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The oodcock - Sansom School of Fals|f|cat|o
(Under review: the new revised edition of Geo. Woodcockôs no mnnection with this George
óAnarchismô, published by Penguin books; the Centenary Edition Woodcock! Wrote all essay 111 3 trade
of óFreedomô, published by Freedom Press.) óýgiggmýiñ,:ÄÁ:i;mfitó3ôÄarôÄó,iaôm,óÄfñ;L3;S,

fulsome praise of his ócustomary
brilliance (he had only written one

HEALTH WARNING; Responses to preparing for a three volume history Ái3iiei' Pieee) and ôiiiei5iVe insightô " it
Freedom Press clique have been
described by our friends as óterminally
boringô but can we let everything
pass? We suggest using this as a
supplement to either óAnarchismô or
óFreedom Centennialô, especially when
you feel tired of living.

INTRODUCTION
Gradually a new sector of the bour-
geoisie are trying to take over the
working class movement. Those who
establish their class superiority by
profit making have long since taken
over in the main parties, but an
even greater sector has long been
muscling in on the scene ð those
whose class power is based on State
control, grants, subsidies, the lower
echelons of public service, especially
those based on university graduation.
These are seen in what is called the
óloony leftô of the Labour Party
(óloonyô because they need to establish
a cause, one based upon the workers,
or upon differing minorities, and the
solutions are impracticable under
capitalism). The Anarchists are not
exempted. The failed mandarins or
lower echelons of the bourgeoisie
have established a rival anarchism, or
a duality of them, (capitalist-
óanarchistô or communist-óanarchistô).

NO FEUD ð- NO MIDDLE
GROUND

Those who think we have a
ófeudô with Freedom Press and its
general tendency, or its ópersonalitiesô
-ð any more than with the Libertarian
Alliance ð- are wrong. With the
exception of the disgraceful Philip
Sansom, who has clung like a limpet
to the benefits attached and whose
lies and humbuggery are here
exposed, many of them are quite
nice people. We have nothing in
common with them politically. If
they could think of another descript-
ion to call themselves we might quite
like them. If only they could forget
our names (as Woodcock does in his
Penguin) we would gladly ignore
them. So far as political impact is
concerned they donôt matter a
damn. Presumably they put no
more people off than do the media
journalists with their shock horror
stories (sometimes, as in the case of
Woodcock, they coincide).

The knowledge that their pretend-
ed history and glories of the past
are false makes them cynical. But it
is manifest from the Centennial
edition produced by Freedom Press
that they do not understand how
widely they differ from Anarchists,
how remote they are from struggle
or how absurd are the pretensions
they make, in their claims to actually
be anarchist history while eschewing
eliarchism.

WRITING UP THE PAST
There are now more people interest

ed in anarchist history than in
anarchism: history is always establish-
ed by the dominant class, or its
hangers-on. But these people are only
concerned to establish what they did
in the past ð which was always as
trivial as it is now - to glorify their
hanging on. A worthy German profess-
or, whom God preserve, is even now
walking around notebook in hand

(óI find the influence of Stirner on
British anarchism very interesting. . .ô)
The Amsterdam Institute for Social
History, funded by the Dutch govem-
ment, now utilises the CNT archives
to establish itself (to quote Rudolf de
Jong) as ópaterfamiliasô between the
CNT of Spain and the phoney CNT;
the Herr Doktor proposes to do the
same for them in this country, only
trying to write the Anarchists out of
his officially prepared history of
Anarchism in Woodcock style. (Pardon
us for laughing: Dr Heiner Becker
has written to us thinking our object-
ion to his manipulation of Spanish
archives is to a German intellectual
doing it. But Woodcock is more
alien to us).

Freedom Press tendency has no
existence other than the production
of its journals. It sells less than
a thousand copies ð nearer ýve
hundred.

It wants to create no movement,
but to remain isolated in its
splendour. It is useful for the middle
class failure who likes to pose as an

was a Pavlovian response from his
namesakeôs coterie. It explains what
this George Woodcock set out
steadily to build up.

