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an occasional broadsheet of the federation of sussex anarchists (saf)
NUMBER THREE AT LEAST SIXPENCE

" tell me,daddy, \
twhat did pou bo in}
the third tworld.
toar?




The curtent cries by politicians for more 'Law and Order' will, of course, be
Supported by all those who are sbove the law, Or rather, . ocutside Justice, fThese
are the .psople who are ‘protected by the laws to ensble them to carry on legalized
murder, asssult, conspiracy, and fraud., Ay T

If 8 child dies in 8 cold damp rat-infested room, thet is not murder. Phat is
'death from natural causes?. i1t is natural that people should have t&-Yive snd-
die in suech conditicens;: that's the way it is, that's the WAy 1% alwaye hass been.
A landlord's pockets must be kept full. A local authority mstn*t go teo much,

A local papsrmmatn®t anger its advertisers. An M.P. nmatn't anger the party boss,
mustn't rock the boat, ' iy e T R

But should that family decide that they want to live somewhere better, and
Occupy an empty house, them all hell breaks loose. ‘the infernal cheek of the
lower order,upsetting normal peaple. The owners of the property have to go to the
éxpence of hiring baillifs. The local authorities produce plans for re-housing,
slum dwellers, but rinds that there are things which eventually make it A
impossible to carry the plans out. The locail press gives massive publicity to
the property-owner's case., The local ¥.P. comes up with the worst name he can
think of - *Anarchistsg!' | L |

In the past week in Brighton & man was sentenced to three months imprisonment
for saying to & policeman ‘*you're thick!., This is the Law end Order we are supposed
to respect. Only anzﬁnaré?ist could question the appropriatness of such a penalty.

How many Anarchiste will 1t take to stop justice being a mockery?

T s it ‘trm:a’,”c:ounci!!or, that you ave vrging prighton's qm'cless to

mvest in motor caravans 7" e _ o
'i’geerstga'fhtym'they may have nowhere 4o live, byt we've

making damn svre that they've somewhere +o navk!”




Anar chy’'s got life and soul

'Labour's let you down,' say the Tory adverts. 'They've broken their
promises', they say ~ as if Conservatives never broke a promise. But we're
sure that there is one set of promises that Labour made that the Tories won't

- want to hold them to. For in this government's shifting policies - now left,
new right - there was once something approximating to the beginnings of Anarchy.

He went on to advance six points,

1« Publie information about government activities. 'The searchlight of
publicity shone on the decision-meking processes of government would be the
best thing that could possibly happen.' |

» Government information about the community, exploiting computers. 'Thisg
information coulq and , should compel governments to take account of every -
8ingle individual in the development of its policy.,! -
3. DParticipation by the elctorate in the decision-making process. 'Electronic
Treferenda will be feesible within a generation.' It would appear that a
generation 18 a somewhat incorrect estimate - it is possible to set up such
& system using present-day technology. :
4. An outlet for minority opinions in méss communinications. 'What broadcasting

5. Cultivation or representative organizations of all kinds. 'The more @,
representative and professional pressure groups could be, the more govermment
could work with them and power be redistributed,

6. Devolution of responsibility to regions and localities. 'It means

Fleebite announces = competition. If any Fleabite reader can find any
- evidence of the way in which the government is implementing any of the above
preoposals, they will win s prize.. The best entry will entitle the winner to
tea on the House of Commons terrace with an N.P. of his choice; the writer of
. the next best will be able to lick an M.P's boot; and the runners-up will be
- locked in the visitor's gallery for a deay.

Rats

e The empty window-frame in 'the derilect wall yawned blue-red full of early
 evening sun, C(Clouds of dust shone between the upwvard-stretching remmnants of
chimneys, The degert of rubble was asleep. His .eyes were closed. A1l of a
sudden it would grow much darker. He noticed that someone had come and was

- standing before him now, dark, soft. Now they have got me! he thought. But

' t"when he blinked quickly he saw only a pair of legs wearing wretched trousers,
- They stood before him, crooked;¢so that he could see between them and beyond.
He risked a little peep higher up the trouser-legs and observed an even older

man, holding a knife, and with a basket in his hand. And there was earth on
his fingertips. ‘

1l suppose you're sleeping.here, eh? asked the man, and looked down on the
tangle of hair, Jurgen blinked through the man's legs into the sun and said:
No, I'm not sleeping. 1 have to keep watch here. The man nodded: So, that I
Suppose is why you have that big stick?

Yes, answered Jurgen wearily, and held on tightly to the stick.




Well then, what are you keeping watch over? T o | ~
I can't tell you that. His hands tightened their grip on the atick,
I suppose it's money, then? The men put his basket down and wiped

the knife backwards and forwards on his trouser bottom,

No, certainly not money, said Jurgen scornfully, Something quite
different from that. -

ell, what then? |

I can't say that., Just something different.

Well don't then. Of .course now I won't tell you what I have here in
my basket. The man tapped the basket with his foot, and snapped his knife
shut, - -

Pah, I can guess what's in the basket, declared Jurgen with disdain,
"rabdbit food.

, Good heavens, quite right! the man was astonished. You're g clever lad.
How o0ld are you?

Nineo :

Well, think of that, nine, Then you must also know what three nines are,
mustn't you?

Obvious, said Jurgen, and to win more time went on: That really is too
easy. And he looked through the man's legs. Three nines, eh? he asked again,
Twenty-seven., I knew that already, |

Correct, said the man, and that is how many rabbits T have.

Jurgen gawped: Twenty-seven?

You can come and see them. Many of them are sti1ll rather young. Do you
want to? -

I really can't., I must keep watch, saigd Jurgen, uncertainly,

For ever? asked the man, at night as well? | : i

At night as well. TFor ever, Always. Jurgen looked up at the bandy legs.,
Since last Saturday, he whispered, - | | :

But don't you go home at all, then? After all, you've got to eat.:

Jurgen lifted up a piece of rubble. There was half & loaf. And a tin box,

You smoke? asked the man.

Jurgen gripped tightly at his stick and answered timidly: I roll them.

I don't like pipes.

Pity, the man stooped for his basket, there would have been no harm in
your having a quiet look at the rabbits. Especially the 1little ones. Perhaps
you could have picked one for yourself. But then, you really can't leave here...

No, said Jurgen sadly, no, no. -

The man lifted up his basket and stood up, Well then, since you must stay

here...it's a pity. And he turned to g0, |
| If you don't tell anyone else, said Jurgen very quickly, it's because of

the rats, ' ,

The bandy legs came back one step: Because of the rats?

Yes, don't they eat dead bodies? Dead people? That's what they live on.

Who says so? : =

Our teacher. .

And you are keeping watch over the rats? asked the man.

No, not over them! And then he said very softly: Ny brother, he's under
there, you know. There, Jurgen pointed with his stick at the tumble-down wall.
Our house got a bomb. All of a sudden the light in the cellar went out. And
he as well. We called end called. He wes much smaller than me, Only four.

He must still be here., He is much smaller than me, after all,

No, whispered Jurgen, all at once looking very tired, he never said that,.
Well, said the man, he isn't much of a teacher if he doesn't even know that.

At night the rats go to sleep, You can go home without fear. They always sleep
at night. As soon as it’'s dark.























































