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The Politics of Euston
A while back, Euston Station, understudying Olympia,
featured a display of Volvo saloon cars. Utilising its
vast, central floor space; well away from platforms,
escalators, fags and mags stands, booking,offices, snack
dens and the foul-Superloo; accompanied by almost
mute orchestral renderings of 'Come Prima' and 'These
Foolish Things', and attracting thin crowds of idle,
pimp-white raincoated observers, these exhibitions have
by now become a routine event.

Fruit juice, the Welsh Tourist Board, childrens' art,
4amous press photographs and, close to home, ',Electric
Scots' — the new five-hour special journey to Glasgow
from Euston — these have all, in their turn, graced the
station and added a dimensio'n of fantasy to the bom
barded transients that haunt the depressing terminal.

The Volvo display afforded a most singular spectacle.
Perusers would, to a person self-conscious, first gaze
at these reassuring confirrnations of success and, growing
emphatically bolder, peer with intensity at the interior
upholstery. Finally, tracing a light finger along the
crimson and chrome bodywork. A few, the,very study
of earnest sanity, asking concerned questions of the
model sales clerk and coming away with a clutch of
glossy literature, neatly sheafed. .
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It made a welcome variation from the unseating
circus of Watergate, however; frorn overpriced ham rolls,
a speciality of the establishment, from late trains and
tiresome hustlers. From the trepidation so characteristic
of those days, when the man behind in the ticket queue
might be carrying a means of explosion in his Humpty
Dumpty carrier bag. Then it was a comfort to consider
these virgin Volvos; the very epitome of progress and
restrained design. Happy sublimation.

There were Volvos plastered with thick cotton wool,
representative of a fall of snow that England, or more
damningly North West London, would never see: Volvos
with unlikely walnut dashboards and Volvos with extra
tread.

I structured happy hours observing the various re
actions and tiansactions this idiosyncratic exhibition
engendered. No matter that the apathetic destitution
of spirit attendant upon Crisis Britain was increased by'
the weather outside the station, or that the customary,
sprawl of hopeless alcoholic and the overlooked and
forgotten flotsam of humanity continued to dorninate
the soul of the station. A-seeking warmth and comfort, .

companionship and ritual between its squeeze; And'no
matter that battles, more emotional than actual, were
being fought daily outside its crystal walls. In Euston
Station, the atmosphere is very much an exaltation of
excellence; notwithstanding its shuffling bug-like
community, oozing by. Doublethink, in the shape of
continental cars, provide the means of escape from.
everyday, drear, reality.

A Glass Village

ient umbilicus, and especially so since the new Euston

In the surrounding streets, however, the scenario of
struggle continues up-front. Beycnd and about this
offensive glass village, disagreeable reminders of impover
ished life encroach — a paean to Britain's own credibility

II'gap. There is an equal, if inbalance, of meanness about
, ",'Ithe district of Euston, with its glut of Bed Ik Breakfast

hovels, expensive retreats for weary Northerners, its
bomb sites from the War, small businesses and imperti
nent offices. With its daily parade of ovine typists
clipping across pavements and sour stationery slaves
shuffling pieces of paper from desk to folder to file to
desk. And with the Babel-like Euston Tower regarding
all — a huge paternal threat.

Euston is in the throes of increased social status and,
,j concurrent with this, amplified depersonalisation. For,

although it has always been, like that other notorious
~ centre for motor car exhibitions, Earl's Court, a trans

Tower was built, there remains a, diminis4ing, residential +community. One more autonomous and s'elf-aware
since it was threatened with extinction early last year~

IIIlost. Tolmer's Village is a relatively inexpensive place to

catered for. There are,.in these few streets, two dairies

ter, from virtually nothing to quite a lot.
Its back streets, on the other hand, remain hidden and

;:II live and has maintained character. Food-wise jt is well

and four Indian grocery shops. Whilst two caffs and one
old-fashioned dining house, complete with waitresses in
black with white pinafores, and slightly up the scale, a
kebab house and five lndian restaurants-,all very good
compete for the custom of those who enjoy dining out.

At the junction of Drummond Street and Hampstead
Road, Lawrence's Corner is renowned throughout.Eng
land for its stock of army surplus gear and hard-wearing
casual clothing. Next door, Mrs. Lawrence andher
daughter run an unfashionable, but fascinatingly eclectic
boutique, selling everything from denim to silk.

