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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT EDDIE THE KID

  Eddie the Kid is Leo Zeilig’s gripping, vibrant and affecting story of political struggle and psychological upheaval. Written through a series of flashbacks and time shifts, with naked bravura, Eddie the Kid follows a family of political activists through generations from 1960s Chicago to the London protests in the run-up to the 2003 Iraq war. With brute honesty and tender compassion, Zeilig reveals a cast of compelling characters as damaged and flawed as the world they have set out to change. Charting relationships, resistance, domestic violence, inner conflict, repression, rigged courts, police brutality, street battles.... this is a humane and political novel for our times.

  Nicola Field, author of Over the Rainbow


  This is a powerful and unusual story of a revolutionary activist written with authenticity by someone who knows whereof he speaks. Relentlessly Zeilig reveals and confronts his eponymous hero’s dark side—this book is at once disturbing and strangely inspiring.

  John Molyneux, author of Will the Revolution Be Televised?


  I don’t know how Leo Zeilig did it. He created a wavering revolu- tionary, beset with juvenile tendencies and petty bourgeois emotion, and turned him into a wildly, implausibly, universal character. Eddie’s struggles with his conscience, the law, his family and his libido are hilarious and moving. He’s an Adrian Mole for the age of Occupy.

  Raj Patel, author of The Value of Nothing


  A brutally honest, often humorous and sometimes harsh look at the personal life of an anti-capitalist living under capitalism. This novel captures two generations of anti-war activists in their personal and political turmoil. Warts and all, Eddie is an appealing character and sharp narrator.

  Colin Fancy, author of A Wheelie Bin Ate My Sister!
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  About the Author

  Leo Zeilig was, like Eddie, arrested at a demonstration on the eve of the Iraq war in 2002, but unlike Eddie, he is a researcher and has written widely on African politics and history. His books include a biography of Patrice Lumumba, Africa’s Lost Leader (Haus Books, 2008), and a history of social movements on the continent, Revolt and Protest (I. B. Tauris, 2012). His most recent book is African Struggles Today: Social Movements Since Independence , written with Peter Dwyer. Eddie the Kid is his first novel. He is currently writing his second, When I Was a Man . Leo lives in London with his partner and works at the University of London.


  
    27 October 1968

    Ad Hoc Committee

    Briefing to all demonstrators

    ‘Street Power ’

    We want no arrests.

    Whatever happens, individual adventurist actions never improve the situation. Responsible collective action can only be taken by the mass of demonstrators as a physical whole. We minimize the chance of arrests when we make it impossible for the police to single out any individual. Self-declared martyrs, please note that the Committee has no lawyers and no money to get any!

  


  Chapter One

  Demonstrations

  Halloween 2002

  In the autumn I had my own flat, lined with half-read books. A suit jacket with torn elbows hung on my desk chair and posters in glass clip frames marked my activism. ‘South Africa: One solution, revolution.’ ‘BNP = British Nazi Party.’ ‘Bush: #1 terrorist.’ I spent my days working in the library, my evenings in meetings. The first of two wars had just happened. Afghanistan was flattened, then liberated. Women came out of their burkas and unfurled their hair to the world. We demonstrated, put up posters, got arrested. The triumph of their first war heralded the second. Lies filled the air. The war before the war was a war against us.

  I met Rebecca at the Halloween protests outside Parliament.

  There were few nights like that one. We gathered in the still-warm streets on our way to Parliament Square. After an hour the square was almost full. It was a fancy dress party, with Halloween masks of Tony Blair and George Bush, plastic monsters and placards declaring a night of horror. A masked samba band drummed in front of Parliament. We were confident. Half-monster, half human.

  ‘We’ll scare them out of calling the war,’ shouted Mark over the beat of the drums. The square vibrated to the music. The crowd danced.

  Unlike me, Mark Ridgeway was elegant, dressed from work in a suit with his white shirt unbuttoned at the top. I scrambled around him like an adoring fan, barely reaching his shoulders. My long, thin hair and round head a contrast to his thick, square jaw and shaved head. My eyes shrunken behind glasses, his wide and alert. ‘There are ten thousand,’ he shouted. We held the two sides of the Tooting Stop the War banner, holding our poles high. The wind caught the banner like a sail as the samba band moved toward Whitehall.

  Mark and I slowly began to follow the circus-crowd to Whitehall. A mohicaned, masked Blair leapt onto the statue of Churchill, took off his mask and strung it around the stone’s fat jowls. He swung around the statue’s head and sprayed Churchill’s hair green. In the twilight it felt as if we had taken over the city. The earth had released us, expelled its forgotten fantasies. We painted our fluorescent midnight on the hard concrete. The band leader visible twenty metres ahead of me commanded our slow progress towards Downing Street. He wore a mask, and on his chest, strap-on plastic breasts. I followed Mark’s lead and gyrated along the street. The crowd slowed down; a few hundred people sat on the ground. A chant started: ‘Whose streets?’ The answer came: ‘Our streets!’ Now more than a thousand of us were sitting down. The police were quickly erecting a barrier outside Downing Street: two metal fences and a line of police with shields and batons. They stood humourless and still.

  A police camera crew filmed us.

  An unmasked protestor pointed at them and shouted, ‘Do you do functions as well? Can you do my mate’s wedding next week?’

