

































LESSONS IN FREE SPEECH


DEAR SIR: CAN WE TALK?


(God bless you for taking your time to read this alternate view of history)
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Hypothesis: What Happens When You Say Bollocks?


To Westminster?


(Peacefully and Publicly?)
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Let Justice Be Done Though The Heavens May Fall
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FOR THE LOVE OF


BRIAN W. HAW AND THE FUTURE 


…The Kids










Dedicated to the veterans, the military, the emergency responders


To all the good people of the world who desire peace in their lifetime


To the memory of those patriots who in 1215 at Runnymede


Signed Magna Carta










“Really bloody learn to love each other properly


Because you only get one go at it”


- Johnny Rotten






‘Never Mind the Bollocks’


- the Sex Pistols




AUTHOR’S NOTE






 “We bomb innocent people to save innocent people - this isn’t stupid, it’s stupid the sequel.” - Itch, King Blues.


I Will Not Eat the Crayons


Does honesty matter? Why does honestly recording history matter? Why do we need to learn from the history of war and genocide? What is considered art? When is censorship OK?


Please remember back to when it was NOT considered NORMAL to wear a face-mask in public. May we please discuss the psychological effects of masks and lock-downs on the people, the economy, and especially the children? Children need to see faces in order to create empathy. Please remember to a only few years back, to the statement of HM UKGOV - ‘ONLY TWO WEEKS’ of prison-style, state-imposed isolation of a national LOCK-DOWN… to flatten the curve. How long did that last and will it happen again? That’s the big question.


May we please consider the drastic increase in suicide, especially among the young, during and post lock-down - especially males? May we please consider the drastic increase of stillborns in newly CVD-vacc*nated mothers and newborns of CVD-vacc*nated mothers showing severe developmental delays? May we ask why various countries are presently able to study these disastrous outcomes effecting babies and children not seen since Thalidomide and only post CVD19 lock-downs and known-to-be experimental j*bs the public was actively coerced into taking through the long arm of the state media, often under threat of state-sponsored job loss, usually fearing loss of ability to travel globally? 


Am I permitted to publicly question whatever I choose to question? Can I question genocide when I believe I see genocide? Can I peacefully express my opinions and reveal my inner thought processes without fear of a visit from the thought police or undue incarceration by the state? 


As Westerners, it’s strange that we think of propaganda and censorship as only belonging to other nations which we consider beneath our higher standards of modern Western democracy; only in communist nations such as Russia or in Islamic states such as Iraq, Iran, and Afghanistan - in those sovereign nations where Western governments covet national resources and decides there exists a need for the population to be liberated/obliterated/divided, tantamount to war crimes against humanity, often side-stepped and ignored under the guise of the neutrality of the United Nations i.e. the complete lack of accountability of Pol Pot’s Kmer Rouge, Cambodia being a prime example - allowing them to continue to participate in elections.


Authoritarians and totalitarians don’t like to leave peaceful people in peace due to their narcissistic and/or sociopathic and/or psychopathic personalities.




PROLOGUE






Dear Sir: Can we please openly discuss and learn from the long history and true cost of cronyism, censorship, lawfare, and genocide? Is spreading a heart-felt Christian message of ‘Peace, Love & Justice For All’ criminal behaviour? Is Free Speech truly a criminal offence in Great Britain, in 2025? Let’s find out together.


Hypothesis: What happens when you say Bollocks? To Westminster? (peacefully and publicly?)


2025 Chris Philp, the shadow Home Secretary said: “Two-tier Keir can’t police the streets so he’s trying to police opinions instead. They’re setting up a central team to monitor what you post, what you share, what you think, because deep down they know the public don’t buy what they’re selling. Labour have stopped pretending to fix Britain and started trying to mute it. This is a Prime Minister who’s happy to turn Britain into a surveillance state but won’t deport foreign criminals, won’t patrol high streets, won’t fund front-line policing. Labour are scared of the public. Labour don’t trust the public, Labour don’t even know the public.”


The Online Safety Act is supposed to protect children from harmful content but there have been widespread reports that certain websites are limiting access because of this. You must verify your age/identity with your ID which many don’t want to share. This has created a massive spike in UK VPN sales despite English case law on Free Speech being strongly stated on public court record. 


Katherine Elizabeth Scottow V. Crown Prosecution Service 2020 before The Rt. Honourable Lord Justice Bean and the Honourable Mr. Justice Warby


43. The prosecution argument failed entirely to acknowledge the well-established proposition that free speech encompasses the right to offend, and indeed to abuse another. The Judge appears to have considered that a criminal conviction was merited for acts of unkindness, and calling others names, and that such acts could only be justifies if they made a contribution to a “proper debate”.


Graham William Phillips V. The Secretary of State for Foreign, Commonwealth and Development Affairs 2024 before Mr. Justice Johnson


The legal framework - Free speech and prohibition of propaganda


42. Free Speech is a fundamental common law right R. V. Shayler 2002 UKHL 11; 2003 1 AC 247 per Lord Bingham at 21. It has been described as a “primary right” without which “an effective rule of law is not possible”, “the lifeblood of democracy” and “a brake on the abuse of power by public officials”:  R V. Secretary of Sate for the Home Department ex parte Simms 1999 2 AC 115 per Lord Steyn at 125G and 126 F-H. It constitutes one of the essential foundations of a democratic society and one of the basic conditions for its progress and for each individual’s self-fulfillment: R(Lord Carlile) V. Home Secretary 2014 UKSC 60; 2015 AC 943 per Lord Sumption at 13, Sunday Times V. United Kingdom 1979-80 2 EHRR 245 at 65, Handyside V. United Kingdom 1979-80 1 EHRR 737 at 49. George Orwell - “If liberty means anything at all, it means the right to tell people what they do not want to hear”, Theodore Roosevelt - “To announce that… we are to stand by the President, right or wrong… is morally treasonable…”, and Voltaire or at any rate, his biographer, Evelyn Beatrice Hall, “I disapprove of what you say but I will defend to the death your right to say it” all recognised that if free speech is to have value, it has to encompass dissent. Political dissent must be allowed to take its place in John Stuart Mill’s free cpm[etitive marketplace of ideas - “the best test of truth is the power of the thought to get itself accepted in the competition of the market” - Abrams V. United States 1919 250US 616 per Holmes J(dissenting) at 630, quoted by Lord Steyn in Simms at 126F.


In Shayler’s case, Lord Bingham said at 21:


“Modern democratic government means government of the people by the people for yhe people. But there can be no government by the people if they are ignorant of the issues to be resolved, the arguments for and against different solutions and the facts underlying those arguments. The business of government is not an activity about which only those professionally engaged are entitled to receive information and express opinions. It is, or should be, a participatory process. But there can be no assurance that government is carried out for the people unless the facts are made known, the issues publicly ventilated.”


43. Genuine political dissent is therefore afforded strong legal protection.


(3) In this context, the law protects not just against direct interference with free speech but also in the indirect “chilling effect” of deterring others from exercising their rights to free speech - “the concept of a chilling effect… is… extremely important”, particularly where it concerns speech “on controversial matters of public interest” - Miller at 68.


(6) Even where speech is defamatory of another person, and contains a false statement of fact, qualified privilege may attach. In Reynolds V. Times Newspapers Ltd. 2001 2 AC 127 the House of Lords recognised that qualified privilege attaches to the responsible publication of political information. At 200D, Lord Nicholas said “… freedom to disseminate and receive information on political matters is essential to the proper functioning of the system of parliamentary democracy cherished in this country.”