The area also hosts a number of good pubs, ranging
from patriotic'Irish, through every degree of Iricism in
all their beauties, to the plushest of all, replete with
both juke box and colour TV. There is a newsagent in
the area, an optician, two betting shops (one opposite
the pub with the colour TV — very handy), a mini-cab

Q~ firm with a white,Rolis.Royce for hire, one shop
specialising in curiy powders of diverse concentration
and unusual recipe for varying palates and another
specialising in sticky Indian confectionery. There are two
letterpress printers, two GP's and one cigarette machine
further implementing the amenities of the area.

Buildings include a hostel for single ladies — much
given over to those in the nursing profession-an estab
lishment devoted to the various practices and pastimes
of the Transport and General Workers Union and '
another the seat of the National Union of Mineworkers.
There is a business celebrating African crafts, a rnuseum
of British Rail ephemera and a Moslem church. Lena
Jeger is the, unchallenged, Labour MP for the area.

On the other hand, there is no launderette, the
favourite gripe of the villagers, and a real inconvenience.
Neither is there anywhare for the local children to amuse
themselves out of doors; although a suitabfe space razed
and cleared by the owners — the site of the late and
laudingly lamented Tolmer's Cinema-in Tolmer's Square
has been enclosed, empty, by them. Another common
complaint centres around the heavy, industrial work
that takes place there nocturnally. Some of the drivers
of a local transport company were, until recently, in the
habit of leaving their lorries parked upon the pavements
in narrow North Gower Street, whilst the drivers them
selves kipped in the cab. And a magazine warehouse in
tiny Euston Street attends a convoy of lorries from
10pm every night until 5.30 the following afternoon.
. These are frustrations, if not atypical, then at least

similar, of. any community anywhere. What suddenly
united everybody living in the areq was seen as a grave
injustice by all, aed spotlighted publicly everywhere"
from propaganda in the modest, radical Camden Tenant,

on the issue and gave it regular news coverage and The
Observer, who covered it widely and helped explode to
ignorant Camden Borough Council-ready to grant
liberal office re-development concessions to Stock
Conversion-the absurdity of the situation and the
dismay of the tenants, was this re-development scheme
itself. The media has been very down on Landlordism in
the last few yearp. The Landlord, never a popular figure,
has not been so reviled since Dickens. And while the
Labour government has been so vague over the issue of
property, currently organising their new election cam
paign under the shade of the Land Deal fiasco, it will be
interesting to see just how'far they can be trusted to
acquiese to the wishes of the people of this country for
more just redistribution of Iand. If they stick around.

blished.

since it became generally known).
'SCINT, actively Mr. Levy, had been buying up the

property since 1962, when it was worth K50,000 per
acre, and stood to make a profit of up to f 20 million
on the whole transaction. Booker, and another joornalist,
Bennie Grey, decided to stop him. Forming a company,
Claudius Properties Limited, they delivered a rival offer
to the deputy town clerk of Camden Council who, after
years of negotiation, were on the verge of signing Mr.
Levy's deal. Briefly, the Claudius Plan, backed by City
bankers, outlined a deal similar to Mr. Levy's but with
all the profits being ploughed back into Carnden; an

g estimated saving of f 50 per Chmden ratepayer.

Association (TVA) was formed and spearheaded by a
I group of young students or architectural design. Some
of these had been active with the Covent Garden oppo
sition to development and had grown very interested in
the threatened decimation of Tolmer's Square. Further
more, they had seen the issue as a means of promoting
their new and growing ideas of what a community should
represent. I:t would be interesting to know how constant
they have remained to their original motives and whether
these are still upheld today, one year later.

The first action of the TVA, quite apart from taking
over a number of Mr. Levy's houses lying empty in
Tolmer's Square, was to form an Ah-hoc Committee to
file a petition stating that the residents of the village
were 'concerned about the future of our area'. 'Attempts
to obtain information from the borpugh have been un
successful', it then went on to say, adding, 'the rumour
is that Tolmer's Square, where the cinema stood, is to
be used as a car park. If tliis is true, we object.' Ne being
the, virtually unanimous, opinion of the residents of the
Village and many of its workers. Unity had been esta

U nity was to squabble amongst itself, though; and I'll
return to this in a minute. What initially checked the
newly<iscovered autonomy of the residents was
Camden's community planning and resources committee
who, last September, threw the Claudius proposal out
and reconfirmed its previous two decisions in favour of

