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On May 1st Brussels decided, in effect, to extend 
the EU border to the frontiers of Syria, Iraq, 
Iran, Armenia and Georgia. They have offered 

visa-free travel to the EU to the citizens of Turkey, and 
are in negotiations to offer the same to the Ukraine, 
Georgia, Armenia, and Kosovo (totalling 125 million 
people). Meanwhile in return for a fat bribe, refugee 
migration is to be transferred to Turkey, which is itself 
sliding into the arms of radical Islam. Not only does 
this open the way for 500,000 Kurds to leave Turkey 
and claim asylum in the EU, it will hugely boost the 
Turkish people-smuggling trade, the most sophisticated 
in the world.

Britain is protected by the Schengen agreement 
from suffering the results of this cynical stitch up but 
if we vote to remain in the EU, at which point we will 
become perpetual prisoners of the Brussels machine, 
one can be sure that agreement will be rescinded. 

Maybe Brussels is just bowing to the inevitable. 
Frontiers are outdated. There are too many of us. 
Fourteen per cent of all the people who have ever lived 
on earth are alive today. We are 7 billion today heading 
for an unstoppable 8 billion by 2030, 11 billion by 
2100. Like some fantastic self-repairing virus against 
which there is no antidote, humans are spreading like 
a plague. We have, thanks to vaccines and antibiotics, 
shrugged off the chains of evolution – or so we think.

Migrants are now coming as physical tides, smashing 
down borders to reach the rich industrial lands of the 
northern EU. The children’s bodies washed up on 
Greece’s beaches are part of a great flood of humanity, 
which like the moon pulling the tides, is driven by the 
forces of overpopulation, war and famine. 

This and many future tragedies are caused by the 
careless spread of western technology. The problem 
is particularly acute in Arabia where superficially 
Islam, but in reality testosterone, the availability 
of women, employment and the price of oil dictate 
politics. Western medicine has increased the population 

of young reproductive males throughout the Arab 
world, but Islam bars most of them from women. Oil 
buys guns for unemployed, sexually starved males to 
burn off their frustration in street fighting. Isis, the 
most extreme of these gangs, is not just a religious 
movement but packs of stray males indulging in the 
competitive murder of weaker males and the wholesale 
rape of women. 

In the West we refuse to entertain this stark lesson 
in animal ethnography. The left clings to the myth of 
Rousseau’s noble savage, proto-socialist man, standing 
outside his cave surrounded by ten children. If only the 
world could return to this ideal state, capitalism would 
be no more. It is why any talk of contraception by aid 
agencies is utterly forbidden. The result? During the 
1984 famine Ethiopia’s population was 46 million, it is 
now 80 million and set to rise to 140 million by 2030. 
When an aid agency was asked what it was going to 
do about this they replied, ‘We have no plans.’ 

Capitalism’s answer, on the other hand, is human 
battery farming. Modern engineering, say its followers, 
coupled with unfettered capitalism can turn every 
square cm of the planet to sufficient productive use to 
support 12 billion people. Most would be crowded into 
mega-cities like broilers for Christmas, each, as land 
prices rise, with an ever smaller share of the cage floor, 
but with sufficient to eat and adequate entertainment. 
The theory is that as people get richer their fertility rates 
will fall. Although fertility rates are falling they are not 
falling fast enough, while production, consumption and 
pollution are rising steeply. At the very best, experts 
say, it would be four generations before any form of 
population control took effect, years in which we would 
face mayhem of the sort we now see in the Aegean. 

Brussels is deluded if it thinks by holding Europe’s 
door open it can tame the forces of 7th century 
barbarism. It is why on the 23rd June it will be the time 
we must tell Berlaymont in no uncertain terms we have 
to leave. It is a question of biology, of raw survival. 
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Churchill in his address to Congress on the 26th 
December 1941, most likely after a brandy or 
two, declared, ‘If my 

father had been American and 
my mother British, instead of 
the other way around, I might 
have got here on my own…I 
may confess, however, that 
I do not feel quite like a fish 
out of water in a legislative 
assembly where English is 
spoken. I am a child of the 
House of Commons.’ 

The idea of Congressman 
Churchill, or worse, President 
Churchill, must have appalled 
Congress, and then there were 
his British teeth. Few would 
want him shambling round their oaken halls. Yet it is 
easy to imagine the kind of kindred spirit that must 
have animated our legislative chamber that day; most 
of Europe was in German hands, and only thirteen days 
before a confident Hitler had declared war on America. 
He was to learn otherwise. In 1945 as US troops 
entered Berlin he shot himself. Yet seventy-one years 
on, Germany has the whole continent, except Britain, 
chained to its economic master plan, the Euro. What 
you can’t do with a panzer, you can with an interest rate.

Can one imagine Churchill offering similar words to 
today’s French Senate or the German Bundestag? Yet, 
instead of strengthening her ‘Special Relationship’ with 
America, we hear that Britain is about to abolish itself as 
an independent state and chain itself forever to the EU. 

This is a bad idea. England is different from the 
Continent in many ways. The delicate historical 
combination of liberty and order, custom and law that 
persists in England, is very particular. As Henri Pirenne 
the Belgian medievalist, prominent for his non violent 
resistance to the Germans in the First World War for 
which he was arrested, wrote, ‘The nobles by wrestling 
pell-mell from the king so many different rights, and by 
confounding, in a single text (Magna Carta) the claims 
of all the classes, established between them a solidarity 
which would endure, and which, of itself, rendered 
possible the development of the English Constitution. The 

Brexit:	Two	Nations	separated	by	
their	Dentistry
Mark	Mantel

nobility, the clergy, were not, as on the continent, separate 
bodies, acting each on its own account, and pursuing 

only its own advantage…
Elsewhere the kings had been 
confronted with different 
‘Estates’, deliberating with 
each separately, and reaching 
some accommodation. In 
England, the Crown had to 
deal directly with the nation 
and … for this reason it 
was the basis of the first 
free government Europe had 
known.’ 