  ‘Drumming won’t get us through,’ Mark said. We rolled up the banner. Mark was a lawyer, a clandestine professional who didn’t look like us with our hoodies, jeans and backpacks. I liked that he didn’t resemble an activist—that he cared about getting his clothes dirty. He provided equipment for the movement: megaphones, money for posters and glue. From his shoulder bag he pulled out a small loud-hailer.

  We could measure presidents and prime ministers by their dead, I thought. I looked back to Parliament Square; it was still full, as white police vehicles trying to herd the protest onto the pavement. Was this the number of those who had already died in Afghanistan? When I turned back I saw more sitting on the ground, thousands now. In our sequins and glitter we looked like fallen stars, our protest a discordant cry for life. How many bodies would these politicians collect? When they were done, would the war ’s total equal the number who had protested?

  Mark faced the sitting protestors, his tall back to the police lines. He was trying to speak.

  ‘When can we bring these people to justice?’ Mark jabbed his finger in the air. ‘When will they stand trial for their wars? Will Blair walk free? Tonight we have a chance to stop him. To stop a war. After years of their sanctions, is Iraq a threat? Rubbish. The war they want to fight is for oil. The three-letter curse.’

  About thirty people stood listening.

  ‘The men who are doing this wear suits, not beards and turbans. The terrorists, elected and democratic, live here.’ Mark thrust his thumb towards Downing Street.

  I left the banner and rushed over to him. It wasn’t enough to make speeches. I was already bored of our speeches. Our words wouldn’t do anything. I was high on action. I wanted to throw our bodies against the machine, stop the cogs turning even if we were crushed. I was cocky and self-righteous that night. Mark was just making another speech.

  ‘The question is, what can we do?’ Mark’s voice shrieked into the megaphone.

  People began to stand up and move toward the barriers. I reached Mark, beckoned urgently for the loud-hailer.

  ‘What we want,’ I shouted, ‘is a citizens’ arrest of the prime minister.’ Mark bent down and indicated that I should climb onto his shoulders. He stood.

  ‘This is where he is. The murderer. We can stop him tonight.’ I waved my hands, telling the crowd to come to the barrier. The police bunched up to reinforce the fence, shoving the protestors who approached them. I swayed on Mark’s shoulders.

  ‘If we coordinate ourselves we can get over the barriers. Come forward. Hold on. After three, push.’ People laughed at me, ridiculous and eight feet tall. A policeman pointed his camera at us. Mark lowered me to the ground.

  ‘One, two, three!’ I shouted, standing level with the crowd.

  Hundreds of hands pushed the barriers. There was a collective rattle as the fencing lifted a few inches from the ground. Batons hammered on riot shields. Police vans drove behind the barrier.

  ‘They’ve called in reinforcements,’ I shouted, indicating the vehicles, ‘but we are thousands tonight.’ I was being squeezed by the crowd as more people came up to the barrier. A woman smiled at me, her hair tied back, a red and white chequered scarf tied around her neck. ‘If you’re going to do it, just do it,’ she said. ‘Go on.’

  I lifted the megaphone again and continued, ‘If the police don’t allow us to exercise our legal right to a citizens’ arrest, we will have to force them.’

  A policeman lurched towards me and tried to grab the megaphone. I pulled back.

  ‘I hear that the police are very ticklish,’ I shouted. There was a howl of laughter. ‘So—we must tickle the police.’ The megaphone threw my voice across the street. ‘After three, tickle the police,’ I repeated.

  Now no one was sitting. People reached for the barrier and pushed forward. The police did the same thing—as though we were trying to embrace each other.

  I counted down: ‘One, two, three!’ Protestors lunged towards the police and shook the fence. A few tried to climb over. The police hit protestors with their batons, pushed them back, clubbed and bludgeoned. A thunder of blows came down. One segment of the barrier was wrenched away. A small crowd rushed in, but more police arrived. Trapped, the group were surrounded by the police.

  We had numbers and humour, but the police had fences, metal and armour. Did I think we could get through? Defeat the Metropolitan Police by a simple act of will and a loud-hailer? I saw our crowd, with a line of orderly banners, pushing past the police at my call. Mark and me leading the petitioners to Downing Street, besieging the citadel, placing Tony Blair under people’s custody—who the fuck did I think I was? Wat Tyler? My father?

  We retreated, dishevelled, and the march continued along Whitehall to Trafalgar Square.

  Mark dragged me away, stuffing the loud-hailer back into his bag. ‘We need to get away from here. They’ll want you. The police hate to be humiliated.’ Mark was more practical and he knew the police. I had surfed a wave of euphoria but almost caused a riot. We had to get away.

  We walked quickly toward the tall stone pillar in the distance. Then two things happened at once. There was yelling behind us and the crowd parted. A group of policeman ran up the road. Their yellow tunics, heavy boots and batons made their charge lethargic: ten of them running in slow motion. I obediently moved away, but they ran toward us, fell on me, two holding each arm and another on my legs. I tried to struggle. A policeman grabbed my hair, yanking my head back until I was still. My arms twisted behind me and I felt handcuffs shut tightly around my wrists. One shouted, ‘We’ve caught him red-handed!’ All I could think was, They still use those clichés? Mark tried to pull them off, shouting that he was a solicitor. He was picked up and dropped on the pavement.

  The women in the scarf ran up to me. ‘You were great,’ she said.