(7) For the same reasons, a similarly high level of protection can, in principle, also extend to responsible “citizen journalists” and “bloggers” and “popular users on social media” although it is necessary to recognise that “the risk of harm posed by content and communication on the internet is higher than that posed by the press - Delfi AS V. Estonia 2016 62 EHRR 6 at 133.


*


In befriending, being inspired by Brian Haw and artistically speaking of Blair's Westminster - when bollocks are your only weapon, having a vagina does not mean that you have to be one.


*


"Is this Westminstergate?" - Brian W. Haw




INTRODUCTION






Dear Darling Fascist Bully-Boys:










SEX PISTOLS RECORD “NOT INDECENT”






THREE MAGISTRATES, TWO OF THEM WOMEN, RULED TODAY THAT THE RECORD SLEEVE OF THE SEX PISTOLS’ CHART-TOPPING ALBUM, WITH THE WORD ‘BOLLOCKS’ IN THE TITLE, IS NOT INDECENT. ADVERTISEMENTS FOR THE PUNK ROCK BAND’S RECORD - ‘NEVER MIND THE BOLLOCKS - HERE’S THE SEX PISTOLS’ - HAVE BEEN BANNED BY RADIO AND TV COMPANIES, ALTHOUGH IT IS NOW NUMBER ONE IN THE CHARTS AND HAS SOLD MORE THAN 200,000 COPIES. TODAY, 25-YEAR-OLD RECORD SHOP MANAGER CHRISTOPHER SEALE, IN A TEST CASE BEFORE NOTTINGHAM MAGISTRATES, WAS ACQUITTED ON FOUR CHARGES UNDER THE 88-YEAR-OLD INDECENT ADVERTISEMENTS ACT.


- Original telegram November 24, 1977










John Pilger: The contempt in which Britain’s elite holds the public has never been more eloquently expressed than in the decision to award Tony Blair the highest order of Knighthood.


One million Iraqis dead, three million dispossessed, a trail of blood to 7/7. Rise Sir Tony!










CHAPTER ONE


I. Welcome to Paradise










THE SECRET TO freedom is happiness and the secret to happiness is courage. - Thucydides 400 BC






May 1, 2007 “A spoon full of sugar helps the medicine go down.” Terry Lee warbled to herself and chuckled nervously thinking this was nothing like her beloved childhood movie based in London. Sh*t was going to get real, real fast, and she knew it. Sometimes you have to take a stand or a peaceful seat for what you believe in and today was that day. She decided she would not back down or be bullied anymore.


She slouched back on her small, heart-backed, folding chair, smiling at her very large, chalked artwork on the gridded pavement in front of Winston Churchill’s statue. On the southeast corner of Parliament Square facing the Houses of Parliament, colorful vines, leaves, and flowers entwined at her feet as if climbing and growing - scribing ‘Peace is Possible’. It was a labor of love that would quickly disappear with the next rain or under footfall; like sandcastles on the beach - longing for the tide to take them elsewhere on an adventure. 


Amalgamated and forced together by Sir Ian Blair, Chief of the Metropolis of London, a unified, Utopian parade homogenizing fascists, the BNP, the trade unions and everything in between was about to march its way up Whitehall from beyond the House of Lords. Four lanes of emptied pavement and their extended arteries were barricaded off to the white vans, the black cabs, and the upper-crust chauffeur-driven.


The pedestrian London citizenry mixed on the pavements with the thousands of tourists who posed for endless selfies; those who wandered Westminster in packs lead by a colourful umbrella peeking above the fast-moving crowds among the never-ending exhaust fumes that left black rings up your nostrils.


As with many previous MayDay demonstrations before the Houses of Parliament, those not involved in the march were herded like cattle, often 8-10 people deep, sandwiched between the metal barriers and the armed police protecting those within the tall wrought iron gates surrounding the entire Palaces of Westminster a.k.a HM UK Parliament.


There were over a dozen CCTV cameras focused specifically on Parliament Square, watched by various government agencies, along with hundreds of MET police officers present on foot. There were snipers on the roofs and many more officers packed into vans, ready and waiting, parked down the various back streets. With public protest so well policed and completely under Scotland Yard’s control, Parliament Square should have been the safest place in the world to chalk a simple message of ‘Peace Is Possible’ on the pavement.


 Big Ben chimed, reveling in the MayDay sunshine, while Terry squinted to see a small gang of Met police sporting their usual fluorescent-yellow high-visibility jackets gathering across the street. Less than fifty feet away, Brian W. Haw stood beneath the lamp-post facing the open Carriage Gates of Parliament. They shared a knowing glance… trouble was brewing.


Both of them clocked Inspector Rushworth, a Sergeant, and two other officers lurking and plotting, then marching with purpose, making a b-line straight for Terry. They advanced across the pavement like screw-faced, jackboot Nazis. They appeared anything but peaceful.


“Sh*t. Here we go…”, she whispered to herself aloud under a slowly exhaled breath.


Deep breath in through the nose, deep breath out through the mouth. And again. And again.


Her heart pounded among the outdated, stone-cold colonnades - villainous statues of past Empirical war criminals - those from when Britannica ruled the waves. They were an artistic, important reminder of history that cluttered the cemented walkways on the north and the east sides of Parliament Square. They loomed down over all present among the perfectly planted cement blocks adding a purposeful and acceptable pittance of colour.


She slid her bum back on the red vinyl seat and sat upright, leaning forward to rest her forearms on her white-board, ready to greet trouble. The first middle-aged man to approach her clearly left his manners at home. There was no hello, no form of introduction.


“I’m going to take that!”, he barked, swinging his beak-shaped nose closer towards her. 


He pointed claw-like fingers covered in premature age spots at her whiteboard graffitied with the words ‘Bollocks 2 Blair - Genocide remains a war crime’. It was delightfully decorated with a child’s simply drawn hearts, bumblebees, and flowers - all drawn in permanent black ink. On various other occasions, a few officers before these had tried to smudge out the words to no avail.


“I beg your pardon? You do not have my permission to steal my personal property. Under what exact law are you operating?”


“Public Order, Section 5!”, he spat out, bending over, leaning closer.


She responded calmly. “Are you referring to the word Bollocks or Blair? You are aware of The Sex Pistols trial? You are aware of their Nottingham Magistrates’ case regarding the etymology of the word bollocks? It was found to be nonsense. You are invading my personal space. Three feet please officer.” 


The MET gang stepped back mumbling amongst themselves. They slithered their way back through the barriers to cross over to their shady side of the road. 


Over the next half hour, Rushworth marshaled twenty-odd officers together and they once again stormed across the road. They made a b-line for Terry and her companions who chose to sit beside her in a show of solidarity - to bear witness.  It was very clear this was a shameful act of police officers directed to behave badly as political censors to what Blair, his government, and others behind the scenes didn’t wish to be shown to or be seen by the public.


Partially concealed by the peak of a bobby hat, his dead eyes focused on hers. He snatched at the 3’ x 2’ metal-framed whiteboard like a viper. Terry was on her feet and would not let go, not for love nor money.


They both knew, the whole country knew and beyond: In 1977, the word bollocks was tested in the English Magistrates’ Courts of Nottingham and found not be offensive, all thanks to the Sex Pistols and English Punk Rock Music. It could not be a source of harassment, alarm, or distress like these yellow-coated bully-boys were causing.


She was being mugged by the police in front of thousands of unsuspecting witnesses. More and more of Inspector Rushworth’s yellow-coat gang showed up. They encircled and purposefully formed a human fence to block the public view. 


Brian called out, striding towards her, “She’s with me officer! She’s part of my authorised demonstration!” He was immediately restrained by another wave of yellow-jackets while she clung onto her artwork with both hands, tousled amongst a growing sea of police.


“Stop struggling or we’ll arrest you.”