One must believe, if only 
on faith, that the sixteen 

members of Mr Cameron’s 
cabinet who back staying in 

the EU have long considered all this. But I have serious 
doubts that Obama and some EU nations such as France 
and Germany care a straw about Anglia plena jocis. As 
for France and Germany, they know only too well what 
political wisdom the German Imperial Diet gave to the 
world. If England is going to take lessons from this band 
of savants maybe I should go teach Michael Jordan – 
according to the NBA, ‘the greatest basketball player of 
all time’ – how to dribble a basketball. 

There is, of course, not time here to discuss all the 
unique developments of the old English Constitution. But 
what is really hilarious is how many folks say that leaving 
the EU would be a ‘big step.’ Is abandoning the entire 
history of England a small step? Shall one discuss the 
distinct alliances between the merchants and the landed 
nobility that came about early on in England, along with 
an amalgamation of manners? (Though this fact might 
be disputed by some of the lords in a Disraeli or Trollope 
novel.) Shall one talk about how a unique political history 
has now become a particular personality-type, known to 
all the world, which still persists? 

Indeed, Norbert Elias talks interestingly in The 
Civilising Process about how England, ‘owing to its 
island situation,’ had no centralised police force that 
played ‘any major role in moulding the population,’ and 
how unlike Prussia, where long, vulnerable frontiers 
prevented individuals from becoming ‘integrated in 

Churchill and Obama 
Courtesy ‘Reclaim our Republic’
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relations of “teamwork”, based on a high degree of 
individual self-control and self-attunement to others.’ 
He ends by saying: ‘The English parliament, as far as 
its manner of formation and therefore its structure is 
concerned, was in no way comparable to the German 
Imperial Diet…’ Imagine that! Much the same is true of 
all other English institutions today. Yet to think that polls 
suggest the ‘Brexit’ vote could go either way! 

Will these venerable differences disappear if Britain 
remains in the EU? Do the proponents of staying want 
them to disappear? First, the bureaucrats in Brussels, 
like their kind everywhere, by nature seek uniformity 
and standardisation. The idea that they could love 
what is distinct in Britain is laughable. That a loss of 
national character would happen should Britain remain 
is not subject to doubt. But in answer, it is claimed 
certain economic and other blessings would happen by 
remaining in the EU. I can’t imagine that the imposition 
of thousands of rules on business, and charging billions 
of pounds a year in membership fees, does much good, 
for all I know maybe it does. But even so, who among us, 
as individuals, would ever throw off their manhood for a 
sum? Yet, as a country, this is the course many are now 
arguing for. BT chairman Sir Mike Rake, a recent CBI 
president, even says there are ‘no credible alternatives’ 
to staying in the EU. Apparently the name of Parliament, 
so glorious in the history of all mankind is not ‘credible’, 
thinks Sir Mike! Hear O Heaven, and give ear, O earth! 

Yet is it only an innocuous indifference to English 
constitutional history and folk memory that’s happening 
here? I don’t think so. The charming traits of Englishmen 
are not maintained by all Englishmen to the same degree. 
Those not possessing them, who look at themselves and 
see nothing much, wish to rip the ancient drapery off 
the backs of others, in favour of the drab uniformity 
emanating from Berlaymont. It is not enough for these 
hollow men to seek economic levelling, they want 
cultural levelling too, the sort only Brussels can give. 
Some hold it out as progressive, to stay the subinfeudation 
course. Maybe it is, in a fashionable sense, but it is no 
more democratic on that score. Brussels is merely a 
modern version of the Roman Empire in its closing 
hours, indifferent to its citizens wishes, corrupt, inward 
looking and bankrupt, with the Goths at the door. Have 
all forgotten that the growth of a national consciousness 
took centuries to form? Indeed, perhaps the EU hopes 
to govern England like Richard Lion Heart, who visited 
only twice. Perhaps just like Richard, it’ll soon declare: 
‘I would sell London to the highest bidder if I could.’ 
And why not? Yes, England’s path to national unification 
was relatively smooth next to that of the Continent, but 
as a nation it is backtracking fast. Progressive indeed! 

At bottom, all this does not seem like a case of ‘they 
know not what they do.’ There are not two camps here, 
each wanting what’s good for Britain, according to its 
own lights. Instead, there seem to be forces at work 

who positively want to eliminate all that is distinct in 
Britain, in Europe, and even all the world. They want 
the world to be a featureless universal waste, to erase 
all the wellsprings of consolation everywhere, to wipe 
away every local sentiment, right down to the minutest 
human attachment. It feels, well, almost demonic. Instead 
of studying all the particular proposals of the EU, one 
might really be better served reading, say, The Legend 
of the Grand Inquisitor by Dostoevsky, to get a glimpse 
of the true nature of the EU. It offers gifts of bread to the 
rabble and to the merchant his profit, in exchange for the 
historic liberties of Englishmen, to be locked in the ugly 
tombs of Brussels in the EU’s collection of epitaphs. 

Now President Obama has entered the fray. Britain 
he said would be last in the queue of 29 countries to get 
a separate trade deal with the US if Britain leaves the 
EU. After Lithuania? A flash of contempt, even hatred, 
preceded by the dazzling American dentistry, so unlike 
Churchill’s, crossed his face when a British reporter 
asked, ‘If you are so keen for Britain to abandon its 
frontiers with Europe, why are you not prepared to open 
your Southern border to Mexico?’

 Fortunately, Obama’s threat can only be utter rhetoric. 
There are certain relationships in diplomacy that the 
whims of particular presidents cannot obliterate, because 
ties are older and bigger than small individual men, even 
first magistrates. The US and Britain do not merely share 
political traditions and a language. Even if nobody fully 
admits it, we share a culture, (in both the anthropological 
and high sense of the word, for those particular about its 
meaning). Are not Dryden and Coleridge and Somerset 
Maugham ours as much as yours? Are Edith Wharton 
and Faulkner and Henry James not yours? 

