission., He hadn’t been a difficult
nut to crack, seeing the evidence that incontrovertibly lirked the

other two to thc breaking, he felli easily for the "You can’t let them
take the rap on their own' line. They in turn put it in writing when
they saw his confession, and, solidarity re-cstablished, stood in a line
while the duty officer read the charge over to them. A few more routine
tasks and we had done. To my pleasurc, I learned that T would not be
necded at court that morning. ILen would give brief cvidence of arrest
and get them remanded in custody, and the full evidencc could be given
on the remand hearing when they would be committed for trial. ® The 100
pounds or so from the safe had gone. of coursc., . None of the prisoners
had more than a few pounds on them, and their statements did not include
any mention of the money, only the National Insurance cards. Perhaps
the money had never been stolen in the first place? Ve would never
know. :

Sitting in the back of the Hillman going over Waterloo bridgec on my way
home, I watched the office cleaners straggling towards the Strand cnd a
morning’s work, They wcrked and lived harder than mej several hours
scrubbing-out and then back o Yalworth to get the breakfast, more
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housework, dinner for the kids home from chool, an afternoon’s shoppfng
or mending, and an evening's telly or bi§o. No wonder they looked old
at forty. VWhat would I look like in middle age? A beer-complexion and
a pot-belly, probably. A sort of cadaverous non-humorous Falstaff.

If I lasted that long, that is. The ulcer/suicide/angina rate is high
in the C.I.D., and if you dodge all that you’re liable to find yourself
in the 0l1d Bailey. Thieves catching thieves. Jonathan Wilde, the
archetype of the crooked detective.

Scotland Yard stood on the other side of the river, overshadowed by the
Air Ministry on the one side and the House on the other. Lights were
still on on the fourth floor, where I had spent two miserable years
doing a desk job in the records office. This was better than that!
Calling yourself a detective and doing a clerk's job was cheating, like
being a cook in the commandos. I’d been darned glad to get out of there,
Wouldn't mind a job on the Fraud Squad or in Central, though. Short
hours and full allowances. Perhaps I'd end up as a Superintendant in
Central., Picture in the paper with a sergeant carrying my bagy catching
a train to some provincial town to investigate Axe Horror or New Chilad
Murder. Perhaps not, though. More likely a liverish second-class
sergeant at West End Central, with the prospect of managing a suburban
pub or becoming a security officer on retirement, or rather when I had
screwed up enough courage to retire. And it takes courage to come out
from under the umbrella of security the job provides, to face the
realities of living in a capitalist society. The feeling of warmth and
security which the paternalism of the police service provides, works
against self-respect and self-confidence, and is in the long run almost
completely destructive.

Stopped at the lights at Camberwell Green; a young P.C. rather shyly
acknowledged us. Neat uniform, chinstrap unchewed, chest innocent
of medal ribbons, he looked about sixteen. I wondered if he was dis-
illusioned yet. Could he see the chading between black and white?
If he met me when I was wearing a C.N.D, badge would I be a bastard
(one of them) or a decent bloke (one of us)? Could he conceive of
a fellow policeman belonging to a pacifist organization? I thought not.
And he’s about typical. Perhaps he’s one of the rapid-promotion types.
Stay in the uniform branch, inspector at twenty-seven, Ryton College,
chief at thirty, and superintendant at thirty-five., I’1l see him one
Armistice Day, wearing a Hornblower-type cocked hat and riding a horse
up Whitehall, He's probably a Roman Catholic or Freemason, or whatever
the fashionable promotion club is (Paddy, the local detective sergeant,
was sufficiently ambitious to be both at once). This is what I should
] have done, instead of going for the C.I.D., Just wandered around a
] beat for eight hours a day, sat a few stupid exams, and been a chief
in the time it was going to take me to be a D.S. The next best thing {
to not being a copper at all, [

Pulling up outside the block of flats I lived in, I felt stiff and
heavy-eyeds It was a beautiful morning, but I had no eyes for the
late roses in my neighbour’s garden, and the bird song only made me
think that it would be difficult to get to sleep for the racket. I
walked up the steps to a warm bed, six hours sleep, and another seven
years of it. (Robert Bradley...first pub. in New Left Review. Thanks, )
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