It has a frightened look in ItS eyes

General Sir Walter Walker — former NATO Commander in
Chief in Northern Europe — cannot be dismissed as an iso-
lated crank. He is endeavouring to carry the infamous
Kitson theories into practice. He is not going to allow,
he says, ‘‘these political bully boys, trade union com-
munists and wretched young anarchists to bring Britain
‘to her knees”.

The wretched young anarchists have some remarks to
make about the miserable old generals, who from their
armchairs in pleasant clubs, with a whiskey-and-soda by
their side, and farm hideouts which they have got by the
sacrifice of the worker and the humiliation of the soldier,
set out to fight the people now that their army is no
longer capable of meeting a foreign enemy.

Walker has many friends in high places in the Forces.

It is their support he hopes to get for his new private
army. They intend to recruit “trustworthy, loyal,
level-headed men” says this disciple of Bulldog Drummond
““ready to respond to the call when anarchy, subversion

or political militancy strike”. It is striking now, you
gutless old sod — why are you waiting for your ku
kluxers? Don’t you dare attack the people until you

have the backing of the Army and the blind eye of the
police? |

He plans to recruit 500 to step in such as in “that
ghastly business at Grosvenor Square” — i.e. he intends
to break up political demonstrations. He has the backing
of rifle clubs and plane clubs. One such plane club “is
run on airforce lines and could supply several aircraft . ..
we also have an associated parachute club.”

States General Walker: ““This could be very useful for
liaison and trouble-shooting, particularly with industrial
troubles all over the country.”

He is selecting local controllers and vetting members of

How outrageous!
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his elite corps. “We shall be called Fascists,” he said. He
us not frightened about that. What he aims to do is to go
out and break up political demonstrations but above all
workers’ struggles for higher wages, “‘in defence of the
middle classes™.

The way to deal with such an organisation is not to allow
it to choose the battlefield. In the thirties, the Communists
chose to confront Sir Oswald Mosley in the East End, and

in other working class districts. Life-was made hell for the

inhabitants. Every night Sir Oswald retired to his country
house or his London flat. When it was all over, he took a
chateau in Paris. It was good recruiting for the Commies
but not so hot for the workers on the spot. Sir Walter
Walker lives at delectable East Lambrook Farm, East
Lambrook, near Yeovil, Somerset which is nicely tucked
away but not so much that one could not take a few
charabancs down from Bristol . . . .. his three aides are
stockbroker Major Alexander Greenwood; Liet. Col.
Robert Butler, a retired businessman clinging to his mili-
tary title; and an unknown, but we are assured military-
grounded Peter Burnand — all of whose addresses we shall
publish in the event of their sending goon squads to attack
the workers.

We all know there are certain sections of the workers they
will never dare go near . . . imagine sending these fancy-pants
officers and their batmen down to the docks. This is why
they fancy Enoch Powell for leader, he is the one Tory
who can, by his demagogy, get a hearing for the right wing.
But they had better know what they are taking on. The
wretched Anarchists, unlike the neo-Marxists, are not sold
on the idea of tonfrontation in the streets’. We will take
tehm on at East Lambrook Farm any time without even
waiting for a counter-revolution.

2) place another french-letter over the top, so as to close it

upside down and add 100cc piss.

5) Tie the top of this second condom.

Field tested against Japanese Emperor Hirohito, ofticial
visit to Copenhagen, 1971, by Japanese left wing (non-

Actually it didn’t hit the Emperor only his car but the results
were said to be satisfactory from the point of view of those
lost to all moral shame — shit-stitrers in the wildest sense.
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