I suppose the referendum may come down to whether 
the ‘remain’ camp can poke at the worries of economic 
uncertainty or the fear that without migrants Britain 
will lose its Turkish and Indian restaurants. These are 
the same people who love to say that the UK is not an 
empire any more, sounding like emissaries from the 
German Imperial Diet, and that problems nowadays are 
global, and need supranational solutions. However, there 
are Turkish and Indian restaurants everywhere, even in 
Kamchatka. Whether or not Britain is in the EU, London 
will still have plenty of Madras Chicken and tandoori. 
Besides, UK citizens will not need a visa to travel to the 
EU and can go to Paris and eat all the couscous they want, 
there’s tons of it there. And seriously, Britain can solve 
global problems galore by being a transatlantic bridge 
between the US and Europe, something totally unique 
to it. France and Germany could never play this role, so 
naturally some ancient jealousies are rekindling in the 
supranational German-Roman Empire. 

To me, our two nations should rather strengthen our 
Special Relationship and create bonds of friendship ever 
stronger. It is foolish to deny the influence of language 
and common customs, rooted in common-law and 
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history, to the kinship between us. Britain can better 
advance its national interest and its traditional role as 
preserver of the balance of power when it is bonded with 
Washington. Britain has often succeeded in influencing 
America by showing her the interests of the two nations 
are aligned? For instance, when Roosevelt, over the heads 
of his generals, instead of opening a second front in 1942 
against Japan gave priority to the defeat of Germany, 
his generals were outraged that Churchill got his way. 
Of course, there were times when Churchill was the one 
red in the face, especially at Tehran when Stalin and 
Roosevelt started scratching each other’s backs. Still, on 
the whole, Britain can best maintain the equilibrium in 
Europe and in the world through America, not the EU. 

Who knows, it might even be possible that our two 
nations be even more than special friends? Perhaps 
the day could come that we even reserve seats in each 
other’s representative bodies. Not many, just a few. The 
privileged positions we give each other would surely beat 
the socialist inertia of a Continental central government. 

It would beat the inevitable loss of personality Britain 
would suffer which would accompany it’s integration 
with spiritual strangers. Maybe things would be different 
if Europe still had any true Europeans left, some remnant 
of Christendom. But economic community and soul-
deadening bureaucracy will never be the basis of genuine 
commonality. The EU is not destined to create any 
meaningful group consciousness in its members because 
it is a spiritually dead enterprise. Even an old elected 
emperor of the Roman Empire had some longing for 
Rome before he would walk around saying he was the 
real Romanorum Rex. The EU claims to be European, 
but it longs for nothing, builds monstrous temples, drafts 
legal texts so dry and repulsive that even a hick lawyer 
from Arkansas would spit in disgust before filing one. 
And it covers this eternal vacuity under a rubble of 
regulations not fit to wipe a true American’s backside. 

Mark Mantel practices law in Richmond, Virginia.

Brexit:	Keeping	Hold	of	Nurse
James	Monkton

The constant bleating of this gaggle of 
doomsayers warns us of the untold dangers that 
lie in the unchartered 

waters beyond the cosy 
confines of our infantilising, 
EU kindergarten: ‘Here be 
dragons’, they wail, as they 
caution us, Hilaire Belloc-like, 
to ‘always keep hold of nurse 
– for fear of finding something 
worse!’ Of course, Belloc was 
a master of nonsense literature 
for children – not unlike our 
valiant defenders of the EU. 
And it is indeed nonsense. 

One of the most asinine, 
defences of the Europhile 
brigade is the challenge 
they throw out: ‘Those who 
advocate leaving the EU must 
say what the alternative is.’ 

The crass stupidity of this 
crystal-ball gazing ‘challenge’ 
is so great it can baffle those it 
is directed at, as they struggle 
to rationalise it. The complete 
absence of even a glimmer of 

imagination and the dead-eyed mantra of the statement 
is bewildering. It is as if the Europhile is suggesting 

that Brexit would mean taking a 
space-walk without a helmet: how 
is survival even possible outside the 
EU mothership? Well, the alternative 
is simply the world. You know, 
places like, er, America, Canada, 
Japan, Switzerland and Australia. 
(All of which trade happily with the 
EU.) Oddly enough, even though 
they are outside the EU, they have 
not been crushed by the sky. As 
economist Prof Tim Congdon has 
recently pointed out: ‘145 nations 
are outside the European continent 
altogether. These nations have a 
combined population … 14 times 
that of the EU…. The output of 
non-European continents is more 
than 80 per cent of the world total. 
Further, this figure has risen sharply 
in the last 30 years and is certain to 
increase for many decades to come’. 

How can Britain’s economic 
survival rest on being shackled to 
an EU that is in decline? The EU’s 
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population has long been shrinking – hence the German-
led policy of allowing massive, unrestricted flow of 
immigration into Europe. In joining the EEC, Britain 
unforgivably turned its back on the Commonwealth, 
imposing EU-compelled tariffs on its imports. In stark 
contrast to the EU, the Commonwealth is a growing 
market that now encompasses no less than one-third 
of the world’s population. That’s just one alternative. 
As Roger Bootle, one of Britain’s most respected 
economists (and, more to the point, imbued with level-
headed common sense) writes in The Trouble With 
Europe, one of the best books available on the topic: 
‘The EU’s share of world GDP is set to fall sharply.’ 
He tellingly adds: ‘And with it, Europe’s influence in 
the world.’

The emphasis on Britain’s EU trade is overdone for 
other reasons, not least because only 10 per cent or 
less of the British economy actually trades with the 
EU. Should not the other 90 per cent be receiving more 
of our attention? There is no disputing that EU trade 
is very important, but is not the EU tail wagging the 
British dog (which these days is, alas, more poodle 
than bulldog)?