He came on the anarchist scene
during the war, profiteering on the
boom in anarchism to get into the
good graces of Marie-Louise Bemeri
(ówho was always overly impressed by
intellectual pretensions) who enabled
him to utilise a printing press and
publishing facilities bought for
anarchist propaganda, to produce his
literary magazine and help him build
up a sycophantic clique (hence the
Pavlovian response).

This led to a split within what
was then still an anarchist grouping
which controlled Freedom, in the
course of which Vernon Richards subs-
equently went off with the lot.

Both Woodcock and Sansom
(Penguin and Centennial respectively)
blame óextreme syndicalistsô (whatever
they are) and óarrogantô Spaniards
(Sansom). Nothing to do with
Woodcock! Not a peep about double
agent Sonia Clements! According to

Two quotes from Arthur Moyse, interviewed by George Melly in the Sunday Observer
Magazine, 18th December I 9 77.

And his association with the
Anarchists? That came after the
war -- down the Park, at the book-
shop in Red Lion Square, through
letters exchanged with Philip San-
som. Asked to contribute, he
began to write art criticism for
óFreedomô and Augustus John, who
ýnanced the paper, said heôd only
go on doing so if Arthur continued,
so he did. The Anarchists are all
middle-class though. Thatôs why
they donôt vote. They can afford
their purity.

Heôd always voted Labour.
Politicians arenôt evil, just mental
cases like the rest of us. If three
Anarchists get together they will
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anarchist intellectual. But what they
mean by anarchism is: vastly different
from what Anarchist means, as may
be seen here. Its uneasy semi-alliance
with Class War is explicable by the
fact that posing as leaders but having
no movement beneath them, they
like to pretend there is one, but so
working class it is far beneath them,
and they are but the intellectual
leadership - some sections of Class
War, on the other hand, like to have
a óleadershipô which they reject but
has to be invented to show they
broke from it! It is summarised by
asking Donald Rooum to speak and
then throwing beer cans at him. Or
by someone from Class War knowing
so little of Richards as to describe
him as a ówealthy socialiteô, but
attacking his óleadershipô. ó

SNIPE & WOODCOCK
Let us begin by examining the

Woodcock story of óanarchismô.
Some years ago the late George

Woodcock, a trade union leader with

produce two newspapers. Yet he
found Anarchism very essential. It
was a philosophy for the defence of
individual freedom ð- like Christi-
anity.

ARTHUR MOYSE continued

Wes he always Loft-wing? óNo,
no! Conservative. Most working-
class children are Conservative. It's
their mothers. Working-class
women are very Conservative.ô

Sansom the Spaniards blighted his life
by persuading people what a load of
wimps moved in on Freedom.

After the war the anarchist move-
ment went into the doldrums, chieþy
because the middle class pacifists had
moved in and the working class felt
pushed out. Not so, says Woodcock,
in his Penguin book, the disaster it
suffered was that George Woodcock
had moved to Canada! Having gone to
Canada, he wrote his first Penguin on
óAnarchismô consisting largely of pain-
staking biographies of arbitrarily
selected men, all patronised to some
extent or another (Godwin wrote
ópainstaking biographiesô, Bakunin was
a fool, Kropotkin an optimist and so
on; significantly Woodcock canôt
even manage to spell correctly the
name of the most talked of anarchist
in the anarchist movement proper,
Dumlti ð- one academic after another,
copying from each other, has followed
the same mistake of calling him
óDuruttiô, an impossible spelling to
anyone óaggressiveô enough to speak

Spanish).
The book wrote the Anarchists off

altogether. The movement was dead.
He was its óobituaristô. Now he has
issued a revised version of the book
brought up óto dateô. He wasnôt
wrong, he says, it did die ð but his
book brought it back to life again!
It adds a historyô of the British
movement for his self-glorification,
actually referring to the British
delegate to the Carrara conference
denouncing those who pretended to
be anarchists but were so in name
only -ð he omits to mention this was
a reference to himself! In his óhistoryô
he adds such pieces as the present
constituent óparts of the Intemational
Workers Association (he doesnôt know
it changed its name from óWorkingmensô
for obvious reasons ð but then the
womenôs movement has passed him
by) ð omitting only the British
section. To include it would be to
demolish the myth that he makes of
Freedom Press being the only anarch-
ist movement, instead of something
representative of another class, another
philosophy.

