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Joe Thomas was born in Hackney in 1977. True Blue is the final novel in the United Kingdom trilogy, set in East London, following White Riot and Red Menace.




Also By Joe Thomas

THE UNITED KINGDOM TRILOGY

White Riot

Red Menace

THE SÃO PAULO QUARTET

Paradise City

Gringa

Playboy

Brazilian Psycho

STAND-ALONE

Bent





True Blue

Joe thomas

[image: MacLehose Press Logo.]






Contents

About the Author

Also by Joe Thomas

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Author’s Note

PART ONE: Black Death

1: The Jackal Run

PART TWO: Death of a Party

1: Kibosh

2: Genesis

3: Blag

4: Go on then why not you’re only young once

5: Can you feel it?

6: Source of life

7: Up the canal

8: There’s no way that this can last

PART THREE: Exodus

1: The Hackney Riviera

2: Promised Land

3: The Hackney Community Defence Association

4: Hype text

5: Lairy Dave

6: Killed by Babylon

7: Spoon feeding in the long run teaches us nothing but the shape of the spoon

8: Ark

9: Black boys on mopeds

10: Get involved

11: You do what you can

12: East London Logistics

13: Customer’s always right!

14: Deep cover

15: Iron lady, iron fist

16: Squat party

17: We’re on the same side

18: I just want to be an H2Owner

19: Say nothing, act normal

20: Wide Roy Productions

21: And if you don’t know what you want, we’ll give you what we’ve got!

22: Rabbit out of the trap

23: Eyes wide open

24: Anger is an energy

25: The blade runner

26: Politics

PART FOUR: Simeon

1: I think this is nice

2: A simpler option

3: Hackney’s colourful history

4: Rude boy

5: Lemon

6: Mistletoe and wine

7: Swings and roundabouts

8: The long arm of the law

PART FIVE: White Riot

1: The criminalisation of protest

2: Solo

3: Wiretap

4: Babydaddy

5: Legal and above board

6: Finger

7: Harmony

8: Discord

9: Pay No Poll Tax

10: Snatch squad

11: Rogue

12: Resolution

13: Stay in your lane

PART SIX: Exit Ghost

1: Things can only get better

Acknowledgements

Bibliography

Notes




First published in Great Britain in 2025 by

an imprint of Quercus

Part of John Murray Group

Copyright © Joe Thomas 2026

The moral right of Joe Thomas to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Cover photograph © Mirrorpix/Alamy

Design by Nathan Burton

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

This is a work of fiction. All incidents and dialogue, and all characters, with the exception of some historical figures, are products of the author’s imagination. Where real-life figures appear, the situations, incidents and dialogues concerning those persons are fictional. Names, characters, places, incidents, organisations, and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. In all other respects, any resemblance to persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. For legal purposes the Author’s Note and the Acknowledgements constitute an extension of this copyright page.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library

Hardback ISBN 978 1 52942 343 3

ebook ISBN 978 1 52942 344 0

Quercus

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

John Murray Group

Part of Hodder & Stoughton Limited

An Hachette UK company

The authorised representative in the EEA is Hachette Ireland, 8 Castlecourt Centre, Dublin 15, D15 XTP3, Ireland (email: info@hbgi.ie)

www.quercusbooks.co.uk




For my mum and dad




Author’s Note

Though set during certain factual events of 1978–1990, True Blue is a work of fiction. Where possible, and in the context of a work of fiction, I have used the recorded words of real-life figures, in some instances weaving these into my own dialogues, though the interactions and situations these figures share with my characters are imagined.

Acknowledgements follow the main text and include a comprehensive bibliography of all sources consulted and notes referencing all quoted material. The Acknowledgements itemise instances where fact and fiction meet, what happened and what I have imagined; I provide information as to which is which – as far as that is possible in the context of a work of fiction – as well as where further information can be found. A guiding principle: the scenes in which real-life figures appear are fictionalised versions of real-life events, or fictional situations created to deliver factual information based on their testimony and footage.

Where fictional characters appear in scenes set at recognisably historical events, these are fictionalised and used fictitiously. The police officers in the novel and their actions are entirely fictional. Whilst the Acid House promoters and events, the bands, the music and the magazines in the text are real, my characters are fictional and therefore the portrayal of their work and their interactions with those real people, organisations and groups is wholly imagined.

