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Nigel Lee on óWhere we went wrongó ; Lee Harrison
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JOHI SHEFFIELD

THIS EDITION OF Nottingham Extra was meant to
appear before the local elections, but the
problems of grappling with a new word processor
have delayed it. Apologies to fellow contributors,
therefore - apart from a short postscript by
Nigel Lee, I am the only one writing with the
benefit of hindsight about the elections and the
deselection of Sharon Atkin.

As it happens, the election results make
little difference. In fact, if there is going to
be an inquest, what Nigel Lee and Lee Harrison
have to say in this issue will be useful evidence:
it is their policies and their role in the 1983-7
Labour Group which have taken some of the
heaviest criticism. The discussion will continue
in future issues, with contributions from other
positions in the party as well as the left.

NQ basis ó

Losing the city was a disaster which will be
compounded if the Thatcher government wins a
third term. But there are minor consolations.
Considering the shit that was flying, Labour
didn't do at all badly. The narrow Conservative
victory had as much to do with the quirks of
voting patterns as with a consistent anti--Labour
vote: it could have gone either way. The city fell
well within the national pattern and did not,
overall, vote very differently from 1983, when
the majority of one went to Labour. There is no
basis for claims that a "moderate" electorate
booted out a ñloony left" council.

Rather, it was arch-"moderate", anti-gay
Dennis Birkinshaw who was decisively booted out.
And, since he had identified himself so publicly
with accusations of Labour "extremism", this
result was surely the electorate's clearest
comment on it. "I owe it to the people of
Strelley and Broxtowe who have supported me for
25 years," said Hr Birkinshaw when he announced
that he was standing as an independent. He got
280 votes. The Labour candidates were elected
with 1,734 and 1,704 votes. That seems sufficient
comment on what the people of Strelley had really
been supporting for 25 years.

And what are we to make of the extraordinary
situation where, at the end of the day (1.40 a.m.,
to be exact), after the second recount, everything
turned on whether a massive and unexpected swing
to Labour in previously unwinnable Park Vard
would be quite dramatic enough to save the city
from the rampant right. The threeðvote Tory
victory in one of their previously impregnable
wards hardly represents a massive public
rejection of Labour (though it does represent a
lot of hard work by the candidates and their
helpers). Could it be that more people than often
assumed are able to put accusations of "loony
leftism" into perspectiveó?

Likewise with the "Sharon Atkin factor". It is
widely believed that the row is damaging to
Labour. In Nottingham East, this may be true, but

for very special reasons. Imposing a candidate
with a political history distasteful to many of
the most active party members is the surest way
to send them off campaigning in neighbouring
constituencies. (This is only carrying on an old
tradition from the days of Jack Dunnett.) Hr
Aslam may well find himself short of party
workers - but this could be bad news for Hr
Brandon-Bravo .

Outside Nottingham East, the effect may be
less destructive. On the one hand, it will
reassure those who like to see the leadership
leading. On the other hand, it will reassure
black voters that substantial sections of the
Labour Party are passionately opposed to racism,
and that the Labour Party is plainly not racist
while the issue remains so open.

In fact, the argument is not about whether the
Labour Party should or should not be racist - it
is assumed by both sides- that it should not ð
but about whether the Labour Party actually is
racist, and what to do about it if it is.

Unfortunately, the present row has achieved
one miraculous feat: although it is widely
accepted that the Conservative Party is racist
and should be racist (which is, after all, why a
lot of people vote for it), absurdly it is the
Labour Party which now finds itself in the dock.

Vhat of the electoral disaster, thoughô? Unless
Labour takes a Tory seat at a by election, and
unless the Conservatives lose the General
Election, we face the possibility of four years of
a hard right, centralising Tory government backed
up locally by a compliant Tory council. It is too
early to say how far to the right the new
controlling group will be, and how easily it will
roll over with its paws in the air as yet more
local government powers are snatched away by
governmentðled inner city initiatives, restrict-
ions on council publicity, the new ñpoll taxñ,
accelerated council house sales and further con-
tracting out and privatisation.

Unnoticed

But there is a "loony right" element in the
local Conservative Party which has gone unnoticed
during the years of opposition and could be a
greater threat to the democratic independence of
the city than a few gay swimming sessions. We
shall be taking a close look in future issues at
the way the new administration develops, at the
beliefs and backgrounds of its members, and at
the effect of its policies on the people of the
city.

In particular, we shall be looking at how
vigorously Bill Bradbury and his team fight for
the independence of local government against
central government interference. The dangerous
doctrine has gained. ground since 1979 that local
government is only an arm of national
government, that politicians and civil servants
in London are entitled by the mandate from a
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general election to override local preferences
expressed in local elections. One of the greatest
indictments of the Tory Party as a whole is that
their distaste for certain leftðwing councils and
policies has led them to acquiesce in a steady
erosion of local democracy because it seemed an
effective way of attacking the left in local
government, Just as their distaste for Arthur
Scargill and the tactics of the HUI! led them to
give blanket approval to some extraordinary
police misbehaviour in the coal dispute.