Of all the arguments of the In-Out referendum, the 
economic one is the most contentious and the hardest 
to settle. Multi-nationals generally want to remain as 
they are happy with the status quo, which allows them 
to monopolise and exploit consumers in comfortable 
stitch-ups. The thirty-six FTSE 100 bosses who signed 
a Remain letter to The Times clearly knew which side 
their bread was buttered: as Brexiteer MEP Daniel 
Hannan has shown, ‘their corporations had, among 
them, spent €21.3 million lobbying the EU – and had 
received back €120.9 million in grants. Hard to argue 
with a 600 per cent return on investment’. Many other 

businesses, especially smaller and medium-sized ones, 
are keen to embrace the profits of life outside of a 
heavily regulated Leviathan (EU bureaucracy imposes 
an estimated cost of some £25 billion a year on the 
UK). Only six per cent of these trade with the EU, 
while incurring all the costs of EU regulation.

Europhiles make much of the fear of the UK losing 
its rebate and £4.5 billion return of monies into the 
UK economy. They shouldn’t. The rebate is not what 
it seems. Famously won by Margaret Thatcher at the 
Fontainebleau agreement in 1984, few appreciate 
that she actually bought the rebate by agreeing to 
increased VAT contributions to Europe. Nor is the 
rebate secure: it could be altered at any time (say, for 
example, after a Yes vote to remain in the EU); and it 
can be reduced at the whim of a Europhile PM, such 
as Tony Blair, who cut it substantially in 2005 (as a 
consequence, the UK’s net contribution has doubled 
since 2007). The crowing over the £4.5 billion back 
in funds is particularly galling. How many times have 
you passed those big blue signs on the road with their 
circles of golden stars claiming that this or that project 
has been funded by the generosity of the EU? The 
disingenuousness of this is shameless. This is £4.5 
billion of British taxpayers’ money being returned to 
the UK but without the taxpayers having a say on how it 
is spent. That decision is made by unelected officials in 
Brussels. ‘No taxation without representation’ anyone?

So Brexit would not mean the heavens going into 
free-fall over what is, after all, the world’s fifth largest 
economy. One can only rather forlornly hope that, 
come referendum day, Chicken-Licken and her motley 
crew of poultry Cassandras meet with Foxy-Loxy for 
a reality check.

James Monkton is a University Lecturer

‘On	which	the	Sun	never	Sets’
Christie	Davies

The British Empire was the greatest empire the 
world has ever seen, covering at its peak a 
quarter of the world’s surface and containing 

a quarter of its population. There were dominions 
and colonies, protectorates and outposts on every 
continent and at its strongest it dominated every ocean 
with the most powerful navy in the world and the 
largest merchant marine. The Royal Navy put an end 
to piracy and to the African slave trade, notably that 
to Brazil in the Atlantic Ocean and out of Zanzibar to 

the Muslim world in the Indian Ocean. The peace and 
security it provided, the pax Britannica, was the basis 
of the first truly global trading system, and the British 
invention and exploitation of the telegraph provided 
instant communication across the globe. The British 
Empire was the first to put ‘a girdle round about the 
Earth’. The telegraph was the ancestor of the instant 
communications we enjoy today.

What made the British Empire different from earlier 
trading empires, such as that of the Dutch, which it had 
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from the North-West to create a new Islamic despotism, 
as had happened before. The taxation imposed by the 
Mughal empire in India had been three times as heavy 
as under the British, but what did the Indians get back?

Today India is the world’s largest democracy and has 
a rapidly growing capitalist economy. This is an Indian 
achievement of which the Indians are rightly proud, but 
its ancestry lies in democratic capitalist Britain. Even 
in this admirably successful country two key problems 
remain, that of the position of women and the status 
of the Dalits, the so-called untouchable castes. Still 
Britain can look back at her co-operation with Indian 
reformers such as Rammohan Roy (who has a statue 
in Bristol) and Gopal Krishna Gokhale to end female 
infanticide, abolish sati (the burning of widows), to raise 

the age of consent and of 
marriage and to provide 
education for women. 
Nor should we forget the 
provision of health care 
to women by the British 
zenana missions. Britain 
also invented affirmative 
action by reserving school 
places for untouchables 
in government schools 
in Madras; otherwise the 
Brahmins would have got 
the lot. We did our bit, 
though in my view we 

should have been much more forceful about it. Many 
Indians would agree but in Britain itself the leftists of 
today denounce these reforms that promoted freedom, 
welfare and equality as ‘colonialist paternalism’ 
‘cultural condescension’ and ‘orientalism’. 

Following Indian independence there was a steady 
British withdrawal from all but a few tiny territories 
which had chosen to remain under beneficial British 
rule and protection, despite the ignorant and biased 
pressure of the humbugging UN Special Committee 
on Decolonization which has declared its ambition to 
evict Britain from St Helena, Pitcairn, Gibraltar and the 
Falklands. It has nothing to say about Tibet, Kurdistan 
or West Irian whose people can hardly be said to be 
self-governing. In contrast to the collapse of the French 
empire there were no major wars to retain control of 
territory like the brutal ones the French lost in Vietnam 
or Algeria. There was no desperate attempt to hang on, 
as with the Portuguese and Dutch empires, and rarely 
the kind of total chaos the panicking Belgians and the 
inept Italians left behind them.

We have then every reason to be proud of the history 
and achievements of the British Empire. They should 
be celebrated unstintingly in every school and college, 
in every museum and gallery in Britain in the same way 

displaced, was the parallel economic transformation of 
Britain itself – the new technical inventions, the power of 
steam, the huge production of coal and iron, machinery 
and textiles, railways and ships that made Britain the 
world’s first industrial nation. Through innovation, 
industry and empire Britain created the modern world. 
For a time in the mid-nineteenth century Britain was 
the world’s first and at the time only superpower. The 
pioneers of empire, whose aim was trade and conquest, 
brought with them enlightened values and institutions 
that have rarely been found in other empires – a belief 
in the autonomy of the individual, in free markets, in 
representative government and in the rule of law. These 
were first transmitted to the American colonies and 
are today sacrosanct in those colonies’ successor, the 
United States. Because of 
them the British Empire 
was  t he  on ly  ma jo r 
empire ever to dissolve 
itself deliberately and in 
a reasonably orderly way. 
Canada and Newfoundland 
in the nineteenth century, 
Australia and New Zealand 
in the early twentieth 
became new, independent 
domin ions  and  the i r 
complete autonomy was 
guaranteed by the Statute 
of Westminster of 1931. 
Well before independence there had been local self-
government in the individual states, provinces and 
municipalities of these countries. Much of the rest of the 
empire was governed through indirect rule with a local 
prince or rajah or chief acting as an agent of the Empire. 
The Nizam of Hyderabad had far more autonomy than 
the ministers of any subordinate republic in the Soviet 
Union.