. Stock Conversion.
Another journalist living in Camden, the late Nicholas

Tomalin, then served a writ on the local council claiming
that the deal was illegal because it 'clashed with the
interest and wants of the people in Camden'. While a
large adgertise~nt appeared ln The Harppstead 4 High
gate Express demanding that Camden Council stop the
Levy deal and begging signatures.

t was The1tampsh~ra $7fighgaW~xPlearma&ITp
ed fan the issue in these ensuing weeks, publishing
letters by Christopher Booker and Nick Wates-a TVA
founder and lately employed in a full time capacity to
the said Association, for whom he performs functions
of both an administrative and managerial nature — on
one side of the fence, and Labour councillor, Ivor
Walker, on the other. Walker's statements, indignant and

„pompous, were inflammatory and turned opinion against
;Ihim as a result. He dismissed Tomalin's 'frivolous issue
I of a writ' and then served one, himself, on the Camden
Tenant, after they had cracked a joke at his expense.
Mr. Walker was, it appears, invited to attend Mr. Levy's
party at the Dorchester Hotel but declined. He attacked
the 'nice political games organised by well-housed do
,gooders'-many of them living, on a meagre student
grant, in ill-conceived squats-and declared 'I have lived
.in the slums, which is more than can be said by most
of the gesticulators'. Truly, he cut a ridiculous figure.

In the interim, though, the TVA won a small battle.
By October, Camden Borough Council had deferred
approval of the SCINT scheme.

Four days later, a building on the Hampstead Road
collapsed. It fell in two minutes but nobody was hurt;
an old caretaker living there, and entertaining a couple
of friends, got safely away. Two policemen and a fire

'J man were treated for gas poisoning and cuts after they
Ihad dragged at the rubble with their bare hands, to see

ing was owned by estate agents D.E. 5 J. Levy of 130
Jermyn Street; an address they share with Stock Con
version and Investment Trust.

The TVA called for an immediate inquiry into the
collapse, stating that it was 'the most striking of a
number of recent incidents which illustrate the appalling
consequences of years of neglect in Tolmer's Square'.
While their broadsheet, Tolmer's Nevvs, accused the
agents of deliberately neglecting the property and allow
ing it to run down.

A surveyor of Mr. Levy, it later transpired, had been
skulking about the house, the day previous to its collapse,
and the previous morning buildhrs of this same gentle
man's direction had been on the premises to 'shore up a
bulge in the front wall'. The implications were clear, and
although it was never publicly expressed, feeling in the
Village was high that it was the owners who were direct
ly responsible for its collapse. However, both D.E. Ik J.
Levy Estate Agents and SClhIT refused to comment
when approached.

Tolmer's News had only begun a month earlier and
was issued free in the Village every fortnight. It had

Both Sides Now

hiseommunity-istnost)y~ t r ed-aboutTolmer-'s
Viilage, as the residential association has so named it.
The Village comprises the east-side of Hampstead Road,
as far up as North Gower Street, North Gower Street
itself, Drummond Street, Euston Street and a few small
er streets besides. Colloquially, it has been called 'Little
India' on account of the homes and businesses of a
compact amalgam of Bangla Desh' families concentrated
on the west-side of the station, inftuencing the character
and much of the politics of the area.

That Cumberland Market, west.of Ha'mpstead Road,
and Somers Town, east of Euston Station, are not favour.
ed with similar communities is due to the barbarity of
reMevelopment. The resident population of Cumberland
Market gava up the ghost to Euston Tower-the unaccept
able face of Capital radio-when Big Joe Levy and his
Stock Conversion and Investment Trust (SCINT) mono
polisers blitzed the area, whitst Somers Town, east of the
wall, long ago relinquished its refugees from 17th century
Frano., the Huguenots, in favour of squat and bland
council dwellings; already infamous in having produced
one of the most rampant skinhead gangs of the late
sixties, and extremist Arsenal supporters of the severities.

Since re-development has so miserably destroyed
these two, formerly 'colourful areas, I shall by-pass th'em '
and concentrate my attention on Tolmer's Village. An
account that may not, if the property rnoguls currently
vieing for the area have any say, be applicable eighteen '
or less months from now. The examples of Cumberland
Market and Somers Town speak for their unpleasant
selves as to the conclusions we might reasonably expect,
when the music's over and the light is gone.

Enter the Villain
Joe Levy is the accredited villain of the piece. Camden
Council, with its two, equally appeasing, faces holds the
cards. No heroes have yet emerged.