I’d like to thank Wayne Anthony in particular for his recollections of the period as immortalised in his explosive memoir Class of 88, which I reference and quote in the text. Thank you, too, to Mat Snow and Q, Luke Turner and The Quietus for permission to quote from a number of articles about Paul Weller and The Style Council. And, finally, thank you to John Eden at the Radical History of Hackney for his support; the archive has been invaluable for the trilogy. Simply, it wouldn’t be what it is without the documents, articles and commentary that John writes and curates. I am extremely grateful.

Throughout the text, factual quotations are attributed and referenced in the notes. Quotations from the speeches and writings of well-known and less well-known figures, and from other texts pertaining to them, are a matter of the historical record and also cited in the notes; any conversations or interactions they have with my characters are entirely invented.




‘For there can be no freedom without order, there can be no order without authority; and that authority that is impotent or hesitant in the face of intimidation, crime and violence, authority which is like that, cannot endure’

Margaret Thatcher, Speech to Conservative Central Council




‘Crap into your Union Jack and wrap it round your head’

The Beautiful South, ‘Have You Ever Been Away?’




You believe in the United Kingdom.

The United Kingdom has made your fortune. And you’ve raised your children in British robes.

You believe in the idea – the union; you believe in the system.

You believe that the sum is greater than its parts. And you’ve used this system, worked it inside and out.

Because, most of all, you believe:

You believe in –

You.




Part One

Black Death

1978




1

The Jackal Run


Stoke Newington High Street, 10 December 1978, one o’clock in the morning



Parker wistfully examines the Middle Eastern bulk of the Astra Cinema through the passenger door window.

Not that he’s a fan of uncensored martial arts movies, or especially fond of softcore sex films, these being your essential offerings at the Astra, but it’s freezing in old Bill Stewart’s rusty motor, and he’d give anything to be inside.

He’s heard a rumour some Turks might want to turn the place into a Mosque. You can see why, what with those domed twin towers, pillars all about the place.

Parker pictures a very different clientele to who’s in there right now.

They’re showing They Call Her Cleopatra Wong in the main screening room.

It’s got a tasty-looking tagline:

*

She purrs like a kitten and makes love like a siren. This side of the Pacific, she is the meanest, deadliest and sexiest secret agent.

*

Parker thinking, ironic, now there’s a girl after my own heart.

In his own first six months as an undercover, there hasn’t been much lovemaking, sirens or otherwise.

Tart cards in a phone box and strippers in pubs is about as exotic as Parker’s got.

This Cleopatra Wong, on the other hand, sounds like a real credit to the profession, in all fairness, a real personality.

Parker laughs, shakes his head, shivers.

The Astra doesn’t advertise what’s on in the smaller room – unless you count shifty-looking chaps in raincoats shuffling in as advertising.

Moody prints of Asian arthouse erotica. That’s what they call it, anyway, porn.

‘Rat Trap’ comes on the radio, a number Parker’s heard before. He doesn’t remember the name of the group though, one of them punk outfits, he thinks, dirty hair and attitude.

Then the driver’s door opens, and old Bill barges his way in, thrusting a wrapped kebab at Parker who stops worrying about ‘Rat Trap’s provenance.

‘Get your laughing gear round this, son,’ Stewart instructs, slamming the door, blowing into his hands. ‘It’s brass monkeys out there.’

Parker doesn’t need a second invitation. ‘Yeah, thanks, Bill.’

He tears at the greasy paper and buries his snout in the meat and in the sauce, crunches the onions, slurps the fat –

Stewart, mouth churning, says, ‘You hear the one about the German coastguard?’

‘The what coastguard?’

‘The German coastguard.’

‘I ain’t heard it, no.’

Stewart wipes his face with the sleeve of his leather jacket, mops at his forehead. ‘Bit much the state of this sauce, mind,’ he declares. ‘I’m fucking melting here.’

Parker chewing. ‘Yeah, quality though, cheers.’

‘Turkish gaff. Fair play to them.’

‘You were saying.’

‘German coastguard stationed on the North Sea, gets an SOS. He’s a young lad, first day on the job, and there’s someone yelling in English, I’m sinking, I’m sinking.’

‘We all are, mate.’

‘Right, good one. Anyway, I’m sinking, he hears, I’m sinking, and the young German’s going, fuck me, and he gets on the radio, and he says, sinking?’ Stewart pauses, swallows. He grins. ‘Vot are you sinking about?’ he says.

‘Good one.’

‘Yeah, it’s funny.’