  ‘Get away from him, miss,’ ordered a policeman as they led me up the road, pretending to lead a condemned man to the gallows.

  She ignored him, her face pale-white, eyes wide and black. I was hurried on. She shouted as I was dragged further up the road, ‘You were the loud-hailer of our Halloween.’

  ‘Iraq Protest Causes Chaos,’ 1 November 2002

  Traffic came to a standstill in central London last night as 10,000 protesters marched on Parliament against a war on Iraq.

  They paralysed a large area around Trafalgar Square during the rush hour by sitting in front of traffic.

  The group had marched from Parliament Square to Trafalgar Square last night before congregating outside Downing Street, where they stopped the traffic for almost an hour. One protester carried a banner saying ‘Nightmare on Downing Street’ and had fake blood smeared on his shirt sleeves.

  Although most of the protest was peaceful, some skirmishes did break out and police arrested at least eight people, including one protestor who tried to break through police lines outside Downing Street.

  The march and road blocks were part of a national day of action organised by the Stop the War Coalition.

  A large police presence monitored the protesters as they moved towards Downing Street, followed by officers on horseback.

  In Whitehall, police removed CND demonstrators staging a sit-down protest, including two elderly women who were carried away.

  Omar Waraich, 20, a student who helped to organise the protest, said: “We have been apologising to the thousands of drivers caught up in the traffic jams. But we want them to know that the build-up to war against Iraq can be stopped by what we are doing and it is not being carried out in our name.”

  Addressing the crowd, Labour MP Jeremy Corbyn demanded a Commons-vote on whether to declare war, while writer and broadcaster Tariq Ali urged British soldiers to remember the example of Israeli reservists who had refused to serve in the Occupied Territories.

  At the London School of Economics, students debated the threat of war with Iraq, echoing the Vietnam protests of their parents.

  The Stop the War Coalition says the campaign against military action is gaining momentum, citing an opinion poll which says 40 per cent of people oppose the war, while only 35 per cent back Tony Blair ’s approach. Andrew Murray, chair of the coalition, said: “We represent a clear majority.”

  * * *

  Stewart and Jessica, 1966

  They made love for the first time after the Grosvenor Square anti-war demonstration. The crowd of neatly dressed students was cornered. Mounted police moved slowly toward the protestors. The effect was beautiful, Jessica thought, the sun behind the horses, the animals’ hot breath visible in the cold air. When they were a few metres away, Stewart disappeared. He looked like everyone else: the same greys and blacks and sideburns. The crowd tried to move forward, but they were broken up by the horses. When Jessica found Stewart, he was distributing handfuls of marbles to a small group of men around him, digging deep in his pockets as though he was handing out sweets.

  Jessica tried to call that she knew a way around the police. She heard his hushed voice giving instructions. The group turned towards the crowd being pushed back by the line of horses. The animals that had seemed so picturesque now towered over the crowd.

  ‘Go, go, go…. Now!’ Stewart shouted.

  The group rushed past her and into the crowd. She could see Stewart insert himself at the front of the fracturing protest, his hand holding the glass beads. Then chaos. Hundreds of marbles released under the horses. The animals emitted sharp cries. Some slid, most panicked and retreated. The police, tossed around, held onto their saddles. One horse fell. A policeman was on the ground. A protester rushed to him and kicked him in the chest. Jessica looked on like a pedestrian watching an accident. She wanted to tidy up the street, stop the chaos. The crowd broke up.

  Jessica saw Stewart waving at the dispersing crowd shouting futilely.

  ‘Charge, charge, comrades… don’t retreat.’

  Who does he think he is? Moses? , she thought. Those wonderful, transparent balls with their suspended, twisted colours, wasted.

  * * *

  ‘Anti-Vietnam Demonstration Ends in Chaos,’ British Pathé , 3 July 1966

  It started as a peaceful anti–Vietnam War demonstration in Trafalgar Square. About 4,000 gathered. Most of them were sincere; they wanted peace. Their motives seemed honourable. They came from most walks of life. Vanessa Redgrave was, as usual, in the vanguard of the would-be peacemakers. But there were also troublemakers, people not content to just voice their disapproval of the war in Vietnam—a hard core with the intention of dragging the majority of well-intentioned demonstrators down to their sickening level. And so they marched through the streets of London to Grosvenor Square and the American Embassy, inciting a riot. At Grosvenor Square, police were waiting, warned to expect trouble—their intention to keep the peace. But at the head and in the midst of the advancing column, the hate-makers were at work. This is how they turned a demonstration for peace into a bloody riot, such as Britain has never before witnessed. One hundred seventeen police officers were injured while defending themselves and doing their duty. Only forty-five demonstrators were hurt. The police have earned the highest possible praise for their self-control against overwhelming brute force on a day when a demonstration for peace ended as a war in the heart of London.

  When they found each other again Stewart was dishevelled. They walked together across the river. Other couples passed them. Light from the buildings on each bank stretched over the water. The city had so many ways of forgetting.

  ‘We’ll have the revolution north of the river and the south will never know,’ Stewart said.

  ‘I want to tell you, Stewart, that I didn’t like what you did. I don’t think it helped. What was the point?’

  ‘We were being crushed by the police. They needed to have their confidence broken. That happened. It was successful,’ Stewart answered.

  ‘From where I was standing I thought it was a disaster. Your bloody marbles.’