SPLINTERDICK & HORROR
Woodcock glories in the name of

Intellectual conceiving it as a sort of
trade union mark of mostly unsuccess-
ful writers and artists (not so far
from the other George, perhaps!)
(he doesnôt mention Ethel Mannin, for
instance, whom Nicholas Walter
supposes to have done far more than
she did). His contacts were with a
group which he says was a lot less
than fifty (ýfteen perhaps). He
refers to his astonishment at seeing
the growth of the anarchist movement
once it had recovered from the blow
of his departure, but does not see he
is looking at something different from
Freedom Press in which it has no
interest: squatting, feminism, the
association with Spanish and European
resistance groups which inþuenced
and cross-fertilised British anarchism
have passed him by, he vaguely g
read of the Angry Brigade in the press.

After the war he went to óa
different life in Canadaô ð as he
describes his taking up a professorship
and writing anti-anarchist articles for
the bourgeois media. His only contrib-
ution to the anarchist press were
articles denouncing anarchism and laud-
ing pacifism. He claimed numerous
atrocities had been committed by the
Spanish anarchists, including the murder
of people just because of their family
connections, or in some cases their
sexual orientations ð including all the
homosexuals. This far-fetched. story is
demolished by the absence of the
actual name of even one victim.
Admiral Franco, for instance, was
visited in Madrid by the anarchist
militia following a denunciation. ówhat
have I to do with my idiot sonó?ôhe
asked angrily ð and stayed unmolested
until General Franco entered in
triumph, when he left the city. As to
the sex murders, they were alleged by
Woodcock to have óbeen establishedô
(he was told of them by another
Intellectual so it must be true) and
óRed Lion Streetô ð- which is another
way of saying Vernon Richards and
perhaps dear old Lilian Wolfe who
ran it ð- were accomplices to covering
them up. He hinted, in another pot-
boiler, at the mysterious death (!) of
someone connected with the IRA who
had presumed to meddle with Richards
(But perhaps Penguinôs legal adviser
prevented him from repeating this in
the Penguin). Even worse, however,
Freedom Press failed to recognise the

(bntinued on page 2
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Continued from page 1
genius of George Orwell ð but this
accusation was too much for Richards
and this time he weighed in and
exposed it! I

óLITERARY GENTSô

What are we to make of this politically.
We tum to Colin Ward in the
Centennial. He pleads thathe ð and
no doubt Woodcock ð receives very
little for writing books. having spent
most of his life doing jobs which he
óactually believedô (no believer in the
class struggle, lie). He ýnds there is
something órather shortsighted about
our automatic anarchist sneer at the
anarchist authors who write for the
non-anarchist press as óacademicsô,
óintellectualsô or óliterary gentsô itôs
one explanation of why there are so
few of them.ô
But according to Woodcockôs
Penguin, they abound. He
regards it as a just tribute that he
should be regarded as an intellectual
(no less) and therefore a leader,
because he is a professional writer of
painstaking biographies. He delights in
mentioning óliterary gentsô (no ladies):
Julian Symons, for instance, a high-
brow thriller writer and book critic,
wrote for Woodcockôs óNowô -ð thus
justifying a place in anarchist history.

This is a ósneerô? Only because
Woodcockery has made a claim for
leadership and dominance. What have
we to do with this idiot stepsonó?

Woodockôs idea of an óanarchistô in
his Penguin is someone like the late
Frederich Lohr who happened to
be a friend of his but was a German
Nationalist who thought Hitler had
treated the Catholics badly and put
all the problems of the world down
to intemational ýnance and Rothschild
Not so Richards: -his idea is Hugo
Warburg a scion of the rival Warburg
dynasty who happened to hand out a
lot of money to his circle, as contrast-
ed with people like the NGA trade
union who tried to get the right pay-
ment for the job and a proper work-
ing agreement even with Freedom
Press, they are commercially motivated.