‘Germans, eh?’ Parker says.

‘Yeah. Cunts.’

Parker eats his kebab, thoughtfully. ‘Who’s this singing? Not exactly a barrel of laughs, is it, the song?’

Something about being young and acting tough, about gasworks and meat factories, lamp boys who are coming on strong, a refrain: you’ve been caught, you’ve been caught, you’ve been caught –

‘Boomtown Rats,’ says Stewart. ‘Singer’s name is Bob Geldof. Irish lads. Dublin, I believe.’

‘You’re well informed.’

‘Yeah, well, when you’ve sat in a car as much as I have, you start to become very familiar with the hit parade.’

Parker thinks he’s been sitting in this car for quite long enough.

‘What we doing here, Bill, really?’

It’s not an unreasonable question given the circs.

Parker considers the last few months:

Brick Lane in September, his handler Detective Constable Noble’s subsequent suspension, his fellow undercover officer Alan, beaten half to death by National Front thugs –

And now this.

‘Getting you back in the game,’ Stewart says. ‘Tactical withdrawal followed by surveillance followed by re-engagement and redeployment. What we’re looking for, ultimately, is integration. To have you integrated in the local community. You’re switching sides; you need an in with the activists.’

‘Not sure that answers the question, Bill. And integrated how?’

Stewart shifts in his seat, faces Parker, who sits side on.

Stewart places his kebab – lovingly, half-eaten – on the dashboard.

He gives it a prod. Obediently, it stays where it is.

Parker ain’t surprised: with old Bill, you do what you’re told.

Stewart nods. ‘The Special Demonstration Squad,’ he says, ‘is both secretive and elite, and, as far as you’re concerned, Parker, I am the Special Demonstration Squad. And integrated in any way possible, son. Make friends with the natives is one way. Powwow.’

Parker sniffs. Make friends. It’s not school, though, is it?

Outside, the high street glows with cold. A bloke in a high-vis vest sweeps the forecourt of the car wash across the road. The Baptist Church is in darkness, tall trees and thick hedges. Stoke Newington nick a short distance up the road, cloaked in murk, Parker thinks, wild east.

The Astra’s doing a bit of trade, but it looks mainly like people leaving, collars up and hats down, hands in pockets, whistling –

Not me, guv, is the look they’re going for, Parker thinks. I’m just off home to the lady wife, me, I’ve not been watching a bluey, oh no, not on your Nellie.

Parker sees a group of black lads go in, laughing.

Teenagers, he thinks.

He counts six of them.

He can see them horsing around, joshing, ordering drinks from the foyer bar, bottles of pop and buckets of Slush Puppies, by the looks of it, friendly enough.

‘But where do I fit in, Bill, is what I mean?’ Parker says. ‘Noble’s not around, for now, so—’

‘And why do you think Detective Constable Noble is not currently around, Parker?’

‘Because of what we done, Bill, over the summer, because of Brick Lane.’

Bill smiles. ‘No, son, it ain’t exactly that. It ain’t what you done, believe me.’

Parker thinks about what he done over the summer –

The summer of hate, seventy-eight.

He thinks about how he got on side with, how he infiltrated a National Front cell in Bethnal Green, fought running battles down Brick Lane and up Chapel Market with Anti-Fascists and the Bengali Youth League, among others, what he chanted, what he said, what he did. How his counterpart, Alan, was on the other side, how they looked out for each other as best they could in the skirmishes, how Parker couldn’t help Alan, in the end, how he’d had to walk away.

The tactical withdrawal Stewart’s talking about: less and less involvement over a period of time, loosening then cutting ties, growing his hair, new threads, moving house, changing telephone numbers –

And now this.

He’s not yet worked out what he’s achieved, Parker hasn’t.

Noble using him as part of the Met Race Crime initiative – what’s come of that, then? – but the violence and the murdering never stopped, did it?

Altab Ali, murdered, racially motived, 4 May, Whitechapel, just a few days after the Carnival Against Racism in Victoria Park.

Ishaque Ali, died of a heart attack in Hackney Hospital, 25 June, after a racially motivated attack by three white men, one of whom strangled Ali with his bootlaces, for fuck’s sake. Detective Chief Superintendent George Atterwil told The Times that ‘the motive here is theft and robbery’.

Parker’s never questioned what he did, not really, he’s just gone and done it, done his job, that’s all.

What he remembers is the weeks he did inside to give him the credentials to do the job that he does. If he’s been inside, then he’s clean, is the theory. A hard few weeks. Prison is tough.