  ‘Marbles?’ Stewart shouted. ‘What the hell are marbles? They were ball bearings. Small metal balls that you find in machines.’

  That seemed better. What did it matter if those things were lost?

  Stewart led them past the Royal Festival Hall. This is how we’ll build in the future , he thought. Practical and beautiful: the prerequisites for his socialism. It stood mocking the Victorian grandeur and pomposity of this old city. They passed Westminster Bridge.

  ‘Next time we protest it will be harder for us because of your games,’ Jessica said.

  Stewart had forgotten their disagreement. ‘I don’t care. We’re on the losing side, Jessie, for Christ’s sake. Everything we do is organised for their world. When we protest against the war and your government’s complicity in it, we’re beaten by the police. Sometimes we need to take the initiative. Humiliate the police. Challenge the state.’

  People stared at them.

  ‘You sound like an anarchist, not someone who wants to build a movement.’

  They climbed the steps to the station; people hurried past them. A siren sounded behind them.

  ‘For fuck’s sake, Jessie. You tell me how to build a movement. Ask the bishops and the lords of the damn manor to join us?’ He breathed in deeply. ‘Jessie, we’ll be on the news now. The politicians won’t sleep as well. The US will hear. Next time our protest will be bigger. More people, better arguments. We can’t always wait.’

  Jessica wanted to disagree, but she was tired. Why did he always have to speak so loudly? ‘You hate to be contradicted, Stewart. Like most men I know.’

  They stood in front of the flickering timetable in the station.

  ‘You know the reason why you didn’t like what I did? Because you took the side of the damn horses. What is it about the English upper class that they think every horse is sacred?’

  ‘Oh, fuck off, Stewart. What is it about every American that they think they understand the English class system?’

  She wanted to go home without him. She didn’t want to hear his voice again, his hard, silly opinions. He was patronising her. They went back to her flat and finished half a bottle of sour wine. They made love. She liked him because he fumbled and was uncomfortable. After he came, for the first time since she had met him, he had nothing to say.

  They married a year later. They had an argument the night before the wedding, and Jessica decided to leave him. She was relieved that they had rowed; now they would be saved from spending their lives together. In the morning he was curled around her holding on so tightly she thought, It could work. He loves me. They did everything like this, lurching from argument to decision as though they needed to hate each other for a moment to love again.

  * * *

  1 November 2002, early morning

  Individual policemen can be intelligent, even question their orders, but collectively they struggle over the most basic forms, ask the same question a hundred times. I was held until the morning. ‘Is that a B in Bereskin, as in Bravo?’ I emptied my bag in front of the arresting sergeant. The room was lined with benches, a vending machine and behind the desk a public advice poster, ‘Your Rights to Legal Advice: Our Ten-Point Commitment to the Public.’ We were a strange bunch: demonstrators, still excited by the festivities of the evening. Recognising each other. Confident.

  I saw someone I knew. ‘Helen, what are you in for? Did you see what we did outside Downing Street?’ I said.

  ‘Yeah. Great turnout,’ she answered, and leant forward, whispering, ‘But you were acting like a bloody anarchist.’

  There were other arrestees, regulars. Some bleeding from brawls, one speaking on the payphone, ‘Of course I love you, babe. Nah, I can’t make it over tonight, I’m seeing me mates.’

  My bag was confiscated. Three library books were removed in front of me. The sergeant was three times my size. He could have crushed me in his hands. He held one of the books up to the light as if trying to decipher a code. He read the title slowly, enunciating each syllable: ‘Vik Tor Ser Gee, The Mem Ores of a Revo Lu Shun Ry.’ He repeated the title loudly for his colleagues. “Oh, look what we have here! Memoirs of a Revolutionary .” He looked at me knowingly, nodded his head. I had been rumbled. He gripped his pen in his fist and wrote the title down. After an interminable agony of writing, he muttered a single word, ‘Subversive.’ What was this meant to mean? I was a ‘subversive.’ Was my library book, due back this morning, ‘subversive’ or had he just ticked a box on the form for ‘subversives’?

  ‘What are we doing him for?’ he asked the officer who had brought me in.

  ‘Take your pick,’ answered a young, clean-shaven man.

  ‘Affray. Public disorder. I would do him for public disorder. Inciting a riot. Anyway, he’s a goner, we’ve got it all on video.’

  ‘Empty your pockets please, sir,’ the sergeant ordered.

  I imagined, at my execution, being asked, ‘Sir, do you want the bullet between your eyes or straight through the heart?’ Sir, always sir, right to the end.

  The incriminating evidence was two eggs cradled in a paper towel in my jacket pocket. I had brought them under the assumption that in a democracy I could legitimately throw an egg in protest at an illegal war as long as it was not hard-boiled. I removed the two eggs, unwrapping them slowly. In front of me a man the size of a cow, and between us two eggs. The room fell silent. The queue craned forward, trying to look. The sergeant was lost. This went on for what felt like a minute: stretching and peering at the egg in silence. Finally the sergeant stammered nervously, ‘What are those?’

  ‘They’re eggs,’ I replied.

  ‘They’re what?’

  ‘Eggs,’ I repeated.

  Then more silence.

  Finally the sergeant lifted a phone beside him on the counter. He waited and said, ‘Sir, you better come down here. We’ve got a situation.’