It became clear in the 20th century that India would 
in time become independent – the only question was 
how soon and in what way, for neither the princes 
nor the Muslims were entirely happy at the prospect. 
During World War II the Indians provided the British 
Empire with the biggest all-volunteer army the world 
had ever seen, an army of two and a half million men. 
One may wonder what India would be like today if the 
battles of Kohima and Imphal in North-Eastern India 
in 1944 had been lost by the Indian and British armies 
and India had been conquered by imperial Japan, that 
most arrogant and militaristic of empires. A Korean 
or a Chinese can tell you all about it. Likewise, if the 
British had never acquired India in the first place, it 
would never have become a free and united country. It 
would either have remained a kaleidoscope of warring 
states or else a Muslim conqueror would have swept in 
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that we take pride in the literary, artistic and scientific 
merits of our ancestors. Our proud history is the basis 
of our identity and solidarity, which is why the leftists 
want to demean it. 

That is why we are getting so much sniping criticism 
of our imperial past by gutter radicals. Following the 
nonsense about Rhodes’ statue, so well exposed by Jane 
Kelly, there has now been a further absurd outburst 
of animosity from a group of ‘anti-racist’ students 
at Goldsmith’s College. They opposed a proposal to 
commemorate the Holocaust on the grounds that such 
a commemoration was ‘Eurocentric’ and implicitly 
‘colonialist’ since it did not extend to the atrocities 
‘committed by Britain itself’. I do not dispute that 
there have been shameful atrocities on our part – the 
horrendous Amritsar massacre carried out by General 
Dyer in 1919 comes to mind – but so what? Such 
atrocities are part of the history of all empires and indeed 
of all nations, city states and 
religious movements, as with 
Mrs Gandhi’s own Amritsar 
massacre in 1984 and its even 
more violent aftermath. To 
even think of comparing these 
by-products of conflict with 
the deliberate and unprovoked 
,  planned and organized 
twentieth century murder of 
six million unarmed Jews 
shows the kind of grotesque 
incapacity to understand 
reality only to be found among 
left-wing students and their 
teachers.

If we were indeed to compare twentieth-century 
colonial empires in terms of the atrocities that were 
committed within them and how they compare with the 
Holocaust, Britain would not be high on the list. If we 
are to understand empires we have to accept that the 
history of the world until recently was one of empires 
and to apply modern ideas of national self-determination 
to the past is an absurd anachronism. The only sensible 
way to assess the British Empire is to compare it with 
other empires and to consider for each the benefits 
they brought to, and the harms that were inflicted on, 
subject peoples. 

From such a comparison it is clear that the very 
worst of recent colonial empires were all either Asian 
or socialist, the very antithesis of what the leftists have 
asserted. I have in mind the Turkish Ottoman empire 
responsible for the Armenian genocide and the Japanese 
empire whose extreme cruelty is still well remembered 
in Korea and China, but not it would seem among the 
little radicals of Goldsmith’s College. Nor are they likely 
to be aware of the effects of the Soviet’s rule in their 

colony of Kazakhstan. In 1926 3.63 million Kazakhs 
lived there. By 1939 there were only 2.31 million, even 
on the official Soviet figures. Why is it that no one is 
congratulating me for my non-Eurocentric comparing 
of the empires?

What is also striking is that, whereas our political 
leaders are often willing to demean themselves by 
apologizing for very distant past events, often the 
product of error rather than intention, the Japanese will 
not even today admit to the compulsory recruitment of 
Korean women to be slave prostitutes for their army, 
to the murder of hundreds of thousands of Chinese in 
Nanjing in 1937-38 or the deliberately induced famine 
in Vietnam. For the Japanese they never happened. 
That is why the Chinese get enraged by Japanese 
text-books. Not only will the Turkish government not 
acknowledge the genocide of the Armenians, but it is 
a crime for any individual to do so and any Turkish 

intellectual who dares to tell 
the truth faces assassination. 
The Turkish Prime Minister 
has publicly told Turks in 
Germany never to assimilate 
and yet he will never grant any 
kind of autonomy to the Kurds. 
But our racist leftists are only 
willing to squawk about the 
mote in the British or at most 
the European eye and never 
acknowledge the beams in 
the eyes of Asian imperialists. 
How strangely Eurocentric of 
them.

The other favourite word in the vocabulary of the 
haters of the British Empire is ‘exploitation’, meaning 
that the investments made in imperial territories often 
proved to be profitable. But there is only one thing worse 
than being exploited and that is not being exploited. 
When I went to Gabrovo in Bulgaria to lecture, I was 
surprised to find what had been a pioneering nineteenth 
century manufacturing town in such a remote place in 
the Balkans. I asked the local people why did it happen 
here. ‘Here we were out of the way of our Turkish 
colonial rulers and their exactions’, they replied. 
Gabrovo has a rather a different history from that of 
Mumbai, Hong Kong or Singapore. 

Besides, there are few things more miserable than 
the life of a poor self-sufficient agriculturalist in an 
uncertain world. Escape could only come through 
the introduction of cash crops, of irrigation and of 
afforestation by the imperial British. Without them it 
would not have happened, nor would the mining of metal 
ores or the production of oil. It was a win-win operation 
like most capitalist enterprises. The key question is how 
these changes compare with American (‘we don’t do 

Can’t make up your mind 
how to vote? 