Mr. Levy, a director of Stock Conversion and Invest
ment Trust, is the man responsible for enclosing Tolmer'
.Square and he stands to make a large deal of money
from re-development. Consequently Mr. Levy and
SCINT have come in for some very indifferent press.
Chris Booker in Priv'ate Eye, describing the adventure as

$ an 'amusing bonanza' was the first person to instance
Levy's activities. In February of 1973, he wrote: 'Since

~ 1962 (using his holdings in Tolmer's Square as a bargain
ing counter) Mr. Levy has been trying to make a deal
with the local council, who want comprehensive re
development for housing over the whole area. Camden
can't afford the money to buy the land by compulsory
purchase. But in return for planning permission to build
a large office block, Mr. Levy might be able to help
them. The plan (currently before the GLC for observa
tion) is that Mr. Levy should be allowed to build some
where in the region of 450,000 sq.ft. of offices on 1'/~
acres of partly-council owned land on the Euston Road
— i.e. a vast block, at the incredible ratio of 8 to 1,
which could rise to 400 ft. In return for this amusing
bonanza, Mr. Levy is to help Camden Council by finan
cing their compulsory purchase operation.'

Quite apart from Mr. Booker's revelations, Mr. Levy
was immediately proposing, in the interim between the
issue of death and its irrevocable conclusion, to erect a
car park on the Tolmer's Cinema site {despite the child
ish denials of both SCINT and Camden Borough
Council, in the shape of honourable Ivor Walker, ever

s

'. whether anybody was buried underneath it. The build

Following the Claudius action, the Tolmer's Village

In Which a Writ
is Erivolously Issued

Tolmer's Village, an improbably last bastion, is almost
'ruraf in contrast with Euston Road just around the
,corner. Were John Waddington Ik Co. currently design

' I ing the Monopoly board, they would hardly amalgamate
' Euston Road with the Angel and Pentonville Road. In
every respect, except pure ly geographical • Euston Road
has eclipsed its lowly associates on the board game and

,, although its three stations, Kings Cross, St. Pancras and
Euston still largely contribute to the general sleaziness
of the thoroughfare, its property value has lately soared,
an elevation shared with its newly-built property.

The last few years have seen the erection of a new
library, the George Bernard Shawtheatre, (a wimpish
.tribute to wimp), a large gold-reflected superstructure,
Euston Tower and Euston Station. These have, all,
transformed the value of the road, if not its basic charac
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he tree.
racked

Sorndtimes,itis possitlle for ne leaf to envy t
Sometimes, much blood is spilt and bones are c

. Sometimes, such things areinevitable.

DON~ TFLL ME M Y JOBi Docherty thundered
' Docherty cast a frightened glance at Lee and walked

The boy.winced. "No, sir," he said. "I didn't mean... " towards the Qoal. Lee began to purr ominously.
"DON'T TELL ME lNHAT YOU MEANT!" "Take a corner, Morgan," said Docherty hurriedly.

Bruce, I want you to head this into goal. Docherty
"Look out of the window, Hobbs." Docherty pointed ;s« PP ed into Qoal and indicated a defender to challenge

out at the pitch and empty stadium. The boy looked Lee for the ball.

Docherty sighed, exasperated. "That's the difference twisted his bodY, and hit the football with his head. For
a moment it was invisible, until a violent rending sound

the window and see the glory of Manchester United. You ai«ed Docherty that the goal-net at the opposite end of

look out and see... a fine fuckin'day!" the pitch had been broken.
Docherty paused to throw an empty whisky bottle out "He'sdangerous," said Morgan.

"l.ee," replied the intercom.
"Lee7" said Docherty. "Gypsy7"

errr — Oriental."

The gleam in Docherty's eye intensified. He strolled
over to Lee and draped an arm across his shoulders.