Brian’s wrists and arms were twisted behind his back. 


She caught her breath and realized she was now standing in the middle of her artwork with one officer clamped onto her white-board at her left side. Six inches in front of her stood another twisted, smiling face. The officer grinned as he inflicted pain plying her right hand in a goose-neck hold - bending her thumb back towards her wrist with both of his man-hands. And still, her left arm was locked onto her art like a vice, while yet more officers tried to prize her small hand free from it.


Not a further word was said. Communication ceased completely. For Terry, time had ground to a halt. She remained calm until she saw his smile. That was the last straw for her. Still gripping onto her artwork, her face flushed red with rage. She did not appreciate being bullied by her brother or her father and these bully-boys were not her family. They had no right to manhandle her. Enough was enough.


She felt a surge of power come over her and she gently lifted her single right hand up, up, up, in slow motion. Up and out of his goose-neck hold, over her head and behind her waist. Her arm glided like a ballerina in a slow, circular motion.


All hell broke loose.


She was slammed to the pavement still holding onto the whiteboard now beneath her. Terry winced as the board’s mangled, metal edges were abruptly yanked from beneath her, tearing at her skin and bruising her body. There was a heavy foot bearing down on her left shoulder forcing her face into the ground. Others twisted her wrists behind her back in pain compliance positions - all the while in rear stack handcuffs. Completely unnecessary.


The smell of the nearby lavender from the planters wafted by. It did nothing to ease the pain of the situation but it brought her back to her senses. It was getting too much and she thought her wrists were soon to snap.


Neil from the Forward Intelligence Team, laid down on his side - perpendicular to her on her chalk-work. He smiled like a Cheshire cat with his large camera lens four short inches from her face.


The raw physical pain in her wrists was all too much.


“You f*cking b*stards! Stop! You are going to break my wrists!” They forced her unusually high pain threshold until she cried out in excruciating pain. Before then, she had not said a word during the entire assault; not since her opening comment on The Sex Pistols to Inspector Rushworth regarding bollocks; before the onslaught of police violence.


She was dazed. Her face was now pressed down hard into the pavement she had happily been creating artwork on and admiring with the public a brief time before.


It all seemed so perverse to her. Yellow-coats everywhere. Dozens and dozens of them sent for just one woman. The pain of that realization hit hard. She was targeted and of that, there was absolutely no doubt. Every member of the public she had engaged with while chalking that day had given her a more than positive response.


Why all the drama and why all the brutality over silly bollocks?


What???


“Thanks, we’ve got you now.” Neil laughed, jumped up to his feet, and sauntered away with his coerced evidence against Terry. Brian continued to remonstrate with Inspector gadget who had many politico f*keries up his sleeve along with superiors barking down his ear-piece.


“In terms of what we know Mr. Blair is doing to other people’s children, it is a relatively mild rebuke.” Brian informed Inspector Rushworth that he was belligerent towards a peaceful lady that the police had just physically attacked.


Rushworth waltzed off stating, “Don’t be silly…”, with a stupid smirk on his face.


Brian continued to tell him off. “I have photographs!”


“Go away”, he replied in a condescending fashion.


“We say “Stop genocide, torture, killing children for war profits”. The ones responsible send police to physically attack us and our expressions for humanity. It is like Nazi Germany. You act like Nazis.”


Her mind flashed back to childhood memories of when the police rightfully went on strike in the city twinned with hers, across the second deepest harbour in the world. From Dartmouth’s rocky shores. She witnessed the capital of Nova Scotia, Halifax, going up in flames. The riots spread uncontrollably. The Army had to be called in to restore the peace. Terry learned that the police were a necessity in life and were to be respected for keeping the peace in any Western pressure cooker of a society.


These MET officers were a completely different breed. They came to breach the peace and not to uphold it to any degree. The irony was staggering. 


“How the hell did I get here? How the f*ck did we get to this point?”, she asked herself in her mind while exhaling deeply, trying to overcome an urge to hyperventilate. Deep breath in, deep breath out. In through the nose and out through the mouth. Again and again, and again.


The words would not dare to escape her lips. Silenced once again.


* * *


Terry pulled into the dead-end road nick-named Grave Road by its residents. With a bag of spray paints in hand, she marched straight through the terraced house and out into the spring sunshine of the garden, grabbing a white sheet she had prepared for today’s art project left on the dining room table. Cut to fit her small patch of garden grass, she spread out the crisp, white, cotton sheet ready to create a flag. 


The thought of a big blank canvass made her smile and feel excited. It had been many years since she felt inspired, let alone compelled to create anything artistic. Terry’s art teacher had her expelled for a week, for smoking a cigarette out of the back harbour doors of her High School when it was raining. Life got pretty hectic after that.


No time for art. No time for Terry to find out who Terry is while trying to fit into a mold that did not fit. She danced as fast as she could while life took its many twists and turns. Two broken marriages and a twice-broken heart later, she tried to pick up the pieces of her life, once again. Today she was making time with a project in mind - a gift for a new friend named Brian.


Shake-shake-shaking the red spray paint shook memories loose of a gift for her eighth Christmas - a red, white, and blue type-writer she had long forgotten. Finally without her two loose upper front teeth, she sat happily on Christmas day, writing an essay at the Vilas dining room table that was only used for special occasions.


A brand new set of encyclopedias was stacked neatly at adult eye-level, just behind her, on her mum’s new, hand-crafted bookcase that overpowered the room. It took up an entire wall with its dark-stained wood. Everything was perfectly in its place. It was massive from where Terry sat, reaching from floor to ceiling, from wall to door-frame. When she helped her mum with the dusting, she couldn’t reach the very top shelf from the heavy base she tip-toed on. She knew where to place each Royal Daulton figurine, at exactly the right angle.


She glanced to her left while she sat typing, to the various bits of horse-brass mounted on leathers collected from summer holidays in England. They fit well on the small wall beside the sliding patio doors that lead out onto the newly-built balcony completely covered with horrible, green, fake grass carpeting. It was uncomfortable to walk upon barefoot let alone sit on. Beside the horse-brass, a much larger, round, brass platter embossed with the words ‘Take Courage’ at the side of a protruding cockerel, inspired her to keep writing.


‘The Generation Gap’ - she click-click-clicked the keys, questioning why the generations didn't speak to each other in 500 innocent words.


Her Dad was x-Navy and always wore his gold Freemason ring. Her mum was married at 18 and whisked off to another country, living the lie in plain sight of all, tucked away in Canadian suburbia. ‘Home Sweet Home’ was a pressure-cooker of violence and fear. Some things simply weren’t spoken of.


The silver candelabra held center stage on the table that didn’t have its usual plastic protector laid over it. A hand-made, white, lace tablecloth had replaced it. The red candles flickered and dripped from within a pretty display of pine cones and perfected bows made of calico ribbons of Christmas colors encircling the bottom. Her mum’s favorite song, Roger Whittaker’s ‘Last Farewell’ played on the Black Box made of the deepest red mahogany. The first stereo ever made held within its prized central place made especially for it, in mum’s wall unit.


Terry loved the big band music and all the music she and her mother listened to. They would jive to Elvis on the rust-colored shag carpet and sing along to Vera Lynn, Kenny Rogers, and Anne Murray. Her mum’s untimely death at 64 years of age left yet another gaping hole in Terry’s heart. The heavy paint smell of a St. George’s cross clung to the air mixing with the heady scent of her favorite yellow rose she planted for her mum. Back to reality, she thought.


She sang out softly to her mother, “For you are beautiful and I have loved you dearly, more dearly than the spoken word can tell”, in the words of Roger Whittaker.