Despite Brussels’ protestations that the 
EU Referendum is a once-only offer, if 
Britain votes to leave Berlaymont will be 
forced to come cap in hand asking us to 
reconsider. Without Britain the EU cannot 
survive. David (double-talk) Cameron 
will be forced to resign. The new leader 
will, hopefully, be Boris Johnson who will 
negotiate a far tougher deal preserving 
our independence.
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Brexit:	Banning	the	Polish	
Sausage	
Sylwia	Pucher

Empire’. Oh yeah? ) operations in the banana republics 
of Central America or the Soviet Russian development 
of Uzbekistan. Today the Chinese have moved in a 
big way into Myanmar (Burma) and much of Africa. 
Who is more likely to constrain an economic enterprise 
in the name of the welfare of the local people or the 
environment, the old anthropologically informed British 
colonial officers with a duty of care or today’s corrupt 
local politicians only too happy to trouser a Chinese 
brown envelope and look the other way where safety 
or pollution are concerned?

It is only by making real world comparisons of 

this kind and not by imagining a perfect society and 
grumbling because the British Empire fell short of it that 
we can make a proper assessment of its achievements. It 
is also important to ask of any particular former colony, 
what would its most likely fate have been if it had never 
come under British rule. The British Empire comes out 
of these comparisons very well indeed. 

Christie Davies has been a visiting scholar in several 
Indian universities and wrote for the Indian journals 
Quest and New Quest. He has visited most of the 
countries of the Commonwealth.

My aunt, whom I see twice a year when 
I go home to Poland, always brings a 
pile of beautifully smelling sandwiches 

to the table where the family sits and chatters. 
The wonderful aroma of the red and juicy ham, 
bringing back memories of a childhood in the Polish 
countryside and kitchens with meat hanging above 
slow burning fires, invariably distracts me from the 
flow of conversation. This quality of meat can only be 

produced by the small scale farmer who has his own 
little stock of pigs all known by their personality, who 
uses nothing but traditional methods of preparing 
meat. It has always been the Polish way. Always, 
means it has never been different. Never. 

I asked my aunt where she got the meat from, 
so difficult to get in a shop these days. Her answer 
was vague, a clear signal not to go digging for more 
information than she was prepared to give. Too 
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intrigued to give in I remembered my last experience 
a few months ago in a local butcher’s shop where 
I bought a most delicious tenderloin, soft, juicy 
and …. smoked. I asked the butcher for the name 
of the cut standing out amongst the rows of pre-
wrapped packaged meat, all I knew tasting similar; 
a bland, watery ‘untaste’, a mere memory of real 
Polish meat. For someone 
not knowing the flavour of 
naturally prepared meat most 
of the latter probably taste 
sufficiently nice, but spoilt 
tastes like mine recognise 
the difference in an instant. 
Instead of answering me the 
butcher suddenly developed 
an overwhelming interest in 
the floor.

I have not seen traditionally 
smoked meat since. Returning 
to Poland a few months later, I 
asked for the same tenderloin 
and a sausage. In my absence 
the Brussels regulators had 
been at work. The ham did not look the same. It 
was hermetically wrapped in plastic, not loose as 
before, and after reading the long list of contained 
additives and preserves I knew what this meant. 
This was the EU equivalent of the Soviet meat of 
my grandmother’s era, tasting, she used to recall, of 
tractor oil and cardboard. EU meat on the other hand 
tastes of nothing.

Which was why in Soviet times people smoked 
their own meat. Today they have little choice but 
to buy from supermarkets far more regulated than 
when Stalin’s apparatchiks ruled Poland. Small 
shops are being priced out by high taxes and big 
food combines like Auchan and Tesco’s. Drive 
on one of our new EU highways and you will be 
overtaken by huge eight-wheelers rushing tomatoes 
injected with ripening retardants, Israeli figs forced 
from the ground months before spring, and pigs and 
cows awash with more hormones than a sex change 
patient to our tables. If you want to know what eating 
a badly run school chemistry laboratory tastes like, 
try a Polish supermarket tomato.

Sure enough when I got it home a moist, plastic- 
like piece of meat presented itself on the plate and 
predictably, its taste did not resemble in any way 
the one I remembered. The same with the sausage, 
which before was a soft, crunchy and generously 
smoked delicatessen so much loved by our Western 

neighbours.
Later at the family table I said how I felt betrayed 

by the butcher who I thought was loyal to traditional 
recipes. A young man sitting opposite me whose dad 
owns a local abattoir, explained: ‘The European Union 
has stopped the butchery companies from smoking 
meat by the traditional Polish method. Smoking over 

wood is banned. A substance 
called ‘bajca’ is used instead. 
(It means burnt or wood 
stained.)’

This may mean little to 
other European and even 
non-European nationals who 
have different methods of 
preserving food. Besides, only 
few food products such as 
Bavarian cheese and smoked 
mackerel in England resemble 
the taste, but depriving Poles 
from smoking an enormous 
range of meat, cheese and fish 
is like stopping the English 
from drinking tea. 

I thought there might be environmental reasons 
behind the new ‘caring’ policy but I was wrong. 
Brussels has decided that smoking food is not 
good for Poles’ health. Naturally smoked products, 
(unlike EU approved products bathed in artificial 
chemicals, injected with garish colours and packed 
with antibiotics) contain cancer-causing chemicals 
which, the EU says in its small print, are harmful to 
our health. The risks compared to those of getting 
lung or breast cancer in a nation of inveterate smokers 
and boozers are small, miniscule compared with 
the dangers lurking in a bottle of beer or behind the 
wheel of a car. 

Does it mean that from now on, free from the 
terrifying dangers of that traditional sausage, Poles 
will live longer? Of course they won’t, and if they 
do, it will seem ages on a diet of tasteless EU meat. 

Well, thank you EU, for reaching deep into our 
stomachs in taking away our tradition. It feels now 
as if you could take away anything from us…. for 
our own good of course!

Oh, and for any English people reading this, tea 
causes cancer, so watch out for an EU knock on the 
door.

Sylwia Pucher is a writer and journalist.



