
Prison letter from Des Warren
to Peter Carter

Peter Carter was a Birmingham building workers’ leader and member of the Executive Committee of the Communist Party. He
asked Des Warren to write something for the Building Workers’ Charter Group conference in 1975. The letter was not read out. 
After Des was released, Carter told Des he had not received it.

There is one danger that arises out of the amount of publicity that I have been exposed to along with Rick, 
as one of the victims, or villains, depending on a person's political viewpoint. The danger, as I see it, is that 
other trade unionists will not be able to identify with me, which is what the Shrewsbury defence campaign 
is all about. To bring home to trade unionists that any one of them could find themselves in my position, 
and to make sure no-one else is ever in it again, the 1875 Conspiracy Act must be repealed and Common 
Law conspiracy must not be used against workers involved in industrial dispute.

So let me try and bring myself in perspective. When the police arrested me along with five of the other lads 
in February 1973, I understood the implications of the charges and the danger they meant for the trade 
union movement. What was my reaction when it sunk in that I was to be one of the defendants in a major 
political trial? That it wasn't me that was under attack in this political frame-up but the trade union 
movement and I was to be one of the representatives of the movement. On top of that, being the only 
member of the Communist Party among the defendants, I also in a way, represented the party. I nearly 
died! I thought, Christ! Just my bleeding luck. Why couldn't it have been one of the other dozens of 
building worker shop stewards I knew that were far more able than I, and more fitted to represent both 
the movement and the party?

I sweated blood at the thought of making a hash of things, of cracking up, of failing in some way that would 
leave the movement or the party open to ridicule or attack. During the trial I felt a bit more at ease when I 
got the measure of the prosecution and the trial judge. I thought Rick's description of a witness was better 
fitted for the judge - 'a nasty grumpy old melt'. But when I saw my leader Geo. Smith appear, after having 
been subpoenaed (he didn't want to know us and had a right kipper on him, he looked as though he'd lost 
his OBE and found a parking ticket) I knew I would have to make a go of it to compensate for the 
disgraceful cowardly performance of the UCATT Executive Council and the shame they were bringing on 
the union. (To date I have not heard one word from the UCATT EC).

From the day I was sentenced, in one way or another I have frequently found myself in a position which, as 
a political prisoner and a representative of the trade union movement, I could not accept. So, I've 
challenged the regime in various prisons, not fearlessly and without trepidation, in fact sometimes I have 
felt embarrassed because of the tremble in my voice, but I've always had my say and made my protest. The 
source of what has been termed my 'courage' throughout this ordeal is the support and encouragement I 
receive from the mass movement; the personal messages I receive from ordinary people who just drop me 
a line or a postcard; the struggle being put up in Parliament by Tribune MPs and their solidarity and visits; 
but most of all, the support I have had all along from my wife Elsa.

What I'm trying to say is that I'm just like any other ordinary trade unionist caught up in an extraordinary 
situation, with ordinary strengths and weaknesses.