What Parker’s done is earned this job.

And it was old Bill who picked him out from the recruits at Hendon, old Bill who arranged for the aggravated assault charge, the time and then the dismissal, old Bill who set the whole thing up with Noble, so, yeah, maybe Bill really is the Special Demonstration Squad as far as Parker is concerned.

‘So, what is it then, Bill?’

‘What it is, is that Noble wasn’t flying straight with his superiors, all right. What you were doing, wasn’t exactly what he said you were doing, so when poor Alan copped a brick in the canister, Noble copped one too, figuratively, of course.’

‘What did he say I was doing?’

Stewart sniffs, shakes his head. ‘It don’t matter, you’re still here.’

‘I—’

‘That’s enough questions, son. Shut your noise and eat your food.’

Obediently, Parker does what he’s told.

‘Jesus,’ Stewart says, tongue out. ‘This sauce. It’s murderous.’

Parker examines the street.

‘How many more nights like this do you think, Bill?’

Stewart considers the question. ‘Surveillance ain’t exactly an exact science, to be frank. What we’re doing is working out when to re-engage, when to re-deploy.’

‘By sitting here?’

‘Habits, Parker, we’re establishing certain habitual behaviours, patterns.’

‘The only pattern we’re establishing is a late-night kebab habit.’

‘You’re a clever boy, anyone ever tell you that?’

‘Habitually.’

‘There’s such a thing as too clever, young man.’

‘By half.’

‘Yeah, that’s the phrase, work out what it means.’

Parker watches three of the teenagers pour out of the Astra, onto the pavement with their drinks, still laughing and messing about.

He wipes his hands on a piece of toilet paper. ‘But who are we watching, Bill, that’s what you’ve never told me.’

Stewart grins and starts to shake, mouth full again, he can’t get the words out –

‘When you see it, son,’ he manages, ‘you’ll know!’ Stewart laughing at this, spluttering and coughing, gasping. ‘Here, pass me that bottle of water, Jesus.’

Parker fetches the bottle from under his seat.

As he hands it over, he hears shouting from the other side of the road, sees the teenagers freeze, look to see where it’s coming from.

Parker sees three white lads.

Three white lads dressed in bomber jackets and boots.

Parker thinks, hang about.

The three white lads are shouting at the teenagers across the road.

They’re shouting about there ain’t no black in the union jack.

They’re shouting about go home dirty nigger bastards.

They’re shouting about peanut heads –

They’re shouting –

NF NF NF NF NF NF

Nazi salutes and monkey chants –

Parker opens the passenger door.

‘Stay inside, lad,’ Stewart says.

Parker shakes his head. Stewart glares. Parker turns, slams the door –

He hears Stewart swearing, then Stewart’s door opening –

Ahead, the teenagers are in conference.

They look scared, Parker thinks, and two of them retreat up the Astra stairs as Parker jogs down the street.

The white lads grunting quickly across the road.

One of the teenagers stays outside.

Parker’s not quite fast enough –

And the white lads are on the black teenager, they knock him down, kick him once, twice, there’s a glint of steel –

No, Parker thinks, no –

And then the three white lads tear off down the road.

Parker stretches his legs after them, sees the black kid bleeding, his friends crowding round, hears old Bill shouting, ‘Get after them, get an ambulance.’

The white lads are off down Brighton Road, over a fence –

Parker cursing, swearing, and he turns and he’s back onto Stoke Newington High Street just as the bleeding black teenager is carried up the road by his friends, old Bill yelling encouragement, beckoning Parker to get a wriggle on, Parker following up towards the nick.

Parker sees them stop by a phone box, hears them shout and yell, It’s fucking been smashed in, and off they go up the road, Parker following, Parker hearing, Let’s take him to the Babylon shop, that’s where the nearest phone will be, let’s go.

As he passes Bill –

And Parker’s moving quickly, mind, he’s a big boy, Parker, your basic unit –

As he passes Bill, Bill grabs him by the arm, stops him mid-stride, no mean feat that –

And Bill hisses, his breath wet in Parker’s ear, ‘You make sure they see your face, son, all right?’

‘Eh?’

‘You heard.’

And Parker’s off again. Who needs to see my face? he’s thinking.

It’s pushing two in the morning, and Parker hangs back a touch as the lads half-carry, half-drag their friend up the steps and into the police station.

Parker follows.