As far as the cities are concerned, the next
stage in the Tory counter-revolution seems
likely to be the wider imposition of urban
development corporations, which will effectively
take control of their own inner city areas from
elected local authorities. Let me quote from a far
from radical local government Journal, The
Surveyor:

"The UDCs, with their ability to bypass
local councils and their planning and
compulsory purchase powers, are seen as the
most effective way to release land quicklyifor
new housing and industrial development.

ñThey will also be a chosen vehicle for Hrs
Thatcher's other post-election aim to reduce
local government and Labour's power base in
the cities."
The imposition of an urban development

corporation on Nottingham, with all its
consequences for local democracy, will be a key
test for a Conservative council, a test of its
independence from an authoritarian central

government - a test, in effect, of its civic
pride.

Letós hope that the future of the city, unlike
that of the National Health Service, really is
safe in their hands.l '
1 ðððð _ __ ___ __ _ 1 _ _ ' _ _ ' ð ð ðð ð

Same 0ld th1113

REGULAR READERS will have noticed the devotion
of Nottingham Extra to history, especially the
history of the labour movement. It's extra-
ordinary how often events repeat themselves, not
necessarily as tragedy or farce, but simply as
more or less the same old thing. The only
farcical aspect is the way commentators ponti-
ficate from a great height as if it were all
amazingly new, unprecedented, "apocalypse now".
For example, the question of Trots and other
weirdos and "extremists" in the Labour Party.
Let's take a couple of short Journeys "back in
time, one a mere twentyðtwo years, the other
fifty, to the days of the good old Labour Party
which even Hrs Thatcher occasionally waxes
nostalgic about.

Turning over some old files the other day, I
came across an intriguing little note of an item
which appeared on 12th Hay 1965 in the Guardian
Journal, Hottinghamós last morning daily, which
ceased publication in 1973. The note records that
city councillor John Caughtry, replaced by Peter
Price as Byron Ward candidate for the Labour
Party, had announced that at the next election he
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wouldn't vote and his wife would vote Tory in
protest against "Trotskyite" elements in the local
party which had given Hr Price their support. Hr
Caughtry, the item went on, had a Labour
background of over twenty years as a member of
the AEU and a shop steward at Loughborough
engineering works. Presumably, the period covered
by his nostalgia, when everything had been all
right with the Labour Party, went back the full
twenty years, almost to 1937 when George Orwell
wrote the following passage from The Road to
I/igan Pier. With a few changes of personal decor
and terminology, is it so different from the
complaints we hear fifty years later?

"It would help enormously if the smell of
crankishness which still clings to the
Socialist movement could be dispelled. If only
the sandals and the pistachioðcoloured shirts
could be put in a pile and burnt, and every
vegetarian, teetotaller, and creeping Jesus
sent home to Welwyn Garden City to do his
yoga exercises quietly! Sometimes, when I
listen to these people talking, and still more
when I read their books, I get the impression
that, to them, the whole Socialist movement is
no more than a kind of exciting heresyðhunt -
a leaping to and fro of frenzied witch'-doctors
to the beat of tom-toms and the tune of óFee,
fi, fo, fum, I smell the blood of a right--wing
deviationist!' It is because of this kind of
thing that it is so much easier to feel
yourself a Socialist when you are among
working-class people."

Yet fifty years later, defecting Labour
councillor Hrs Linda Phillips could argue, as if
it were an entirely new phenomenon, that the
Labour Party had been set up to be the party of
"working-class people like bus drivers" (her
father was a bus driver), but was being taken
over by "middle-class intellectuals like lecturers
and teachers". Does she really think the origins
of the Labour Party are as simple as that? The
Labour Party has always had its share of
"middle-class intellectuals", usually to the left
of the party. (Orwell himself was, of course, an
Old Etonian.)l

Where are they now?

SPEAKING OF Christopher Pole-Carew (aren't we
always - see page 6, first paragraph), someone
passed on the following extract from a journal
called Marketing Veek, which will be of interest
to the numerous admirers the former Evening Post
managing director left behind when he went to
Vapping to advise Rupert Murdoch on how to
clobber the unions more effectively.

"Lamb Pole-Carew Associates, the publishing
consultancy set up last September by Sir
Larry Lamb, Christopher Pole-Carew and Bill
Thomson, has been dissolved.

"The three partners came together to
provide recruitment and management advice to
publishers, but the appointment last week of
Pole-Carew to advise on Robert Maxwell's new
free 24-hour newspapers in Glasgow and
Manchester has ended the partnership

"Pole-Carew's move, although a coup for

Maxwell who will appreciate his experience of
new technology, is a blow for Chris Bullivant,
who was hoping Pole-Carew would be the
manager of his first 'metroðmorningó newspaper
in Manchester

"'He (Pole-Carew) was very closely involved
with me on the metro concept and I was hoping
to make him my manager. I now need to find a
good manager to look after the first metro,ó
says Bullivant."