The more she tried to focus on the design of her artwork, the more her mind drifted towards childhood memories and her mum. Her family was a financially successful, hot violent mess and no one spoke of it. Most memories of her childhood were long forgotten on purpose.


It was rare that she allowed her mind to drift back into her chaotic past. She grew up on a street of doctors and lawyers and politicians. Her family was the richest. Her father was a slum lord and sported a Rolex he bought in Asia during his Naval travels. He learned it was a fake and still proudly wore it. He had a love of photography and relished his album of pictures with all the transgendered male to females from the East entitled ‘Those We Have Loved’. 


He was a predator by nature and known to some of Terry’s high school friends. Some young girls, especially the young single mums living alone in his rooming houses, had alternative arrangements for paying him the rent. He was happy to beat the living sh*t out of anyone who dared not to have their rent on time or move out when told to. He was an absolute embarrassment.


Terry’s neighbour and best friend’s older brother was close friends with a set of twins whose father lived in one of his rooming houses. The twins had arrived to tell their father of his ex-wife and their mother’s death. Terry’s dad was going off like a lunatic, as usual, demanding the earth while three grieving teenagers witnessed and endured his cruelty. But the landlord noticed the out-of-place boy-next-door’s face, about-faced, stormed out of the building, and sped off in his new Buick estate wagon.


He knew he was doing wrong. He didn’t care. He didn’t like getting caught publicly - being an evil b*stard. Rent owed was far more important than consoling grieving teenagers.


By the age of 11, Terry had already questioned in her mind how they lived so well off of poor people’s backs; seeing the thousands of dollars counted on the living room floor while eating their weekly fish and chips on a Friday from the shop he, not they, owned. He made it very clear that everything was chattel to him… including his family.


He owned an awful lot of very run-down properties in the downtown area but his home was his castle. It was filled with the best of everything. They were the first family on the block to own a colour television, one of the first families to join the canoe club, and the first kids to wear trademarked jeans and jean jackets with white leather trademarked trainers(sneakers).


He ruled his manor with an iron fist that he would slam down on the kitchen table at any given moment and a voice that raged throughout the entire household. Everyone walked on eggshells from the moment he came home from work and moreso, no one spoke a word out of turn.


Two plaques hung in the 1970s green and yellow, boldly-flowered, wall-papered kitchen. The first was a china plate with the sayings of ‘Children Learn What They Live’. If a child lives with this, they learn that. If a child lives with criticism, he learns to condemn. If a child lives with hostility, he learns to fight. If a child lives with fear, he learns to be apprehensive. If a child lives with pity, he learns to feel sorry for himself.


The second plaque made of wood hung beside the brand new, yellow, wall-mounted, push-button phone and quoted Abraham Lincoln. “It is better to be silent and thought a fool than to speak up and remove all doubt.” Terry understood the second saying as unless you know exactly what you are speaking of, it’s better to remain silent and thought to be stupid than to prove your ignorance by speaking instead of the open threat that it was - speak up and no one will believe you.


Terry owned two dictionaries and she brought only one out to the garden. She opened the worn pages of her old paperback English dictionary and read the definition of “free speech: noun the right to express your opinions” aloud to herself. Terry felt and thought and knew that it was good to express herself. She knew first-hand as a child, poor communication created a massive barrier to true happiness.


She was alarmed to find the noun free speech had been removed from her new and much larger hardback dictionary. It had been replaced by the watered down and weaker phrase of free-spoken: adjective to speak freely. Gone was the right of free speech and could she be arrested for being free-spoken according to the new dictionary and Tony Blair’s SOCPA 2005 -The Serious Organised Crime and Police Act? It was time to investigate this hypothesis.


Black marker in hand, the words ‘Free Speech’ were outlined in graffiti-style writing and brought to life from her imagination. Black spray paint filled in the outline turning a plain old sheet into a canvas and gift of a flag, a first for Terry. Lastly, like the icing on a cake, the definition of  ‘Free Speech: The Right To Express Your Opinions’, the word ‘two’ stroked out and replaced with ‘to’, was written to fly the flag for Freedom of Expression, Article 10 of the Human Rights Act (HRA 1998), for Brian.


She placed the cap on the pen and stood back to look over the finished piece. She hoped Brian would like his gift and selfishly, she wanted a piece of herself to remain at Parliament Square with Brian in his Westminster Heart Gallery, to be a part of London’s history. She wanted her art to be seen and her voice to be heard.


* * *


What began as a lonely day trip to visit London five years earlier turned into the beginning of an unlikely friendship and very steep learning curve regarding the masonic political processes of Westminster towards protest.


Parliament Square was on Terry’s way to St. James’ Park from Westminster tube station. For the first time, a large patch of green grass to the left grabbed her attention; a small sanctuary of color facing the Houses of Parliament surrounded by drab gray buildings meant to impress their power through their sheer stature and grand architecture looking down on the people, including Westminster Abbey.


From across the roadside, she circled the northern backside of Parliament Square. She walked to the left and to the right using the crosswalks trying to find a way onto the isolated island of a grassy square outside Parliament; to where the Londoners enjoyed their lunch breaks and the glory of the warming sunshine with the tourists and others.


There was no pedestrian access to Parliament Square at all. That was odd. How did anyone get from here to there? How did they all cross the four busy lanes of constant central London traffic?


She watched the lights and determined it was best to quickly run when she saw a break in the traffic, as the lights changed from amber to red. Terry darted through a few straggling cars running the yellow light and arrived safely on the front pavement of the square.


By chance, she nearly tripped over a corduroy hat splattered with 1970s style metal badges crowning salt and pepper hair attached to a middle-aged man who reminded her of a television show from her childhood - M.A.S.H. Blue jeans, crisp white tee-shirt, and a megaphone at hand. She had somehow felt drawn to him and the pile of broken wood and twisted canvasses at his feet. He looked distressed and she couldn’t walk on by and pretend he wasn’t there. That was not how her mother raised her to be.


“Hiya…”, she smiled.


“Look what they did.”  He spoke as if he was churning over a great heartache. The upset glimmered like a dimming flashlight sinking into the watery depths of his crystal blue eyes.


“Who?”


“They destroyed everything - Blair and Blair, the naughty pair.”


“My baby girl made a coffin. Baby coffins laid out before Parliament for the babes dying in Iraq. They smashed everything. Not the first time...”, he ended on almost a whisper. 


“Why?”


“We are committing genocide and infanticide, all for filthy lucre. We are each individually responsible. What if this child was your own?” He held up a picture of a grossly deformed infant.


“DUM DUM DUM. Depleted uranium munitions - poisoning our soldiers and their children. Check it out.”


That was a lot for Terry to take in. That poor child’s face. That poor child’s mother. What did depleted uranium have to do with this horrific outcome? Trident nuclear weapons sold to the public as a necessity; armour-penetrating munitions meant to pierce the shell of tanks was the answer. The government neglected to mention to the public, the important fact that it instantly fried everyone within the immediate vicinity and had a half-shelf-life of 4.6 billion years at which point it reduced to the toxicity of lead, another well-known carcinogen. 


Brian walked from Westminster Abbey’s west side of the square, across the front to Churchill’s statue at the other end. Back and forth he slowly paced, chewing over his thoughts publicly. Terry didn’t feel comfortable touching his property and she could plainly see that it was destroyed artworks upon closer inspection. She eventually crossed to the back of the square and sat under the shade of beautiful old trees with preservation orders that towered over the war-mongers statues. They must have witnessed so much during their protected lifetime in SW1. She lit a cigarette and continued to watch Brian slowly strolling up and down from afar.


She wondered who would protect Brian. Who would listen to his cry for peace?