"Very good, Bruce." said Docherty. "Now do some
The oriental youth sauntering into the main entrance thing rea//y clever — anything you like; here at United we

froze for an instance. His right hand snaked, quicker than encourage individual expression — with the next corner.
the eye could follow, above his head. He caught the Only aim it at the goal I'm standing in."
whisky bottle, released a nasal scream, jumped perhaps Lee nodded happily.
thirteen feet into the air, and hurled the bottle with un Morgan's second corner came across hard and straight

canny accuracy back through the window from whence it at waist-height. Lee uttered a bloodcurdling scream, cart
wheeled into its path, flicked the ball up and over the
defender's head as he passed, hurled himself into the air,
met the ball somewhere about the penalty spot, volleyed

The bottle hit Docherty on the forehead and fell to it gently against the post, somersaulted twice, caught the
the ground. Docherty staggered backwards, clutched his ball i n mid-air as it returned from the post and touched it
head, and moaning softly, fell over. Hobbs dived under past Docherty into goal. The momentum of Lee's dive
the sofa. carried him past Docherty and into the cross-bar, which

Several minutes passed. snapped loudly.
The intercom buzzed. "Mr Docherty," it said. "There's "I'm not playing with him," said Morgan. "He's lethal."

a ot e Pplicant t se you."
.

---;I.";;, The gaze on the manager's face was almost worshipful.
Docherty got to his feet cautiously. "Och," he said.

"Send the bastard uP. W at's his name?" with him. Could you break a leg, Brum7"

"It's difficult to say, Mr Doche ty. He looks more  that's what I thought." He giggled and slapped his thigh.

Docherty snorted and turned off the intercom. By
the time he had settled again at his desk, ruefully rubbing "y'see, Bruce," said Matt Busby, "fuitba' clubs are
hls he~, there were three sharP taPS at the door. Ilke schools. There are guld schools and bad schools. And

"Come in," said Docherty. the bad schools envy the good schools."
The door oPened quickly and Quietly. A slim figure "Does the dog-shit envy the Kennomeatr" asked Lee

slipped in, dressed all in black and carrying a duffel bag. rhetorically
"Miztah... Doherty'F " asked Lee. Busby coughed, looked unsure, and crossed himself.
"Sit down," said Docherty. "To contiriue, Bruce," he said. "For every guid school
"I think.. . " said Lee, "I stand." — like Manchester United here — there's a rival school. If
"You stand when I bloody say stand," said Docherty. you fol l ow my drift."
"No. .. Niztah Doherty... I stand now." Lee's honest Eastern face creased into a huge and
Hobbs, crawling out from underneath the sofa, cast happy smile

an anxious look at the window and shuddered. "Miztah Busby, sah," he said, "I understand."
Docher ty reached for a full whisky bottle. "You'll do "Iliie in the good schools," said Busby, "see Iife as e

as I bloodY say," he said, and flung the bottle hard at Lee's godsent struggie against lesser, rival schools. Inferior
head. bodies of men whose every breath is a blow to the forces

Lee caught it within an inch of his forehead. He droPP of Gp~ 
ed into a knife-fight stance, and said: "Tell me of... these rioal schools," said Lee.

"rrrerraaaallll l l lGHl" : Busby tutted gently.
Then Lee turned his back on Docherty and threw the "There are many, Bruce, many. It's a horrible tale.

bottle into the air. As it dropped he hurled his body onto They come at us one at a time, and will not be beaten.
a parallel with the ground and bicycle-kicked the bottle Why, only next week we have been challenged to face
up again. Lee landed on his feet, body bent back like a • in open competition — a school which stole our most
limbo dancer, and caught the falling bottle on his fore promising pupil; a school based not three miles from
head. It rested there for a split-second until Lee flicked
it up again, followed it into the air, somersaulted, caught "Iilihat is the name of this schooi, and of your turncoat
it between his two insteps, and landed feet-first on pupil?" asked Lee.
Docherty's desk. "Nanchestar City and, and... Denis Law," said Busby.

"Your whisky.. . sahl" said Lee. A large tear coursed down his cheek.
Docherty took the bottle from between his feet and Bruce Lee frowned sadly and pulled something out

drank deePIY. Alcoholic hallucinations had troubled him from his shirt. It was small, heart-shaped, and shiny.
before. He carefully reached out to pluck at Lee's trouser "What is it?" asked Matt Busby.
leg an I confirm his existence. The trouser leg disappeared "My rong-dead mother's rocket," said Lee.
before he could touch it, and Lee was standing grinning "Yes?" said Busby."It's very nice."
before his desk. ."Before she died," continued Lee, "she made me swear

"Velly fast... Niztah Doherty?" that I would never take a human rife while I wore her
Docherty looked at Lee. Into Docherty's eyes crePt the rocket He sighed regietfully

kind of gleam that must have lit the face of Drake on a "Oh," said Busby. "I shouldn't think it'll come to
point at Darien, a beacon of Great Discovery. Docherty
picked up a football and walked towards the door.