The Salisbury Review — Summer 201612Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

Mathematics:	Art	or	Theology?
Brian	Ridley

G H Hardy is famous for his toast: ‘Here’s to 
pure mathematics! May it never have any 
use.’ The trouble with mathematics is that it 

is useful. Nobody listening to a Beethoven symphony 
or contemplating Botticelli’s Primavera would dream 
of asking ‘What is the use of that?’ Music is music, a 
thing in itself as is art. Pity the mathematician to whom 
it is obvious that, like music and art, mathematics is 
worth doing for its own sake. Selling that to all of us 
who’ve never recovered from school 
maths; persuading the burgeoning 
population of innumerates, mostly 
white Brits, emerging from our 
schools; the mathematician has his 
work cut out. Fortunately, he needn’t 
really bother: like jazz, if you have 
to ask what it is you’ll never know. 
Mathematics, like music, like art, is 
a thing in itself, and certainly worth 
doing for its own sake. No question.

 However, the mysterious thing 
about mathematics is that it is 
useful. Science couldn’t be without 
it. According to a tongue-in-cheek 
Bertrand Russell: Mathematics 
can be defined as the subject in 
which we never know what we are 
talking about nor whether what we 
say is true. Galileo was convinced 
that the book of nature was written 
in the language of mathematics. It 
is a structure, logically self-sufficient, dealing with 
things that have nothing to do with the real world, 
yet claiming a sort of truth. Peculiarly, mathematical 
structures, nothing more nor less than products of the 
human mind, have been found to describe elements 
of nature extraordinarily well. Pure concepts of time 
and space, of probability, of waves and particles, all 
find applicability. Bizarre ideas of action at a distance, 
invented by Newton to describe gravity, have become 
accepted. Use of non-existent items like the square root 
of minus one is commonplace. Since Einstein everyone 
knows that space is curved. Since Dirac there are 
quantum fields and a vacuum, not full of emptiness, but 
full of virtual particles. After Kepler and his elliptical 
orbits there could be no science without number. That 
much of mathematics is applicable was ascribed by 

Leibniz to the existence of a pre-established harmony. 
Yet its objects do not exist. They are mental products, 
like number, geometry, differential equations, etc. Real 
circles can only approximate the ideal mathematical 
ones; real particles likewise; the Laws of Physics are 
only approximately obeyed by real matter.

The study of matter, its forms and properties, is 
physics, differing from mathematics in insisting 
that predictions be subject to experiment and to be 

falsifiable. Theoretical physics 
grapples with the nature of time, 
aims to explain the mass of particles, 
strives to produce a quantum theory 
of gravitation. These are formidable 
problems triggering desperate ideas, 
such as postulating many more than 
three space dimensions. Cosmology 
with only the universe we know 
cannot be a science; the universe 
is that it is. Undaunted, would-
be cosmologists have to invent 
the existence of a population of 
universes in order to keep them in 
a job.

It  is  a great  game, and an 
undeniable boost for mathematics. 
The discovery of a new particle, the 

Higgs boson, has been a welcome 
oasis in a waterless desert, a discovery 
supporting ideas of the mass of 
a particle. Physics may emerge 

elsewhere: dimensions more than the familiar three 
may be found; other universes may reveal themselves; 
the old vexed question concerning the number of 
angels that can stand on a pinhead may be resolved. 
Physics may be exasperated by the dearth of empirical 
evidence to support these imaginings, but it should 
recall that mathematics, like music, is worth doing 
for its own sake. Just so long as it does not develop 
into a mathematical theology, where faith trumps hard 
evidence, where schisms appear, where young men 
and women find they are not in a research group at 
all, but in a church under the supervision of bishops 
and archbishops preaching A Theory of Everything.

But people find it difficult to live without religion. 
God has largely gone awol, and what is left seems 
to be science. Gurus who prophesy A Theory of 

Sapling of the reputed original 
tree that inspired Sir Isaac Newton 

<https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Isaac_
Newton>  to consider gravitation.
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Everything are instant media fodder. The Theory of 
Everything, TOE for short, not to be confused with 
TAO, is magnificent. Like Genesis, it looks back 
to the creation, in this case the Big Bang, when a 
heavenly mathematical symmetry prevailed among 
the many fundamental particles, children of the One 
God Particle. The contemporary plethora is a result of 
Broken Symmetry – a Fall from Grace. It is a myth of 
some beauty, but distinctly more theology than science. 

Mathematical theology in some form or other is where 
it’s at. Of course, it is not to be taken seriously. But 
neither is golf, but how many play it!

What is to be taken seriously is mathematics, along 
with art and music. And what a richness is there! 
Couple mathematics, art, music with science, and we 
have the glory of civilisation. To quote Marvell, ‘What 
wondrous life in this I lead…’ Wonderful!

Brian Ridley is a Fellow of the Royal Society

It is hard to imagine, watching the limousines 
discharging the well-fed faces of our politicians 
at Berlaymont intent on butter tariffs and wine 

quotas, that a hundred years ago, almost to the day, 
their predecessors were planning the mass destruction 
of each other’s armies in the Great 
War, a war fought with valour and 
patriotism on both sides, for causes 
which have absolutely no meaning 
today. 

On July 1st 1916 the British Army 
suffered the worst day in its history at 
the Battle of the Somme; at its close 
58,000 soldiers lay dead or wounded. 
Who today can understand, let alone 
explain such carnage? The British 
aim was to distract the Germans 
from Verdun, but the planning of 
the attack was a disaster because 
the Germans expected it and their 
defences were superior to ours. 
Despite our knowing this, the attack 
went ahead. 

In the face of such slaughter why did the troops 
maintain the dogged optimism reflected in their 
cheery marching songs, in the face of the living hell 
of the battle fields ? Old photos of the pals’ battalions 
show enthusiastic young men marching off to a great 
adventure or a game: ‘Playing the game has always 
been my religion,’ said one veteran. Why did the 
survivors of the Somme and Passchendaele persist, 
defeat the German offensive in 1918 and break the 
Hindenburg line in the Autumn after which Germany’s 

‘Making	mock	o’	uniforms	that	
guard	you	while	you	sleep’
Merrie	Cave

subsequent collapse was rapid?
A witness to this, Charles Carrington, came from 

New Zealand where as a ‘wild colonial boy’ he ran 
away from school twice. His father sent him to England 
to be coached for Oxford but he joined Kitchener’s 

Army (under age) instead. ‘I stopped 
being a juvenile delinquent and grew 
up’, he later said. Before the Somme, 
he realised he was facing the greatest 
test of his life in the most violent and 
ruthless battle ever to be fought, but 
his battalion did not go over the top 
that fateful day. 