Parker hears –

What do you lot want?

What have you been up to?

Yeah – what’s going on?

Hold your horses, I want to know exactly what’s going on here.

Parker watches the duty officer, watches another PC come in –

Watches the boys.

Shut up – now first of all, give us your names and addresses.

Keep quiet son, we’ll attend to you in a minute. I’ve got to take a statement first.

Where was this?

Did you recognise any of them?

Parker watches a more senior officer approach the desk.

Parker hears –

What’s going on here?

These boys have been starting trouble.

Watch your language with me, sonny. Now have you lot been in any trouble before?

So you started a fight, eh? Picked on some white boys, eh? Then you got the worst of it and come here with your lies about other kids?

Be very careful, son. Now what time did this so-called attack occur?

Oh yeah? And what were you little boys doing out at that time of night?

Just answer the questions.

Parker hears –

Just answer the questions.

A likely story.

Parker shaking his head.

I don’t want no lip from you, Sambo. Now what street did this happen on?

What street’s this then?

Who do you think you’re bloody swearing at? Up against the wall!

You too, up against the wall!

You—

Parker hears –

There’s nothing wrong with him, just a bloody scratch – you can’t have us on.

Look, the quicker you tell us what happened, the quicker your mate will see a doctor.

So where were you when he got stabbed?

Where were you?

Have you been in trouble with the police before?

Where were you?

You could have been out nicking tonight for all we know.

Parker watching this unfold, this poor boy bleed out –

He steps forward, says, ‘I saw what happened.’

The boys look at Parker.

The PCs smile.

One of them places a hand on Parker’s shoulder. ‘A word, son, in your shell-like.’

He leads Parker a few paces away from the desk.

He says, ‘You sure you want to be involved, mate? You want to make a statement, do you?’ He nods at the boys. ‘For these lot? You sure?’

Parker thinks, statement, right, somewhat complicated given his current role within the Metropolitan Police.

‘Nah,’ he says, ‘I won’t be needing to make a statement.’

‘Good lad,’ the PC grins.

Parker clocks his collar number: GN224.

‘How long ’til you lose a digit there?’ Parker asks.

Meaning: when you going to get promoted?

The PC smiles. ‘Mind your own, son, if I were you.’

Parker watching, the boys shouting, no ambulance called –

‘What’s your name?’ Parker asks.

The PC looks over his shoulder.

He seems reassured that no one is listening, Parker thinks.

Reassured that his colleagues are busy not calling for an ambulance.

‘Jenkins is my name,’ he says. ‘Police Constable Dave Jenkins. For now.’ He jabs his finger into Parker’s chest. ‘And don’t you forget it.’

Parker nods.

Jenkins says, ‘Now on your bike.’

Parker nods, pushes past him. ‘Call a fucking ambulance!’ he tells the desk sergeant, who sighs and does so.

Parker leaves. He waits outside. He doesn’t return to old Bill’s rusty motor, though he can see it’s still there, old Bill no doubt sweating rage.

Half an hour passes, perhaps a little more, then the siren of an ambulance.

Parker hopes it isn’t too late.

*

Next day, Parker meets Bill in the pub for breakfast. Bill sits behind four pints of stout, untouched.

‘Have a drink,’ Bill says.

‘I don’t want a drink.’

Bill pushes a pint of stout across the table. ‘Have a drink, son.’

Parker nods and has a drink.

‘Better?’

‘Considerably.’

Bill pushes a piece of paper across the table. On it, in typescript:


Michael Ferreira was born in Stanleytown, Guyana in 1959. In 1971 he emigrated to the UK to join his parents who had moved here a few years earlier. He was a pupil at Downsview School, Hackney, and left at the age of 16 to become a mechanic. Michael was still a teenager when he was killed.



Parker finishes the stout. ‘I think I’ll have another drink, Bill.’

Bill slides a second pint across the table.

Parker has a drink.

‘There is a bright side, son,’ Bill says, after a while. ‘There’s always a bright side.’

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Why don’t you enlighten me?’

‘They’ve seen your face now.’

‘Who’s seen my face?’

‘The kids saw your face, the have-a-go-hero, you helped them out.’

‘Hardly.’

‘You did your best.’

‘So what if they’ve seen my face?’

‘It’s an in, Parker old son, an in.’

Parker nods. He regards Bill’s slab of Special Brew skin, his face.

‘There’ll be meetings, protests,’ Bill says. ‘You can go, get involved. Community action, all that.’