She felt unusually strong compassion for him as she left to run dodgems with the traffic, to reach a safe traffic island and continue towards St. James’ Park. She headed for the children’s play area just before the grand pond with the swans; each graceful creature claimed and owned by the royalty; all overlooked by Buckingham Palace. She swung back and forth on the swings while thinking of Brian, enjoying her ice-cream cone.


She watched the children play and thought of how it must be for the children in Iraq; she assumed like her mum’s stories of war-torn Britain during World War II. Bombs drop. People die. Children die. Families suffer. Economies fail. Poverty rises. Food shortages increase. People starve. Only the few profit. That’s war.


Each time she came to London, she would stop by and visit Mr. Brian William Haw who lived at Parliament Square for his 24/7/365 ‘as long as it takes’ Campaign for Peace. He arrived on June 2, 2001 with three A4 sheets of paper laid out vertically on a small piece of ply-board attached to a broom handle.


A complex man with a tan corduroy hat and simple placard.


‘Stop killing Kids.’


‘Make Peace Not War.’


‘Let Iraqi Infants Live.’


With a clear message of “Love, peace and justice for all”, Brian refused to leave Westminster despite his displays, placards, and various artworks being destroyed, time and time again, by certain willing members of Sir Ian Blair’s Metropolitan Police Force willingly working under the direction of Prime Minister Tony Blair of 10 Downing Street; despite being dragged through every level of the UK Judiciary attempting to get rid of his unsightly artistic display expressing his righteous call for reason and mercy - mocking Tony’s grandiosity with the people’s artwork. It was so simple yet so extremely powerful.


Genocide remains a war crime, Terry thought as she folded the Free Speech flag ready to take to Brian.













CHAPTER TWO


II. Perfidious Albion










“IT’S THE KIDS - Stupid!” - Mr. Brian William Haw






“So very cruel. What did the babies, kids, folk of Iraq do to deserve this? It gets to me as a Christian, husband, father, responsible British Citizen, I cannot live with this wickedness.


My father, by total silence, gave my first lesson of genocide. He was a sniper in the British army, one of the first saviours of Bergen-Belsen’s tragic victims. Dad gassed himself 20 years later. I went to Belfast, Ireland at Christmas 1971. Then to Cambodia in 1989.


This, our eight priceless children, and a lot more brought me to Parliament Square on 2nd June 2001. I had no choice knowing the value of a child, a human being.”-  Brian W. Haw.


Artists, both local and from around the world, continued to contribute to Brian’s cry for peace and The Westminster Heart Gallery grew from one carpenter’s lonely placard to 45 metres in length no matter how many officers were sent to destroy it time after time. It was the peoples’ expression against UK PM Tony Blair’s unjustified, illegal, and unlawful war of aggression on Iraq - funded by the British taxpayer - ensnaring the British military.


Three Banksys’ were gifted to Brian by Banksy, in person. Late into the night, a van pulled up onto the pavement at the front of the square and out they came. They were quickly erected onto their large, wooden, leaning frames composed of 2 X 4’s weighed down with heavy sandbags. The Banksys boldly stood facing Parliament alongside Brian long after the van had disappeared into the night. Hundreds of thousands of Stirling pounds worth of paintings weathered the storm of Tony Blair’s government - the one that ignored the British public marching into London en masse by the millions, against the invasion and destruction of the sovereign nation of Iraq.


Brian’s display for peace/against genocide continued to grow and gain worldwide notoriety despite all attempts of the UK mainstream media to malign him. This was the chaotic beautiful calm before the meticulously calculated storm.


* * *


Terry’s mum was a child evacuee of World War II, from where the historic naval dockyard stood since the times of the Napoleonic wars, from when the threat of war on English soil was real; from when German Spitfires and doodle-bugs blackened the skies of Chatham, Kent, England. Her family history bore no relation to Tony Blair’s 45-minute supposed threat of attack from Iraq and Saddam Hussein. No missiles were presently falling nor likely to ever fall again on London with her sophisticated surveillance systems and military means of deterring threats from the air.


Her mum told her of what it was like to hear the unmistakable sound of doodle-bug bombs, very similar to motorcycle engines; to see them flying in sight overhead and to know to run for your life when the engine noise stopped because that meant they were dropping directly beneath to destroy whatever, whoever, and where-ever they landed. Terry grew up with all her mum’s stories. She knew that war was a nightmare for children and had altered her mum’s childhood and identity drastically.


Her mum grew up on the poorest street of the poorest estate in England. The White Road Estate was a place where bread and drippings were a luxurious meal during war-time. Children huddled and shivered beneath piled army coats during the cold winters. Coal was a rarity. Her mum had one set of clothes and cardboard to repair the holes in the soles of her shoes. This was the time of food rations in England and the poor were always hit the hardest. But Terry’s mum escaped her childhood of poverty to wear skimpy, tasseled outfits and tap-dance her way around the country with bright red lips, sponsored by a philanthropist who preyed on evacuee children. 


It was unusual for Terry to find common ground so easily with anyone and she seemed to be able to click with Brian. They shared a great dislike and deeply personal understanding of war and collateral damage. 


She loved all the artwork Brian displayed and would often walk from end to end slowly digesting what she saw. Whether it was the various politically motivated paintings donated by the public, placards of Brian’s words, or the Banksys, it was the heart-felt expression of the people against war and she felt that in her bones. Each time she visited Brian, it left an ever-stronger impression on her heart and psyche. 


Seeing those two huge eight foot by eight foot Banksy canvasses facing UK Parliament was a marvel to be seen unlike any grandiose museum she had visited in London. Those images spoke volumes to the public and beckoned them to draw a closer inspection of all the artwork Brian displayed. You could touch them and feel the roughness of the canvass against your fingertips. Her favorite painting was the two armed soldiers, one guarding while the other was painting a peace sign dripping red paint like blood. She thought it was so clever and so brave to express yourself so confidently, concisely, and publicly.


The other large Banksy canvass comprised of a square out-lined sign containing a petrol pump and a stick-man and holding the petrol nozzle to his temple - all painted in red.


The third Banksy was much smaller and a triangular-shaped out-lined warning sign with a set of lips zippered closed. All the artwork made powerful, personal statements.


Inspiration set in. Terry wanted to be a part of this. She wanted to say ‘Bollocks to Blair’ directly and publicly, in the form of her artwork. She listened to Brian’s voice and wanted her voice to be heard. The idea of her ‘Free Speech flag’ was conceived along with plans for a white-board.


* * *


“This is for you Brian.”


“Thank you.” He awkwardly hugged Terry in appreciation. His smile could light up the world. That’s what made it most precious to her, worth more than mere diamonds and gold or filthy bits of sh*t art on dirty paper, filthy lucre as Brian called money.


He reached behind the centerpiece of his display, a three metre sheet of ply-board covered with photographs of terminally ill Iraqi children and mortified parents in hospitals, all suffering the effects of depleted uranium munitions found within UK Trident nuclear missiles. He reached under the blue tarpaulin protecting his legal files, behind meager food supplies and clothing, among various odds, bits, and pieces, to pull out a long bamboo stick.


Brian was most resourceful. “Tie it to this. Every flag needs a pole and someone to wave it.” And that smile... he pulled that out too.


 Martin was a chef from Ireland and appeared at the Square with the April rain, his shredded jean cuffs soaking, ginger ringlets dripping, coupled with a beautiful mischievous grin. He spent more and more time at Parliament Square as the weeks passed by as very few did, most mainly fearing police intimidation. For some, there was a positive energy that kept pulling them back there. While for others, the fear of impending incarceration was too much and was an increasingly strong deterrent to participating in public protest.


Brian took to Martin from the start which was unusual. Martin often brought his guitar and would sing for Brian after he finished his shift. Like all true musicians, he would happily hand over his guitar and listen to Brian strum and sing for a while. They enjoyed each other’s company and he made Brian smile.