  The station chief arrived and looked at the eggs. Eventually he asked me, ‘Are they cooked?’ Then he told me to break one. The yolk flowed over the counter, catching the edge of my arrest form before the sergeant quickly snatched it up. The second egg was carefully placed in a transparent plastic bag to produce as an exhibit in my forthcoming trial.

  The cell stank of piss and shit. In the morning I was released until my next summons. I walked into the daylight. Pedestrians were busy along the Strand. Shops were opening as if nothing had happened. I wondered if I had imagined the masked anti-war ball that had squeezed normal life out of the city. But now London collapsed back into its habitual groan. Control had returned to its daytime owners. This cursed city had already obliterated our resistance. The relentless continuity of life, temporarily disturbed, spluttered on without thought. I hated its complicity, its acquiescence.

  As I came out of the basement foyer of the police station, already filling with tourists asking directions and reporting lost wallets, I became aware of someone behind me. I pushed open the door and hurried along the street. ‘Excuse me. It’s me. Excuse me,’ a woman’s voice hailed me. I felt a hand on my shoulder. I started and turned. It was her. Her hair fell over her shoulders. She looked tired. The red scarf was draped loosely around her neck. She smiled. I could see myself in her eyes.

  ‘Were you arrested?’ I asked.

  ‘No, I wasn’t.’ She leant on her hip, her jacket undone. The same insolent confidence I remembered from the demonstration.

  ‘I waited all night in Charing Cross Station.’

  I was confused. ‘Was a friend arrested? There were quite a few of us.’

  ‘No, I was waiting for you. I was worried about the arrest. I thought maybe I had encouraged you to do it. That I was responsible.’

  I didn’t know what to say. I felt silly. Exposed. Like everyone else crowding and pushing past us on the Strand, I was overwhelmed by the day. I felt as ugly under the morning sun as we had been beautiful under the Halloween moon.

  She unfolded the newspaper she was carrying and opened it to the second page. Downing Street: a crowd of people. The loud- hailer pointed towards the police. She read from the article.

  ‘One protester urged the crowd to tickle the police. Sixteen people were arrested. Six have been charged with public order offences.’ She broke off and indicated the centre of the photograph. ‘That’s you,’ she said, laughing. I was visible on Mark’s shoulders. ‘Do you want breakfast?’

  She was concerned. I spoke about the arrest and told her that I could go down for five years. I said that I had got carried away. ‘We all were, last night,’ she said. ‘That was the point.’ She wanted to know what she could do. I thought she needed to assuage her guilt at encouraging my behaviour, write herself out of my arrest. I could feel the nausea rising in my stomach from the memory of the cell. I was nervous.

  Then she spoke about herself. I drank cheap coffee. I was impressed by her insistence. In an hour I knew everything about Rebecca Siegfried. She had been brought up by her mother, Judith, in Brighton. Her father, Ronny, had left when she was two. He lived in Australia. Her mother was a clerk in a solicitor firm, where she did all the work and was treated badly. Judith’s flat overlooked the sea and had wind chimes made of shells they had collected from the beach and strung together. Rebecca had studied music. She composed musical scores for audio books, lived near Edgware Road, and could hear the birds in the morning. She was having dreams about the end of the world and did tarot readings. She was a caffeine-fuelled talking CV. ‘Before Afghanistan I had never been on a protest, but now I’m active in an anti-war group. I’m not political. I voted Labour, but now I wouldn’t spit on them. I’m a Pisces.’ Her words tumbled out, a tangle of life, lovers and war. ‘I am so angry. I really wanted to break into Downing Street yesterday. I’ve just broken up with Duncan. He wanted to marry me. When can I see you again?’

  ‘I don’t need to. I know everything about you,’ I laughed.

  Our knees touched. She brought her hands to my face, leant forward and kissed me. Her kiss was like everything else about her that morning: adamant and determined. She did not hesitate. Rebecca pulled me out of the earth and held me. She wanted me; it was as simple as that.

  2 November 2002

  Dear Sir,

  NOTICE OF PROSECUTION

  Defendant: Yourself

  Operational reference number: 01CX3327302

  I am writing to inform you that I have sent a notice to the Clerk of the Justices under section 23 (3) of the Prosecution of Offences Act 1985, of charges against the defendant (Yourself ).

  Violent Disorder

  On 31 October 2002 at Whitehall SW1 while present together with two or more other persons, you did use or threaten unlawful violence and your conduct taken together with that of those other persons present was such as would cause a person of reasonable firmness present at the scene to fear for his personal safety.

  Sections 2(1) and 5, Public Order Act 1986

  The effect of this notice is that you need to attend court in respect of this charge and that any bail conditions imposed in relation to this must be respected.

  CAUTION: This notice only applies to the charges specified in it, and does not have any effect in relation to any others that may be pending or other proceedings against you. If you are legally represented you should contact your solicitor immediately.

  Yours faithfully

  Senior Crown Prosecutor

  Southwark Trial Unit


  Chapter Two

  Stuntmen

  8 November 2002

  I was due in court soon. I had not told Jessica. I didn’t want to burden her. I faced a public order offence. The police claimed to have film that proved I was inciting the crowd to attack them and pull down the gates to Downing Street, ferment revolution, beat up the prime minister. It was ridiculous. I saw Rebecca again. We met on Edgware Road. The restaurant was full of wealthy children wearing branded clothes and speaking private-school English. I couldn’t enjoy the food. Rebecca was different from how I remembered her at the demonstration, tired and less confident. I tried to pretend that I was not taking the charges seriously and spoke quickly about politics.