‘For what, Bill?’

‘It’s your fucking job, Parker, that’s for what.’ Bill sniffs. ‘You wanna remember how we got your identity, Parker, son, do you remember that? That ought to tell you everything you need to know about this job.’

Parker does remember.

They call it the Jackal Run, down in the archives at St Catherine’s House, national registry of births, marriages and deaths, looking for a kid the same sort of age as him but who’s dead, using that name, that identity, that past, then inventing your own history based on that real past, that was the idea, meaning if anyone ever did any digging they’d find something that looked legit, even if Parker’s passport, driving licence and tax code are fake, in the name of someone who was once real.

‘Now shape up and finish your drink. We’ve got work to do.’

Parker shapes up.

And Bill’s right, of course.

‘It’s Christmas time, old son,’ Bill says. ‘It’s not supposed to be good for your elf.’ Laughing like a plonker at that one.

Parker leaves.

21 December: Parker attends a meeting of more than one hundred and fifty people who gather to protest the circumstances surrounding the death of Michael Ferreira.

A group is set up, the Hackney Black People’s Defence Organisation.

Parker finds himself at several meetings, several protests, finds himself welcomed at these meetings, these protests.

19 January: Parker is part of the Hackney Black People’s Defence Organisation presence at Highbury Magistrates at the second hearing of the white men accused of the attack on Michael Ferreira.

All black people entering the court are searched –

Parker is not.

The hearing is adjourned ‘due to the large black presence’, in the words of the Hackney People’s Press.

This adjournment leads to outrage.

Michael Ferreira’s mother shouts: ‘We want justice!’

She is taken into police custody, ‘manhandled and insulted’.

Winston James – a young black man – protests the treatment of black people in the court and is the victim of an unprovoked assault by police officers.

He is beaten and he is hit.

His testicles are grabbed.

He is charged with obstructing the police –

And he is charged with assaulting a policeman.

Parker sees this and Parker does nothing.

20 January: Parker attends Michael Ferreira’s funeral.

It takes place on a Saturday. It is cold and it is snowing.

There are several hundred people gathered in Clapton, Parker one of them.

They are there to mourn Michael Ferreira, just nineteen years old.

It is east London’s fourth racist murder in eight months.

There are no banners or placards, no chants, no papers are sold.

There is a solemn procession, equal numbers of black people and white people following a flower-lined hearse, with an enormous wreath reading SON.

Parker walks with his head down. One or two catch his eye, but he remains discreet, now is not the time, surely. Not that old Bill would say that.

They march slowly up Kingsland High Street. There are crowds of black people gathered at the end of Ridley Road market to pay their respects.

There are raised fist salutes.

‘We shall overcome’ is sung again and again.

A man standing by the side of the road asks: ‘Who was he? Was it anyone important?’

Parker looks at this man, this man who sees a crowd of black people and of white people and is confused. Parker shakes his head at this man, this old, confused man.

‘Will no one tell me if it was anyone important?’

The question is answered shortly after the funeral in the Hackney People’s Press:


Of course Michael Ferreira was important. He had a family, he had friends and they have lost a nineteen-year-old son or brother, cut down in a cowardly attack. But there is more to his name now. By his death he has become a symbol of all that is wrong with our racialist society.

This is why the Hackney Black People’s Defence Organisation has been formed, to demand justice for the death of Michael Ferreira, and justice for the racialist oppression of black people everywhere.



Two white men are charged with manslaughter and affray at the Old Bailey in connection with the killing of Michael Ferreira.

The one with the knife, the court hears, used to carry it around with him in case ‘coloureds wanted trouble’.

The judge, Parker hears, dismisses any connection with the National Front.

The one with the knife gets five years for manslaughter and affray.

Michael Ferreira’s mother says:

‘There is no justice in this land for Black people . . . I am completely flabbergasted with the sentence. I cannot see Black people given proper justice in the courts of this land. I myself felt like dying when I heard that the judge had sent that “murderer” down for just five years. I expected that he deserved to get fourteen years for killing my son.’

Parker hears this and Parker does nothing.

And Parker thinks about what old Bill said, what old Bill said about the community, about getting involved, about integrating –

He’s shown his face at the meetings, at the protests, he’s got himself involved, and it’s working – to a point.

What Parker thinks is there’s a way to really integrate:

Find the right woman.

Kiss the girl.

TEN YEARS LATER
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