Terry liked his cheeky ways, his freckles, and long, loose, curly, red hair. His Irish accent was lyrical and most pleasant. She sensed a deep sadness within Martin. It showed in his eyes, the same as Brian’s. Maybe that’s why they got on so well. For his twenty-odd years, he had a maturity about him that only comes from overcoming great struggles.   


Terry was pleased she had met Martin and also enjoyed their long chats. She wrote a song called ‘Dear Sir’. Martin played it on his guitar and sung her words in his lovely Irish accent. He put his folk song spin on it and brought her words to life. She loved hearing someone else singing her song. It was heart-warming. Nothing in Terry’s life experience could compare to some of the treasured memories of the good and the great people she met at the square, even if it were only for a fleeting moment. They were truly inspiring.


*


Dear Sir:


I remember when it was humankind. I remember kinder days when I was blind. Swimmin’ in the lakes building castles in the sand. What has happened to my fellow man?


I remember having friends, no enemies. I remember singing songs and climbing trees Now I’m all grown up with wings to fly. How I’m longing for those days gone by


 I believe in love and the truth, Dear Sir. I believe in hope and the future.


F*ck your lies, your alibis, don’t play me for a fool  My mind is strong and you’re just wrong. What you’re doin’ ain’t cool. I believe in love and the truth, Dear Sir.  I believe in hope and the future


I’ve been questioning the changes that I’ve seen. The lies, the news, the global Californian dream. The blind fools that we’ve become, the lust, the greed they sell. Apathy, pornography, a childhood living hell


 I believe in love and the truth, Dear Sir. I believe in hope and the future.


F*ck your fear, my mind is clear, let’s talk morality. The world’s a shame - your game is blame. Who sets chomos free? I believe in love and the truth, Dear Sir. I believe in hope and the future


I’ve been dreaming of a page for history. Where the truth is told and our minds are free. If humankind could free some time to stop and get a clue. A Hollywood production of corruption would shine through


 I believe in love and the truth, Dear Sir. I believe in hope and the future


 F*ck your greed, your GM seed, you cannot modify me. F*ck your wars - you corporate whores - learn to live and let be. I believe in love and the truth, Dear Sir. I believe in hope and the future.


I’ve been wondering, just what does this all mean? Why have we been living Sir’s Orwellian dreams? Sir best beware true people care - Dear Sir can’t we be friends? Why should our history be a mystery?


Dear Sir, don’t you lie again… Amen.


*
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She hadn't felt a part of anything for a very long time, not since childhood swim-teams and paddling war canoes on the lakes where she grew up many lifetimes ago. When you're not the status quo and your mind works differently than others, isolation had been her main friend except for sporting activities which forced her to associate with people and come out of herself. Fitting in didn't come easy to Terry but with Brian, she felt uncomfortably comfortable.


Despite his wife divorcing him, Brian still wore his wedding band and would often express in their long conversations into the night, how very much he loved her and would forevermore. He vowed to always love her when he married her and he lived by his word, true to his nature. He made no advances towards Terry, from the beginning, making her feel most at ease in his company despite the threat of Tony’s gag order embedded within terrorism legislation.


Brian was not a threat to anyone except those who had been corrupted within UK government. Brian had no ulterior motives. He was as honest as the day is long and shot straight from the hip. Since June 2, 2001, he manned the Westminster Heart Gallery facing Parliament without one single terrorist incident taking place on his watch.


Both had a similar make-up and view upon life which made it far easier for Terry to relate to Brian. Neither of them was the type to sugar-coat sh*t. When Terry would peck him on the cheek to bid him adieu, he would respond, “I wanna kiss my wife, not you.” as a form of banter and also being brutally honest.


“Well, that’s tough luck and you will have to put up with me for now. Everyone needs a hug, even you, you old b*stard.”


“You're a b*tch.”


“And what? You're an asshole”. Terry’s dimples showed when she smiled.


Two artists with their guards up began to let their barriers down. They spoke openly and honestly to one another. It was refreshing for Terry to be accepted warts and all. With Brian, she felt happy and content to be herself. She felt no threat from him and that in itself was empowering. She considered Brian as her friend and a true one at that. He always spoke the truth no matter how unpleasant it was. He could be completely trusted.


“Why do you come here?” Brian was generally highly suspicious of anyone attempting to get close to him. Brian didn't engage in many personal conversations with strangers. He told most to “go away” or “f*ck off” if they asked too many silly or personal questions - depending on his mood which was usually grumpy.


“I’ve come to make you smile and chalk pretty pictures in Westminster. I watched too much Mary Popinns as a child. It put funny ideas in my head”. She laughed at the truth of her response.


It was true. There was a deep truth in that off-the-cuff comment. Dick Van Dyke and Mary Poppins had left a very strong impression on her heart and had influenced her blossoming childhood mentality. It was the first animated movie she watched in wonder, in a movie theater. It was the first long-playing LP she owned. She played it over and over again on the Black Box, singing along to every song. She even taped a penny onto the ivory needle-arm to help hold the needle down and stop it from skipping. As an adult, she still remembered every word. As a child, she thought it would be marvelous to be able to jump into a chalked painting and escape reality.


It was true that a spoonful of sugar helps the medicine go down. It was always better to try and find the good in a situation and focus on the positive; much better than focusing on the bad - there was always an abundance of that. She learned through adulthood that when life served you lemons, you added sugar and you make lemonade.


* * *


Terry would arrive at Parliament Square with tubs of large colorful sticks of chalk that were bought at her nearest Pound Shop. She chalked some color onto Westminster’s gray pavements with its ominous buildings looming over her and numerous government CCTV cameras watching, bringing a smile to her new friends’ tanned, worn face. Sometimes it was a simple ‘Happy Mother’s Day’ heart-shaped balloon-type greeting and other times it was a graffitied political message like ‘Bollocks 2 Blair’. Regardless of the public message, an officer, usually out of Charings Cross, would appear and attempt to bully her into stopping under threat of arrest for criminal damage.


Terry continued chalking until she decided she had finished whatever piece she was working on. She knew not to pay mind to bullies and being the free spirit she was, her rebellious streak would always kick in. In her mind, she was not committing any crimes in chalking the pavements of London. If it was fine for her to chalk on the pavements of where she lived, it was fine as kind to do the same in Westminster. She rationalised that the law should apply equally to all and in all places of public access.


Terry would spend a few days at Parliament Square followed by a few days at her home an hour and a half journey away, often feeling torn between two worlds. Home no longer felt like home, if it ever really did. Parliament Square wasn’t home either but at least there she felt useful, her life had some sense of purpose once again. She felt inspired to create art instead of hopeless despite the bullies they were squaring up to.


She loved to chalk the pavements of Westminster and see the smiles it created. She would take Brian’s empty thermoses over to the mini Tesco staff on the corner, to be filled with boiling water for Brian’s endless cups of sugary, black coffee. The staff were so very kind to him in providing him with something as simple as hot water which so many take for granted. She often sorted through the plastic food storage containers and cleaned them out properly.


If there was anything menial that needed doing, Terry was happy to weigh in and help. She preferred to be creating art when the urge moved her or in the background doing what needed doing for Brian; far better than parading in front of the media on Brian’s coat-tails as many other folks protesting/stroking-their-egos were more than happy to attempt to do.


When she was chalking, the best bit was when one person was the first to step forward and ask to use some of her chalk. Terry was painfully shy as a child and she found it easier to relate to other people as an adult, through her art. She understood how difficult it could be to approach a stranger and ask for something.