"Would you," he said to Lee, "like to come outside?"

The team was eating bananas when Docherty arrived

"Is this or is this not," aske'd one of them, "a son of
Nippon?"

Morgan's corner was high and curving away from goal.
The defender backed into its path.'Lee leapt into the air,

•

 4 *

assent.

Lee shrugged dismissively.
"That's what I thought," said Docherty. "Ho, yes,

"We're going to get murdered" said Morgan tuck
ing in a shin-pad. The dressing-room echoed cheerful

"Hammered," continued Morgan. "Slammed. Ripped
apart at the seams. Sometimes I wonder why I bother."

"So do I," said a large defender, and laughed coarsely.

et.

neck.

After fifteen minutes, the St John's Ambul
ance Brigade packed up their stretchers and left
the ground, shaking their heads sorrowfully.

After twenty minutes the groundsman handed
in his notice. .

After half-an-hour the pile of bodies which
had started on the centre-spot was fifty feet
high, covered most of the pitch, and (apart froin
the odd twitching limb) was completely still.

Docherty and Busby walked cautiously across
to the pile of bodies. In the middle of them, sp
lashed with blood, stood a sweaty but smiling
Bruce Lee. In his hand was his mother's locket.

Docherty put his arm across Lee's shoulders.
"The sun sets at eye-level," said Lee.
Busby merely sighed.

Lee stopped strapping on a boot and fingered his lock- .

"A stone thrown into a pool will sink, a stone kept in
the pocket will not," said Lee. "The'weight of earlier de
feat should not depress, but catapult."

"Are you men," he asked, "or mice?"
Shaking with laughter, the Manchester United team

trotted out of the dressing-room and onto the Old Traff
ord pitch to face Manchester City.

The press later described Lee's first-half performance
as 'exemplary'. With great solemnity, Lee attempted to
beat two defenders at once, and looked only slightly
aggrieved while picking himself from the mud. One
attempt at hopping half the lerigth of the pitch while
balancing the ball on his right toe was summarily dismiss
ed by a three-way sandwich of defenders.

"Keep it in the air!" yelled Docherty from the touch
line.

When Lee next got the ball he flicked it from his head
into the air and followed it, hopping like a kangaroo, to
wards goal. On the outside of the penalty area a defender
stood heavily on his feet.

Morgan passed Lee in rnid-field.
"Kill the bastards, Bruce!" said Morgan to Lee.
Lee fingered his locket, and gave the heavens a devout,

pleading gaze.
Five minutes later a City defender interrupted a triple

somersault (which Lee performed while clutching the ball
with his stomach muscles tight to his midriff) by wrapping
his arms firmly around Lee's waist and biting him on the

The referee blew his whistle and pointed to the
penaltymoc ~

Bruce stepped away smiling, and fingered again at his
locket.

His smile faded.
The City defender was awkwardly extricating the

broken locket from his teeth.
In the next few moments, quite a lot happened.
Just as Morgan was about to take the penalty-kick, Lee

opened his mouth very wide and screeched:
"MY ROCKET HAS BEEN LOBBEDI!"
Morgan, understandably unbalanced, kicked the pen

alty wide.
The Manchester United crowd, pained by the sorrow

of failure, let rip with a deafening, bestial bellow, and
began to swarm onto the pitch.

Lee, whose eyes had never Ieft the offending City
player, stamped his right boot three times on the ground,
and said:

"NNNNNNYYYYYl l l l l l l l l l l l l l ! ! I! HUASHA — GIK!"
Then Lee hurled himself through the air, right boot

outstretched, and smashed the City defender,'s cranium
into several small pieces.

The referee blew his whistle again.
From the other end of the ground came a low, aggriev

ed rumble from the City supporters. In increasing
numbers, they began to climb over the barriers and onto
the pitch.

On the centre-spot the two armies me't. On the centre
spot stood Bruce Lee, identifiable only by flashing limbs,
'the occasional aerial leap, and an ever-growing pile of
coipses which surrounded his area of action.

After ten minutes the police accepted their ineffectual
ity and occupied the vacant terraces, waving helmets and
sometimes cheering.

with Lee.



1

3

lj

.'j

l»l~+~! -'~V+'~»

',z

-'s%:4
~

' x ~- .