Richardôs bias comes out when he
treats with the three directors of the
(unionised) firm of Narod Press: one
brother was óseriousô (he was the one
commercially motivated) but he hints
that he might reveal dark secrets about
about the other two were it not for
the rules of libel (actually, one was a
gambler and the other semi-shunned
by his family for the ócrimeô of
marrying a Gentile and continuing a
working class life style).

This underl ing background of a
non-money-making middle class is
seen in many quotations from the
Centennial document -ð- in which
they tried to appear at their best
and least cynical.

They may scoff that we are re-
proaching with them óthe dreaded
liberalism and that the accusation of
óquietismô (do-nothingism as distinct
from paciýsm) is invented by wicked
Spaniards or people who dislike them.
But it is the liberal capitalist approach
it is the approach of the State-aided
middle class which hasnôt made it to
the top, it is not by any stretch of
the imagination anarchism.

A CENTURYó?
Woodcock ð- having blamed the_

divisions that arose in 1944 on the
óextreme syndicalistsô -ð then refers
to the new group taking óthe name
of Kropotkinôs old paperô. This is
true: but within eighteen months of
taking the name, they assumed it was
the same aper that had been going
since 188d: and the Centennial pro-
duction is the latest manifestation of
this. Kropotkinôs old paper, the paper
of,George Cores and John Tumer,
was taken over by Keell in one coup
dôetat (Keell justiýed this by pro-
claiming Kropotkinôs alleged pro-war
stand, which effectively destroyed
Kropotkin). It was óbraveô him stand-
ing up to a ósecular saintô like Krop-
otkin they say -- we wonder if they
will think us equally brave for stand-
ing up to the óintellectualsô of the
brand of Woodcock.

This reasoning does not extend to
óAnarchyô, which on its ó25thô anniv-
ersary was kicked out by Freedom
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Press and denied postbox facilities.
In case they deny it is the same
paper. But it is the same, as much
or as little the same paper as
Freedom puports to be. It changed
editors and policy. Freedom has had
many editors only one publisher
since Richards. But it was a distinct
break from the past.

The Centennial issue, like óFreedomô
is devoting to building up for purely
historical purposes ð with the good
professor tagging behind with his note-
book for a óhistoricalô follow-up based
on it ð to celebrate the óintellectualsô
failed mandarins dominance.

It also establishes Richardôs claim
to leadership.

How can we go through all the
many bits of Freedom Press self-
lorification with the sneerin at

Peal anarchistsó? Self effacing gRichards GIRO ACCOUNT N0. ANARCHIST
ð who steals the whole of past
history of the the anarchist move-
ment, who was given a backlo of
publications by Thomas Keell iso the
stalwart of the old Freedom Group
and especially Cores is written down
and derided) ð- now bemoans that
he has lost a few of the old issues
and has the audacity to accuse us of
stealing them, in a sneaking innuendo.
No, Mr. Richards, we donôt have
your old junk. But have you forgotten
that for fifteen years you let it all rot
in an attic, going mildew, and any
antiquarian bookseller or researcher
could help themselves (but no
militants), and you only discovered its
value when you needed to óprove
descentô being offered a pension by
someone mistaken as to your part in
the movement? Or that you let
whole editions of pamphlets, ready
for the press but wantinþ a few mes
of pied typesetting, rot away 1'01ó the
sake of the cost of a few bottles of
cheap wine? How true that when
people accuse others they expose
themselves.

Do we make such attacks, as the
worthy professor from Fulda University
has said in a letter to usó? It is only when
the crux of the attack upon anarchism
comes that we have to protest -ð else
the tame historian behind Nicholas
Walter will be taking it seriously with all
the other junk. The most offensive and
outrageous libel comes, needless to say,
from Philip Sansom. Usually such attacks
are made on Albert Meltzer, but instead
in this Centennial. perhaps tol.1is-esdisappoint-
ment, we are spared them. Woodcock.
of course does not mention him at all.
Here his name is dotted-through the
issue (he ýd this or that ówith him...)
to suggest that we are óall one movementô;
his name even appears, without consent,
in the promotional material together
with part of an article written long ago.