  ‘Now, of course I’m an anti-war activist, but ultimately I believe that the only solution is the overthrow of capitalism. I don’t believe that the rich can be regulated or persuaded to hand over their stolen wealth. In fact, I would argue that it’s the other way round. Take the rich—Warren Buffet and Bill Gates, for example. They actually tell the politicians, governments and lawyers what to do—not vice versa. That’s the ruling class with their interlocking directorships and the monopoly control of big business. This class, they’re completely unelected and unaccountable. Even the Queen in 1981, when she was valued at an estimated twenty billion pounds, took herself off the rich list and then kept her loot secret. So our solution is simple. Anticapitalist strikes, demonstrations and riots are the beginning of our attempts to counterpose workers’ power—to run the world exclusively for human need and not for unproductive and greedy wasters who make up less than one per cent of the…’

  Halfway through my speech she put her hands on the table and asked me, ‘Are you spending the night?’

  We left the restaurant. The night had collapsed onto the street. I was disoriented. We walked to her flat as though we had been drinking.

  She had two rooms so small they seemed to be constantly defending themselves against disappearing altogether. A futon, a bookshelf stuffed with novels, a cheap Persian rug in the bedroom, an electric piano, a sofa.

  I was the hard man of the anti-war movement who tried to break through police lines, but I was nervous, worried that I would be exposed.

  Everything about Rebecca was beautiful: her eyes, her hair, her skin.

  She took her clothes off.

  We kissed in the lounge, then sat on her sofa. I pulled my trousers off. I cradled her breasts, took one of her nipples in my mouth. Pulled down her underwear. Esther was getting sick again, I thought. I knelt. Rebecca spread her legs and I teased her with my tongue. She reached down and grasped my hair as I began to taste her. I built up a rhythm, responding to her gasped orders to speed up, slow down, don’t stop. Even as I drank her in I couldn’t stop thinking about my big, little sister.

  Rebecca’s orgasm was loud and wet and beautiful, but I didn’t get an erection. We were shy again, holding onto our naked bodies like kids, sitting on her sofa.

  Rebecca suddenly sat up straight, tying her hair in a knot behind her head. ‘I think these things are immediate. If you don’t find that attraction straight away, then it’s not going to work.’

  ‘I’m just distracted. My head is full of nonsense,’ I said.

  ‘Well, that’s what I mean. If it doesn’t work like that—’ she snapped her fingers together—‘then it won’t. If you don’t find me attractive…’

  Rebecca was curled up, her legs tucked against her. Her skin clung tight to her, speckled by brown freckles. Me, a fleshy pig next to her, my body sick-white, my shoulders dotted with red spots, and she thought that I didn’t find her attractive?

  ‘No, it’s just first-night nerves,’ I said.

  ‘Nerves?’ she said, thinking on the word. ‘The Downing Street Tickler is nervous,’ she laughed, sounding relieved. ‘Then I’ll turn the heater on and make you a cup of tea with a shot of brandy.’

  ‘We haven’t had a car accident,’ I said.

  * * *

  1979

  Our grey-haired aunt and uncle lived in a small village with their disabled son. Peter Marlowe sat in his electric chair like a king. We travelled from London for the day. Esther sat on her legs and I asked constantly if we were nearly there. Jessica drove; Stewart gave directions and read from the newspaper. When we arrived, Stewart rushed in and grabbed Peter, pulling him out of the chair and onto the ground. They rolled over, knocking the furniture around, the two of them hollering. Stewart was messy, breathless. The day was like this.

  Stewart boasted: ‘I can take my head off as well.’

  ‘Please do it, please!’ we shouted.

  No one was going to remove their head in his presence, Peter declared, and hit his fist on the table, yanked his chair into reverse and screeched off.

  We continued, ‘Please do it.’

  ‘No, I can’t. I can only do it in front of a film camera. It’s too frightening for anyone to see in real life.’

  ‘Then pull your finger off again,’ we cried.

  Pushed out his chest, threw out his arms.

  ‘Stand back, kiddos. Stand back.’

  His hands came together, tangled in a strange embrace. He pulled at his thumb, moving one hand above the other. We let out another sigh, more for the theatre than the trick.

  When we left Stewart drove, sinking deep into his seat. None of us spoke. We stared at the chalk hills dividing the motorway. Reaching London, we saw people hurrying in for Sunday night meals in high street restaurants. Stewart spoke: ‘I thought you were showing off today.’ Jessica remained silent. ‘I said, I thought you were being a show-off. You put me down and contributed nothing to the day.’

  Esther and I stared out of the window. We were driving faster now; the streetlights blurred.

  Jessica didn’t speak.

  ‘I hate the way you never challenge anything your brother says. Why are you like that?’

  ‘Can’t you just be quiet? We had a good day. Why do you have to ruin it?’ Jessica finally answered.

  Stewart shouted, ‘You ruined it for all of us. Didn’t she, kids?’ He half-turned to us in the back of the car. ‘Didn’t she, kids?’ he repeated. ‘Didn’t she grind us down?’

  Esther sat looking out of the window. I turned to him and nodded my head slightly.