Obviously, a good manager is hard to find, and
Pole-Carew's particular cocktail of unionðbashing
and new technology is much sought-after in the
swiftly moving world of the thoroughly modern
newspaper. And what a completely reliable ally of
the labour movement the proprietor of the Daily
Mirror isll

Eyeecore of the beholder

VHEN IS AH EYESORE not an eyesore? When it's
been tidied up and "landscaped" by the city
council. And when is an eyesore an eyesore? When
the city council has decided it's ripe for
redevelopment.

These thought--provoking aphorisms were
stimulated by the announcement of a Ã6m 63,000
sq ft office development at the corner of
Mansfield Road/Woodborough Road/Huntingdon
Street, described by the Nottingham Arrow as "an
eyesore for many years". -

How, admittedly it isn't up to much, this
particular corner, though partly because it's been
blighted by the threat of redevelopment. And the
architect's impression of the replacement does
look reasonably inoffensive for an office block,
skulking behind trees as it does, in the usual
way of architectsó impressions.

But the old corner does have a certain
ramshackle charm, and is enlivened by the
presence in one of the doomed Victorian houses on
Mansfield Road of Aurora Lusus, or "The end of
civilised hairdressing". (Will demolition mean the
end of the end of civilised hairdressing or will
there be a happy ending?)

What strikes me, though, is that the site is
almost directly opposite one of the truly
outstanding eyesores of Nottingham, the corner
Just above York House and The Empire public house
(which was until recently a gay pub called The
Roebuck). This corner used to be occupied by a
not totally repulsive red-brick Wesleyan chapel,
built in 1870 and latterly used by the
Pentecostal Church. It was demolished in 1973 to
make way for a road improvement, revealing the
awful side view of York House, which had already
done sufficient damage to the fabric of
Nottingham by looming hideously over Watson
Fothergill's Yorker public house (which used to
be called The Rose of England).

Now as you approach the city centre down
Mansfield Road, instead of Gothic windows and
turrets you see a pathetic smattering of gravel
and flowerbeds, and the glitzy hi-tech imperial
gloss given to the old Roebuck, embedded
ludicrously in the bottom right hand corner of
what I suppose might charitably be called a very
large brick wall. No talk of eyesores here,
though. The "landscaping" is apparently the
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Impeecable

HOST PEOPLE WITH the slightest knowledge of
Flying Officer John Peck DFC were delighted when
he was elected a Communist city councillor at the
three millionth attempt. Cllr Peck claimed loyally
that it was a vote for the Party and not for him,
but three hundred thousand people in Nottingham
know otherwise.

Among the undelighted was county councillor
Michael Cowan, vote crunching on an electorally
programmed computer in a corner of the Radio
Nottingham "Election Special" studio. Cllr Cowan
remarked grumpily that the people of Bulwell East
would have been far more sensible to vote Labour
and in any case Cllr Peck would have to vote
with Labour to avoid losing credibility.

Nice, kind Brenda Borrett, with the chocolate
cream vocables, did the damage far more gently.
John Peck was a most respectable person, she
said. Some of his views were remarkably close to
those of the Conservative Party and she was sure
that on some issues he might well vote with them.

(I am reliably informed that Cllr Hrs Borrett
hardly ever says anything very unkind about
anyone. She is one of those lovely Tory ladies
who seem scarcely to share the same planet with
Mrs Thatcher let alone the same political party.)

One of the pleasures of an unexpectedly
enjoyable (considering the final result) and
occasionally comic election programme, presided

over by laid-back Tony Church with his aristo
drawl, was the delicate sparring between Cllrs
Borrett and Cowan.

It is clearly impossible to be seriously rude
to Hrs Borrett. Cllr Cowan displayed gallantry
and charm, as well as the more predictable
numeracy at the computer, only taking time off
from a generally benign performance to be
discreetly brutal to poor Steve Parkhouse,
performing nobly as Alliance spokesman on a
night when, in the city at least, his two parties
were whitewashed.

"It's a complete disaster for you, isn't it?ñ
said Cllr Cowan callously, producing a string of
figures in the region of 18 per cent. "You're not
getting anywhere near winning anything, are you?
You're only getting more votes because you've put
up more candidates. It would be very surprising
if you didn't."

"That's a county council computer, isn't it?"
asked Mr Parkhouse mischievously.

"Yes it is," agreed Cllr Cowan matterðof-
factly, crunching out more 18 per cents.

Not only was it a county council computer, it
was also programmed to be a city council
computer, analysing only what happened in the
city and what would happen in the parliamentary
seats if votes in the general election went the
same way.

I'm afraid I crashed out on the settee long
before it came up with the answer.

Somehow, I don't think even Cllr Cowan could
make it cough up a three-seat Labour victory]
















