“Can I use some of your chalk please?”, a shy teenage girl asked as Terry worked on her latest art attack-style, grand chalk-work. She created a massive ten-foot-wide balloon with scalloped laced edges, all in pretty pastel colours that complimented her boring gray pavement canvass, graffitied with her anthem Free Speech on a pink St. George’s cross for the love of Perfidious Albion, for the love of England. Trailing ribbons floated across the hardened surface of  Parliament Square.


“Of course you can. Help yourself to whatever you need.”


A bright and colorful 4-foot clenched hand busting free from shackles and chains appeared on the pavement, drawn beautifully by another budding artist. A Dad soon approached and asked to use some chalk. A hopscotch game was easily drawn and mastered by the dad and his two young giggling girls. A few more hopscotches and families appeared. More and more art appeared.


To begin, one would ask. Then another would ask. And another. Soon people helped themselves to the tubs of chalk without asking which Terry loved. There was a creative buzz and many were feeling it; chatting, smiling, creating art in various forms and styles, simply having harmless fun which apparently p*ssed off Tony Blair and his MET cronies from Charings Cross - win/win in her opinion.


There was plenty of room for anyone and everyone to join in. And they did. There was no need to ask for permission from any government body. Freedom of Expression is a beautiful thing, she thought.  


Art would start to appear on all sides of hers. It was wonderful. So many people engaged in making art individually, contributing to a masterful collage of human expression until the drizzle of London’s relentless gray skies washed it all away or someone spying the CCTV cameras sent in the street cleaning machine to ruin everyone’s fun.


You couldn’t escape the gray of London. It was everywhere; getting onto your skin, up your nose, penetrating your lungs, beneath your feet, and looming overhead. The colorful chalk made all the difference in the world to Terry and Brian. He appreciated her efforts in the smiles he shared with her while she chalked up his small corner of the world - Westminster.


She bought more and more tubs of chalk to bring with her each week. Inevitably, along came Officer Bob to rain on her parade. Ignoring the rest of the artists chalking away happily, only Terry was approached usually. “I’m going to arrest you for criminal damage”, the conversation monotonously began.


“Looks like rain officer.”, Terry smiled cheekily.


“Stop what you are doing.”


“Chalking makes me happy and best you arrest those who made my weapon of choice - the chalk manufacturers. Or perhaps you could arrest the war criminals across the street? Pretty please? That would be nice.” She continued to chalk.


Or… “I don’t remember Dik Van Dyke getting arrested in Mary Poppins. You do remember that movie constable?”.


Or… “Tw*t did you say? I c*nt hear you officer?”, depending on her mood and the amount of sleep she had the night previous.


As Brian was tired of toilet questions, Terry was tired of the intimidation tactics of one specific naughty shift of the Met coming out of Charings Cross, lead by “Terry the Tosser” as Brian lovingly referred to him - Superintendent Peter Terry. What a nasty piece of work he was. He was that kid in elementary school that no one liked because he was a rat and happy to do mean things to others. It takes a special kind of person to be a prefect.


A polite and jovial response often moved onto, “If you’re not going to arrest me… go away. I’m not listening to anything you have to say and it’s my choice whom I speak to.” if the bullying persisted. Short and sweet answers were always the best response to bullies. ‘Keep it simple stupid’ was a good motto when dealing with robotic thugs in police uniforms sent to pick an argument and attempt to force an arrest.


* * *


Terry immensely enjoyed chalking with the public - it brought her out of herself. She liked speaking to the different nationalities that made the dangerous journey crossing Whitehall to Parliament Square, often just to see the Banksys in Brian’s possession if not the global enigma, Mr. Brian W. Haw himself. A very, very, large canvass that you could touch was a mighty temptation to both young and old and everything in between. Religion or nationality or race or age did not enter the equation of attraction to great thought-provoking art. Many good people from many foreign lands, took the time to engage and share their stories of how they came to be in England. They told tales of what was happening in their often war-torn homelands, their birthplaces that they didn’t want to leave, often while staring off into the distance.


Terry was a people-watcher by nature and often observed what many others failed to see. Perhaps growing up in a violent household taught her to be hyper-vigilant and extremely observant.


An Italian chap left an ever-lasting comment with Terry. Standing six-foot-two in front of Winston Churchill’s statue, pointing to his temple he motioned, “Before, they wanted to colonise the land and now they want to colonise your mind. Momma England and Daddy Israel birthed their b*stard child America to take the fall for all their global war crimes against the people of this beautiful world.”


Terry had long learned a love for hearing stories from her mom. In Westminster, she learned that art broke down the boundaries both within society and within herself. She learned that a lot of people enjoyed sharing their stories whether they were heart-warming or heart-breaking. There was a common human instinct to recant distant memories, to engage a connection or common understanding with others. Art opens up the channels of communication like a flower opening up to the morning summer light.


Art promotes critical thinking - the ability to understand the link between ideas. Art sparks the imagination to dream of unconscious desires. Art became a very powerful weapon in Brian’s, and now her arsenal against Blair and Blair, the naughty pair of war criminals. She was learning from Brian - learning from the most staunch campaigner for peace any British government had ever had to face 24/7/365.


Long ago, Terry learned that life was bittersweet and you often had to take the bad with the good. War was ugly and generally divided the people as much as it potentially united them. The UK government propaganda plastered the front pages of broadsheets and tabloid newspapers with an Orwellian twisted campaign. To be against the war was to be supposedly against the soldiers in the eyes of the media. The reality is, to be for the soldiers was to want them home and not engaged in illegal wars abroad committing genocide, risking their lives for lies. Up was down and left was right in Tony’s rabbit hole of criminal injustice. She admired the direct stance Brian took although she didn't yet quite fully understand why the state was targeting him so viciously.


What made one lone pacifist artist with the bollocks to stand up to Westminster such a threat to an entire first world government - the British Empire? Were they scared he would start a global movement for peace from within the belly of the beast - London? Was his artistic message of peace too much for Imperialist European England and the German monarchy of Elizabeth Saxe-Coburg Gotha a.k.a Windsor to endure?


She often felt the spirit of the suffragettes remained in Parliament Square,  from where and when Mary Maloney followed Churchill on foot for a week, ringing her school bell, disrupting him any time he tried to give a public speech. Learning the truth of the Square as a historic place of public protest where the citizenry long-aired their political dissent towards the government fascinated Terry. She could easily imagine the women of the past wearing their long white dresses with purple and green sashes banding together and speaking out loudly for their right to vote, no longer willing to be their husband’s property.


“Votes for Women!”


“Stronger Together!”


“Courage calls to courage everywhere!”


Echos of the past inspired her actions. If they could do it, so could she. Brian inspired her heart to feel the pain of the children of a different nuclear war far across the oceans, the pain of the soldiers. If Brian could accuse Tony ‘Bliar’ of a genocide all could see, so could she.


Terry had an awesome History teacher in Grade 11. He enticed the class to read the newspapers daily and openly participate in a discussion of the headlines during each history lesson. He educated her class that today’s news is history in the making and it was good to think about and discuss current affairs in order to form your own opinions. He brought stories from the past to life with his animated character and limitless gift for story-telling. He made the most boring topic of politics entertaining if nothing else.


Art united the people. That’s what Brian’s Westminster Heart Gallery achieved - a sense of unity - squaring up to the bullies across the street by the various campaigners for peace that drifted through the square, alongside Brian who stood relentless. The main issue with public protest was dealing with the Praetorian Guard a.k.a. the MET under Sir Ian Blair’s direction; those who deemed it their job to police public opinion or were just following orders ensuring political arrests for public dissent.