He is not accused of (metaphorically)
pissing on the floor or wanting to become
the Minister of Justice, (whatever that
is), as the highly óintellectualô Freedom
has put it ð in reply to justiýed political
criticism. His only crime one can adduce
from the Centennial is that, like most
Anarchists, at one time he thought one
could live alongside them. With the
Featherstone Letter that Freedom put
itself beyond the pale. This was the
notorious appeal for ýinds to help a
police officer who had fallen from his
horse while trying to crush a bunch of
anarchists. It was the final straw (and no
evil Spaniard prompted it!) Nor did
Woodcock care to mention it ð though
he mentions in passing the fortnightly _
Black Flag (óa propaganda sheetô -_ð unlike
the monthly óFreedomôð- comparing it
with óLuddô thinking it contemparane-
ous (Ludd was indeed a propaganda
sheet published some twenty-ýve years
ago during the dockersô strike. Maybe he
picked up the names from a bibliography)

The Glasgow Anarchists are treated
with contempt by Woodcock (he met a
bunch of óGlasgow workmenô one time,
who were too humble to have names,
apparently, in the Centennial, Tony
Gobson refers to óhomy handed work-
ingmenô!). Perhaps we should explain,
for the beneýt, of the soft-handed
psychologist, there was a long tradition
of Anarchism in Glasgow, quite apart
from óFreedomô even in the twenties. In
the thirties óFreedomô was wound up by
the London Anarchists and incorporated
with the Glasgow óFighting Callô. These
papers ceased publication only in order
to let óSpain and the Worldô get off the
ground, thanks to Frank Leech in Glasgow,
and Leah Feldmaii in London.
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Leech, an ex-Navy man tumed news-
agent, built up a strong vigorous move-
ment in Glasgow, weekly attracting
thousands at the meetings. Among the
speakers were two, Eddie Shaw and
Jimmy Raeside who had adopted some
phraseology of Stimer to make a new
approach to anarcho-syndicalism
propaganda. (It is this which Woodcock
and Gibson make so much of, otherwise
they are London-centred and Freedom
Pressers). Frank Leech, though clearly
of our tendency, supported óFreedomô
through thick and thin (as did many of us,
for our sins) until one day a heckler at
his meeting asked what price your
Herbert Read now that, according to the
Daily Record, heôd taken a kmghthood.
Frank told him to wait until Freedom
arrived the following week to answer the
libel. He did not dream it was true, and
Freedom not only confirmed Read ôs
knighthood, it defended it, Woodcock,
Richards and Sansom all ganging up to
say how wonderful it was. Coincidence it
may be, and Frank was certainly over-
weight and out of condition like many who
took up boxing in their youth, but he
died of a heart attack that day.

Of course opposition to Readôs action
was put down to ópersonalitiesô if not
the terrible curse of sectarianism.
Nothing to do with principle! Taking a
knighthood is purely a matter for the
individual, it was aid. How Sansom and
Woodcock wish that Meltzer (another
overweight veteran), would succumb
similarly to blood-pressure from their
efforts under review!

TAKING A TITLE
Perhaps it might be a useful time to

explain this episode. When Richards,
then editing óFreedomô, heard that Read
had taken a knighthood from Sir Winston
Churchill no less, he telephoned him
urgently for an explanation. Read
obliged, sending a letter for publication,
stating what a sacriýce it was for some-
one of his principles, but one he would
gladly make in the cause of art. Surreal-
ism had always been neglected by the
State, and if the government were to
give him a knighthood for his services to
art, that would attract grants to neglected
surrealists. Richards was about to publish
this when he got an urgent call from Read
telling him not to. He had just found out
it wasnôt given for his services to un-
orthodox art but for his services to very
orthodox literature.

So there was really no explanation:
however, someone else ð referred to by
Sansom as óa doctor comradeô -- wrote
the article and theóother óintellectualô
heavies weighed in. It is a lack of intellect
to suppose that it was a clear betrayal
of anarchkt principles, and that the
truth was that someone wanted to be
Lady Readó? To do him justice,ó Read never
denied this. He said in excuse óI am a i
philosopher, not a militantô ð which
explains this whole bunch. They
regard themselves as óphilosophersô,
which sounds grand, but means that
anarchism is for them only a cerebral
weekend playscheme with no bearing on
real life.