~P
+'&FWy$

t

4 «~V I gj

*

~%~4

W']
~

I



i

(l(j:j .' «nn
«

d
a»

h h

V

hr
( I

h

t

S r
n

sector..Some of the businesses in the area, for something
more than purely mercenary ends', gave the Association „, s~4jjY-'.:l-,
small donations and tha ownerof e loeal send-hand ',@e(+ !jj4"", .

(

"' ki - ' :: furniture store gave his reasons for.staying and wanting " '';:.;,-"'~K „,"' '
"' lr to stay in a small article in the 7olmer s News. %.'~'.':<«';jrh;;r

By that time, though, the Tolmer's Village Associa
tion, membership 200, seemed to be running out of g
steam. Attendances at their weekly meetings had gradual
ly dwindled and their agenda began to take on a creeping- ~~ '-:, -.-:.~j'~;d'
ly personal grievance tenor. Some of the less radical
members, particularly rent and ratepayers, feared an'Fg >p';„".iJ;"": .
invasion by what they referred to as 'anarchist squatters'
who would rape the area as mercilessly as Mr. Levy. This

ILa had happened in nearby Charrington Street and Kentish ~a 4 ' *.,-"'".a„',~-<,
'

' Town, with the result of alienating the residents from "~-':gg@,.jh"lvs»™sd'"~i

again by building a bonfire and throwing a party to d"t ~ ~ „",": .",
, .

" -,d4'l<'+jg<
celebrate the' Guy Fawkes festivities. At the same time;%~4'„>9j '»" . f 4II
they ~pened a shop at 'I02 Drummond Street, a former .'.;""'~'.'..";!;," .".„~,,
dairy, which they made their official headquarters and, 'j~b'-".".,,":+>p +~';".:',<,

,

a little after, adorned a rather grand old lamppost at the ~n '  .','",.";,ff,' j

entrance to Tolmer's Square with brilliant cw-nival >„.~, ~ . :y.,t; ', j4!:,i r

any future Tenant"s Association.
In November the TVA attracted local attentiori once

WinteWime Bluei ~,';.5, 'j,: IThroughout the winter„when everywhere the prospects
of anarchy versus totalitarianism were being weighed
and discussed; the TVA went suddenly silent. Disappear
ed underground.

Two days every normal working week, the normal 8'"iYP"-c!~jI" !
life of the area vanished, people entered and left dimmeds
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"'ij'~<it~",X>ii,'.,:;dl,'>%j '" .station, where even the fresh mountain air of WaIes,

."'h",@:;.'-,~g'jd"
. ' . , : : : . " ' 

' - freely explained on the display stands, were less'a haven '
-0@'..'":,';-"f j<;":;g'.,~,js»::j ',. for escapism than they were a remjnder of the coal jeW „ ' 4:«:4.

g+I',,:",,.„':+~~ ;,,",t",';-d, ' '"" Spring declared peace. With the first suggestion of~d"~I~~<j."' ~i~I'

ing the Nirror's fears, and everybody got back to the'fg,.';':,-":-",';',;;.,'d'

and Walker became no more than yesterday's smoke +'"mlK ++Wf;f,."Ig'eh,,","i

sun, the whole world stopped going bloody mad, altay .t,'',~';<',:.".. d' :r~»j"„':4'
wholly stimulating business of being alive. The TVA ' ""

.f organis'ed a jumbie sale and gained more frierids; Levy

arid 102 Dru'mmond Street, taking its cue, no doubt,
from Euston. Station, held an exhibition of its own.
And not a Volvo in sight. "*

The exhibition was an or'ganisational success; Huge
photographs, detailing every feature of the Village, en
circled the walls, rnany of the residents" portraits also
adorned the exhibition, made up into so many leaves .,:,',~;, ' '
of a huge family tree. Concise, well-designed plans
suggesting various transformations, each with easy to '"'>p-":,pgr

h,

in green and red, were painted on to the:window of the g: - >l<„,<~$."j,:"
shop. And everyone dashed about pasting.up flyposters
and distributing leaflets. Its most remarkable and aston

.

understand captions, were presented to everyone for
'-i e h"., ; • " " ' '

, ,
-; the first time. A clover and a rose, beautifully painted
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~iShing feat WaS tO Change the Very reputatiOn Of the
)j TVA from that of apathetic dryness to bright together ';",'<t 'd

: „ ' . :;~j~~,;~~l

Ot er changes, though, were less than welcome. It
had long been felt that it would be a blow for the qood,

rii
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