  ‘You see how miserable you’ve made the kids? I’ve had enough of you dragging us down,’ he shouted.

  ‘Pull up the car,’ Jessica said, grabbing her bag. Stewart pulled over.

  There was a row of restaurants and shops, with people on the pavement.

  ‘Get out.’ Stewart pushed her as she fumbled for the lever on the door.

  Esther didn’t move. Jessica climbed out, tripped on the curb. Stewart leant across the seat and pulled her door closed. We sat silently in the car, watching Jessica zigzag across the pavement. She slowed down and went into a newsagent. We waited. She came out a few minutes later, more composed, and began to walk toward us. Stewart put the car into gear and started to move out. I saw Jessica running toward us, reaching the car, her face still streaked with tears. The car pulled out. She hit the boot with her hand, stumbled and fell into the gutter. Esther and I craned to see her from the backseat, staring at her out of the rear window.

  We drove home.

  Esther turned back to her seat and fixed her gaze on the traffic. I sobbed slowly, holding my breath to stop my tears. Esther slid her hand into mine. I held it so tightly she gasped.

  * * *

  Mark Ridgeway, 2002

  Mark was big. His shoulders and back were wide, his chest a great muscular rectangle. His hands were huge and flat, as though they had been widened with a hammer. He exercised because his large limbs needed to be stretched and spread. He cycled uphill like I free-wheeled downhill. He ploughed up the water in the swimming pool like a tractor on land. He was a strong man, but not for himself—for the movement. Mark’s oversized arms and placemat hands were public property. His size belonged to us.

  For Mark there was no waiting for the apocalyptic moment, the utopian explosion, the grand soirée . For me life was revolutionary suicide; for Mark it was real and existing practice today— now. My appeals to the coming real struggle were incomprehensible to him. I thought Mark’s beautiful bulk was evidence of the existence of the socialist republic today: he was an ambulating and invincible organism of huge and complex harmony. Mark was a human anthem to what we could achieve—but also how we could fuck up. How we destroyed our movements, divided our pathetic forces with endless squabbles and factions, scattered our unity with pedantic and abstract obsessions and divorces. I worried that Mark was in danger of bringing down his own towering life-force.

  Mark was covered with hair everywhere except on his head. He kept his head waxed and tanned. I always liked sitting close to him so I could admire his new suits with their ironed trouser pleats and inhale his latest perfume. In the public toilets he sprayed the fragrance on his thick wrists and then dabbed it across his neck, just like I remembered Jessica applying her perfume when I was a kid. With tweezers he pulled out stray hairs from his eyebrows and nose. One finger pulled up his nose as he stared grotesquely into the mirror. All of this, I thought, to look pretty next to me in the courtroom. ‘Can’t you do that at home? It’s horrible, Mark. We’re going on a demonstration—why are you putting on perfume?’ ‘Aftershave,’ he would mutter, barely bothering to correct me, never taking his eye off the tweezers and his reflection, his mouth contorted into a faint smile. He liked the attention. He looked good for the effort. Our sweet-smelling activist, about to ruin his life.

  We would dance when we met; the excitement of seeing each other made us want to move, to gyrate a little, the restless, quick steps of our feet marking out the ground. Mark would tower over me, twisting his frame to an inchoate rhythm, as though he was about to devour me or make love to me. We spent our time together like this. Our joy and dancing sometimes exploded into torrents of screaming in the pub, touching on public highways, as I threw myself into Mark’s iron-ready tall frame. He would hold me in his arms like a child sacrifice.

  ‘You know, if you wanted me to give you a blow job, I would do. I hope you know that,’ I said to Mark one balmy night last summer.

  ‘Why would I want a blow job from you?’ he asked reasonably.

  ‘I don’t want to give you one, but I would, just as a favour. For friendship.’

  ‘To prove your friendship to me, you would suck me off?’

  ‘Yes. The thought doesn’t turn me off,’ I said honestly.

  ‘Should I be flattered?’

  ‘Yes.’

  ‘Well, I am. Thank you, Eddie, but it’s not necessary.’

  ‘Good. You can hold it in reserve if you like.’

  ‘Lovely, I will. I’m very touched.’

  ‘Well, it was just a thought. I probably wouldn’t swallow, though.’

  ‘Well, there’d be no need. No need.’

  ‘Suck, don’t swallow.’

  I realised then that we weren’t so subversive. We exchanged kisses and embraces when most men just slapped each other ’s backs with their flat hands as if they were hitting a kettle drum. Even my blow job declaration fell into a certain macho norm. My extreme feelings of friendship had to be expressed through the cock paradigm. The true crowned god of Western man: A large penis sitting on a gilded throne in the centre cortex of the brain. I love you, Mark. I would suck your penis. For all my liberation I ended up at the same place as everyone: our genitalia. Mark’s penis.

  ‘I don’t understand what’s wrong. You love Alicia. You’ve been together for more than seven years. You tell me that you get on with her better than anyone else. You still make love. You share a political outlook. Why do you want to leave her?’ I asked.

  ‘I don’t. I mean, I don’t know. It’s the kid thing. I want kids and she can’t have them,’ Mark said.

  ‘Because she already has a grown-up kid, Mark, and because she’s older than you. I understand that you want to have kids, but why don’t you try to adopt?’