The Diplomatic Group(DPG) in their red racing cars protected Tony and his cabinet of war criminal cronies under all circumstances along with private security in the form of x-military paid extortionate sums. Parliamentarians and war criminals were offered protection from all sides, it seemed. They evidently thought of themselves as untouchables.


Certain members of the Met enjoyed being mean while many others very obviously didn’t. An officer pulled Terry aside on a side street, unbuttoned his uniform shirt and showed her his Bollocks to Blair tee-shirt that he proudly wore underneath his MET uniform while on shift. These moments were priceless and so encouraging.


May 1, 2006 “It’s going. They’re going to take it all away.” Brian’s eyes gave away the pain of his words. That was the day Terry decided to weigh in and face the consequences of freedom of expression in Blair’s Westminster. No backing down. No more. The 11th hour had arrived. SOCPA 2005 had to be exposed before the courts for the gag order on freedom of expression it was, as intentionally penned by Prime Minister Tony Blair.


It was time to step up and be willing to be arrested, to challenge the judiciary and place this SOCPA silly bollocks all on public record for posterity. Tony’s dirty legal laundry was going to be hung out to dry globally at a future point in time. She dared to dream of a future where how Tony’s fascist Westminster treated the artists in London, those willing to challenge his genocidal government would be exposed through the court records even though she didn’t know how or when the truth would unfold.


Why would a Prime Minister of a first world nation gag freedom of expression in a historic place of political dissent within central London? What was Phony Tony so scared of? Brian Haw? The truth? Brian needed all the help possible that anyone genuine could offer, of that there was absolutely no doubt. 













CHAPTER THREE


III. The Only Good System is a Sound System










EVERYONE HAS THE right to freedom of opinion and expression; this includes freedom to hold opinions without interference and to seek, receive, and impart information and ideas through any  media and regardless of frontiers. - Article 19 Universal Declaration of Human Rights


 


May 01, 200 6 In TheCityofLondon, the Space Hijackers organised a Mayday Police Victory Party outside The Bank of England… inviting the police to become a little anarchist. Traditionally, MayDay was a day for ridiculing authority. Since the Hay Market Martyrs, it’s also been an important day for remembering the working man’s struggles with trade union marches. It further evolved into a celebration day for anarchist and anti-capitalist groups.


An eclectic bunch of brilliant young adults brainstormed in a central London pub. A few pints in and they concluded that since police pressure had lead to an autonomous bloc on the Trade Union March by a variety of anarchist groups, the MET would be missing out on double-time and triple-time pay - their MayDay bonus. They surmised ‘plod’ should be congratulating themselves for suppressing previous MayDay demonstrations culminating in the public toeing-the-line, protesting in an authorized and orderly fashion as dictated by the Chief of the MET - Sir Ian Blair.


 These cheeky monkeys felt the best way to celebrate Scotland Yard’s victory over the people, all thanks to Tony Blair’s SOCPA 2005, was to throw a big Anarchist street party for the police and what better place than outside the Bank of England, in the heart of TheCityofLondon.


Police-costumed folk including lively, lovely ladies in fishnet stockings and suspenders that could have been straight out of Benny Hill charmed both the real police and the public, blurring the lines between them. The Hijackers knew that underneath their MET uniforms, some saucy party-goers were itching to dance and make merry. The Hijackers concluded that at least when the vans of coppers turned up, they would be properly attired and could easily join in the party.


The happy-go-lucky Space Hijackers stepped out of Bank Tube station and were greeted with six riot vans parked up, full of police eager to join the party. They were met by dozens of more officers lining every street facing the Bank of England. Everyone had arrived and eagerly waited for the party to start.


A play-list of police-themed music began to play and the general crowd boogied down in celebration of the ‘gavers’: ‘I fought the law and the law won’ -  The Clash, ‘I predict a riot’ - The Kaiser Chiefs, ‘I shot the sheriff’ - Eric Clapton, ‘Their law’ - The Prodigy


Critical Mass arrived with a much better sound system and the party swung into full gear. Some of the real police were dancing in the sunshine. Some of the moody ones were even seen to start smiling and tapping their feet. There was a Limbo dance with police cordon tape. Pinatas of anarchists were smashed by police truncheons. Conversations started and friends were made between supposed opposing forces.


Eventually, as planned, they all headed to Parliament Square on the tube, with an un-planned 60 strong police escort singing and dancing along. But the MET re-routed the Police Party to St. James’ Park Underground Station instead of Westminster. Everyone was herded to St. James’ Park where they all continued to chill on the grass until a riot van showed up and told the real officers to return to work. Said real officers left and joined their mates to police the scruffy protesters at Parliament Square.


* * *


SOCPA 2005 - The Serious Organised Crime and Police Act, enforced by Sir Ian Blair, Commissioner of the Metropolitan Police of London, was given Royal assent in April 2005. This maritime legislation and Act of Parliament penned by UK Prime Minister Tony Blair, given Royal Assent by HRH Elizabeth II, was supposed to deal with violent armed robbery, drug wholesalers, torture, extortion, murder, people-trafficking etcetera. SOCPA established the Serious Organised Crime Agency, an FBI-like agency, to tackle Serious Organised Crime in the UK. But on deeper inspection of the eight small points of Section 132 - 138, an insidious GAG ORDER on freedom of expression was found to be embedded within.


SOCPA was specifically written as Haw’s Law - “A sledgehammer to crack a nut”, as quoted by Jack Straw - Foreign Secretary on Hansard. The new draconian law forbade free speech within a one-kilometer radius of the House of Commons without prior permission from Sir Ian Blair of Scotland Yard.


SOCPA introduced ASBO’s - bans from certain areas, bans from certain activities, bans based on hearsay; punishments for not breaking any laws nor committing any real crimes. You could face a 5 years jail sentence should you break an ASBO from a Magistrates’ Court throughout Blair’s UK.


An  ASBO order was a breach of freedom of assembly, a basic human right, without having committed any prescribed crime(s). A person could be summoned to court on hearsay and given an ASBO without having broken any laws and be banned from any suggested area. SOCPA interfered greatly with the right to protest without prior permission from the state in any designated area(s).


Despite the Human Rights Act of 1998, in Tony’s Westminster, one had to go to the MET with cup in hand and ask if you may have your right to express yourself six days before your intended expression a.k.a ‘demonstration’ and/or 24 hours beforehand, at best. Any form of impromptu protest, art, or comedy was no longer allowed outside of Parliament. Scotland Yard and the Met could tell you where and when or maybe no if they so chose.


The responsibility of every decision to interfere with basic Human Rights laid specifically with Sir Ian Blair as granted and penned by his mate down the street, Tony Blair. The division between the state and the police was a wisp of a hair, at best.  It was solely on Ian’s shoulders to lay down conditions on protest in Westminster. Because Tony purposely wrote sh*t ambiguous law, he neglected to prescribe any powers to delegate authority from the Chief to enforce such politically charged decisions, to censor the dissenting public to junior police or legally define the word ‘demonstration’. 


SOCPA was Tony’s idea of freedom of expression. He enlisted Scotland Yard to be his prancing poodles, to do his bidding and silence Brian Haw and anyone else who dared to challenge his government, once and for all. He was fed up with Brian’s megaphone and his every-growing public display of art reminding him night and day, and the public, of his war crimes that greatly affected Iraqi children, their extended families, and UK soldiers.


Brian’s voice of reason could be heard throughout Parliaments’ chambers, echoing into the House of Commons. Tony decidedly and knowingly penned his SOCPA 2005 silly bollocks contrary to the Human Rights Act 1998 which he also personally signed into UK law; adopting legislation from the European version of Article 19 of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights, dragging us deeper into the bowels of Europe while enabling Great Britain to seek justice for egregious breaches of Human Rights from beyond her sovereign shores.