MEMORIES OF A COL. SANDERS
LOOKALIKE

Phillip Sansom whose most ócherished
memoriesô include the Malatesta Club,
so-called, which was a very small affair
compared with the club at Haverstock
Hill which was later started (but by

Black Flag grouping) and became the
International Libertarian Centre (also
Centro Iberico) but which does not
appear in either the Centennial or Wook-
cock. But author Colin Maclnnes visited
the Malatesta club and so did MP Tom
Driberg (I wonder why!) ð- the one we
started (and without funding) was used
by anarchist resistance groupings from
many countries. The club he refers to
was used by an African group representing
independence movements (all of which
subsequently rose to power in their own
countries and a few of whom became
extremely rich). It must be granted they
were never short of cash, even in exile.

The difference between the two
anarchisms becomes clearer. In the
centennial issue Sansom deals with the
two óremarkable storiesô of the mid-
sixties. Woodcock knows of none, though
this was the most exciting period of
international anarchist active resurgence.
The one Sansom knows is that of Donald
Rooum, who was framed by a police
sergeant in a celebrated case (when
Donald kept his head, and the evidence).
By the way, Donald mentioned at the
time that he wished to avoid the type of
ódefenceô offered by Freedom, whiicli
treated somewhat patronisingly his case
by óswinging into actionô on his behalf,
to use a phrase of Sansomôs to describe
the ósecondô case.

Go along to Aldgate and see how
thege boring old farts óswing into actionô
the centre of attraction, and recollect
that as they are now, so they always
were. It has long been considered a
mausoleum even by persons of their
tendency ð it only got busy for a few
months when A-Distribution got Anarch-
ists to come along and help them -
only to abandon the set-up in disgust
when the same old problem arose, with
self-appointed Liberal leaders, wanting
to use activists to distribute their slander
sheets, but insisting they should never
be criticised.

This comes out when we observe
Philip Sansomôs scurrilous contribution
to the symposium. Ever whining about
criticism of óFreedomô as being óperson-
alitiesô while stooping to the worst
personal lies he can dream up in a Wimpy
mind under a Colonel Sanders get-up,
he has brought up, twenty years and
more after the event, amazing allegations
against Stuart Christie

óThe second big story of the mid-sixties
is somewhat diffferent. It is the Stuart
Christie story ð the tale of an 18 year
old Scottish lad who in August 1964
hitch-hiked all the way to Madrid with a
rucksack full of dynamite to blow up
Generalissimo Franco. He was arrested
in Madrid by Spanish police, who had
followed him all the way from Paris (if
not London!)

Immediately the story broke, the
comrades of the Freedom Press Group
swung into action. Four membew formed
the nucleus of a Defence Committee,
which organised meetings in Conway
Hall and at Trafalgar Square addressed
by representatives of Freedom Press (my-
self), LAG, the Syndicalist Workers Fed-
eration, CND and others. One member
of LAG, John Pilgrim, appointed him-
selfpress relations officer and manned
the telephone in the Committee ôs office
day and night, to ensure that any news
we had from Spbin was immediately
available to the British press, and every-
thing published about Christie was as
true as we could make it. . Establishing
what was true was the difficulty in the
Christie case. In the light of a telegram,
óPlease believe in my innocenceô, Freedom
at first took the line that the whole thing
was a frame-up by the Spanish police.
But when the trial came on, it was found
that Christie had confessed ófreely ô ð
having been caught red-handed. The sad
thing was that a Spbnish comrade, Fern-
ando Carballo Blanco, had been caught
with Christie (and it could have been a
dozen others!) and ended up with 30
years against Christie ôs 20 -ð of which he
served three.

What is even sadder is that the effort
Freedom put in to supporting the Christie
ðð-Carballo Defence Committee has been
denigrated by techniques of sneer and
smear, and reduced, in the minds of some
who do not take the trouble to check
what actually appeared in print, to the
dread óliberalismô. What Freedom actually
printed on 29 August 1964, when we
were asked to believe in the ófmme-upô
line, was:

Continued on Page 3