  ‘She’s too old. Too tired. Why would a fifty-five-year-old woman want to adopt children? Anyway, I’d end up having to do all the child care.’

  ‘I can’t believe what you’re saying. You’re just a fucking misogynist who decides at forty-five that he wants children but doesn’t want to look after them, so he ditches his older lover for a young one. I can’t believe you said that. You must stay with Alicia. The rest is crap and children are no panacea.’

  ‘I think it’s more complicated than that,’ Mark muttered.

  This was a version of the conversation I had been having with Mark for about six months. His life had suddenly bunched up: his mother had died the year before and now he was in a hurry. He was smart only in his clothes and politics. The rest of his life was a mess, a great jumbled loud-hailer of chaos and doubt and duplicity. I knew he needed to exhale his dilemmas and catastrophes to anyone who would listen. ‘You’re like the fucking ancient mariner. If you keep talking, Mark, someone will have you shot.’

  ‘You’re right—and it’ll probably be Alicia—but I can’t help it.’ Alicia had come over from South Africa at ten and stubbornly held onto her Johannesburg-Indian accent. Alicia was in a rush to understand the world before it came to an end. She knew a lot about it, perhaps too much—she was an expert in massage, psychotherapy, political economy, literature, and law. Alicia could do stand-up on anything. ‘Mark is having,’ she told me recently, ‘a midlife crisis. He needs intensive therapy, not CBT, but psychodynamic. He’s working too hard. He needs to stop work on conveyancing, which is the worst, most lumpen aspect of the law, and retrain. He is also doing too much politics. This is avoidance and it’s a familiar pattern.’ Always a neat formula with Alicia—for Mark and all of his friends. I was: ‘Eddie has solipsistic personality disorder. He has what Georg Lukacs described as the phenomenon of reification.’ How could she combine psychotherapy and Hungarian Marxism? Irritatingly, she was normally right.

  Mark went silent for a few weeks. It felt as though the world had shut down. I wanted to hear him again, always wearing his life on the outside, his thoughts and hopes and politics flashing on an advertising hoarding in the sky. Now that hoarding declared: I Am Going to Die.

  ‘You’re not going to die!’ I exclaimed.

  ‘Yes I am. We all are, and soon. So fucking soon.’

  ‘Okay, but that doesn’t really get us anywhere.’

  ‘I’ve only got a few more years and there is so much to do. So much to understand and change.’

  ‘Politically, you mean?’

  ‘Yes. How can we change the world in a single bloody lifetime?’

  ‘I don’t know,’ I offered pathetically, ’but we have to try. Understand. Analyse. Develop movements. Read.’

  ‘Read! Eddie, reading is not the answer to death. Yesterday the lights changed to green when I was halfway across the road and I only just got to the other side. I’m already ebbing.’

  ‘Rubbish. You’re forty-five.’

  ‘Forty-six.’

  ‘Well, if our deaths are imminent, surely we have to hang on to the people we love. Alicia, for example.’

  ‘But I want to have kids.’

  ‘Well, volunteer in a children’s home.’

  ‘My own kids, Eddie.’

  ’We’re socialists; it doesn’t matter where they come from.’

  He was quiet for a moment. ‘I sometimes think, what’s the point if you’ve got no time left? Soon we’ll be on the front line. All dying. It will be our time to go over. To die. We will have reached the outpost and there will be no one in front of us. Nothing. All our friends and family dead. Just us. Me. Everything gone.’

  ‘Fuck, Mark. You’re depressed. You should leave the morbidity to me. I’m worried about you.’

  ‘You’ll be gone as well!’

  ‘Maybe, but I’m younger than you.’

  ‘Life feels too short. What is life, anyway?’

  ‘I read that life is a short period of time in which we are alive. Does that help?’

  ‘No. It makes me want to have kids even more.’

  ‘I don’t understand the connection,’ I said.

  He didn’t answer.

  It was as though he had already decided to leave Alicia. I think this was the reason he fell in love with Giuliana.

  * * *

  12 November 2002

  Friends Meeting House was already full. People sold newspapers: Socialist Worker ; Workers Power ; Hate Racism, Hate Imperialism . They were shouting slogans, flapping their arms in arguments like featherless wings. I stood on the bottom step looking at the crowd, recognising faces, waving at people. I was waiting for Rebecca.

  Tony from our anti-war group came up to me. ‘What was wrong with you the other night?’

  ‘I was arrested,’ I said.

  ‘Yeah, I’m not surprised. You were acting like a fucking anarchist,’ he said.

  ‘We were being jostled by people trying to get into the building. I was taking the initiative,’ I said.

  ‘You needed to get on someone’s shoulders, shout orders to us, to take the initiative? That’s crap.’

  I could feel my stomach turn. ‘I am facing a serious charge for inciting a riot. What’s your idea of leadership? Passing a resolution on the Central Committee, comrade?’

  Someone announced that the meeting was starting.

  Tony came to meetings and spoke like an obnoxious schoolboy. He was a rising star, I was told, and he kept a blog. God help the revolution if he’s left in charge , I thought.

  He looked at me, a mocking smile across his thin lips. ‘What did you achieve, Eddie? We’re trying to help the movement grow, not stir up fruitless riots. This isn’t Italy.’

  Rebecca pulled at my arm. I wanted to tell him, Rebecca found me on the march because of my anarchism, and she is beautiful, you mean, thin-lipped bastard .
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