I knew him well during the 
last ten years of his life. He was 
an enthralling raconteur with a 
refreshing absence of condescension 
towards intellectual inferiors. He 
had been a schoolmaster, academic, 
historian and above all a prolific 
writer. When working for Cambridge 
University Press in the thirties, he 
was a pioneer traveller flying round 

Africa in small planes and driving in four continents. 
Latterly he was much in demand for television 
programmes about the Great War and in 1985 I drove 
him to Arras for one of them. On the way, from the 
library in his head, he regaled me with tales of the 
French and English armies that had marched over the 
same fields. I talked to most of the other veterans and 
did not hear any gripes about the battle nor the war, 
although there were plenty from the intellectual TV 
people. One ‘vet’ said the rest of his life was never 

Charles Carrington, MC 1897-1990.
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again as exciting as did another, a big chap, who had 
volunteered at 14 and was not sent home until he 
was wounded at Serre. I also witnessed the deep love 
between men although strangers who had experienced 
the comradeship of the trenches. I have a sonnet 
describing the bombardment which Carrington wrote 
on (army) message paper in memory of his friend 
Private Day who had been killed a few hours earlier.

Charles called it a secret society; imposters were 
instantly exposed by the passwords and private 
language the frontliners all shared. During the war they 
had hated the jingoistic hysteria of the civilians and 
afterwards did not wish to discuss it with anyone else.

After the war the unthinking chauvinism of the home 
front was exchanged for emotional anti-militarism 
which affected all belligerent countries. Carrington 
deplored both extremes although he admitted that 
he had never been ‘able to work the Somme out of 
my mental system’. We cannot judge the past by the 
attitudes and values of the present for the Zeitgeist 
of the mind is the most distinct difference between 
generations: Innocence, deference towards authority 
and doing one’s duty to God, King and country was the 
order of the day in 1914, as well as always accepting 
what life brings you. People are not like that any more.

Carrington’s two ‘war’ books help to explain why 
thousands were willing to join the colours even when 
it was clear that the war might go on for a long time. 
A Subaltern’s War appeared in1929 when the craze for 
anti-war books was at its height and Carrington was 
accused by some critics of being ‘A brutal unfeeling 
militarist.’ It is an instructive description of life in the 
trenches enlivened by the chat among his comrades 
and was used extensively in John Terraine’s BBC 
series (1964). It was an idealist’s war, a war of intense 
patriotic love on both sides, unthinkable today. 

Carrington wrote, ‘In this story of the war there will 
be no disenchantment. No corrupt sergeant majors stole 
my rations or accepted my bribes. No incompetent 
colonels who failed to give me food and lodging. 
No casual staff officers ordered me to certain death, 
indifferent to my fate.’ 

Charles Moore described his other more reflective 
book Soldier from the War returning (1956) as the best 
book about the Great War. Carrington wrote vividly of 
the effect of Army training on recruits: 

The skinny, sallow, shambling, frightened victims 
of our industrial system, suffering from the effect of 
wartime shortages, who were given in to our hands, 
were unrecognisable after six months of good, fresh 
air and physical training. They looked twice the size 
and, put on an average of one inch and one stone 
and weight during their time with us. 

What is clear to me that I regarded the whole British 
Army as committed. It was ‘we’ who had got into this 
bog and had to fight our way out of it’; it was not 
they who had misdirected us.’

In 1939 Carrington enlisted again, this time over 
age. Soldier at Bomber Command (1985) describes 
his experiences as Army Liaison officer to the RAF 
in the Second World War. He was horrified one day to 
see maps of central Italy targeting Rome and contacted 
the most influential Catholic he knew, who in turn rang 
Cardinal Hinsley who contacted Number 10. Next day 
the maps disappeared. 

The Second World War happened because politicians 
and diplomats betrayed the sacrifices of the first by 
the blunders of the Peace Treaties and the failure to 
curb German re-armament. Carrington remarks that 
the most famous of the anti-war writers Sassoon and 
Graves who were lionised by the left wing press were 
brave men and no defeatists. Both saw the war through 
and, although they hated the Army and criticised 
the high command, loved their regiment and their 
comrades. 

Nothing has changed. Today’s veterans returning 
from Iraq and Afghanistan face ambulance-chasing 
lawyers after ‘human rights’ claims in the millions. 
We have a government, happy to prosecute soldiers 
for murder while fighting in a vicious shooting war in 
which a mother with a pushchair may be concealing 
a grenade, or the smiling militia man who ate with 
you last night the next morning suddenly turns and 
still smiling fires a full magazine straight into your 
comrade’s chest. 

It has always been Kipling’s ‘Making mock of 
uniforms that guard you while you sleep’. Plus ça 
change.

Merrie Cave is our Managing Editor

In	Memoriam

We are very grateful to the late Ian McInnes 
of Bristol, a longstanding subscriber, for 
remembering us in his will.  Mr McInnes's estate 
was distributed between good causes including 
ours.  We trust that he would approve of the uses 
to which his bequest has been put.
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‘Give	me	the	boy	and	I	will	give	
you	the	Wayne’
Paul	Weston

Imagine the scene. You are sitting on a bus with 
nineteen fellow adults at 4pm during school term 
time. Your journey is suddenly interrupted by the 

noisy arrival of nine teenage products of our utopian/
dystopian comprehensive schooling system. They shriek, 
they swear and they spit. 
They eat crisps and throw the 
empty packets to the floor, 
drink coke and allow the 
subsequently discarded cans 
to roll up and down the aisle 
and between your feet. One of 
them, a fifteen year old called 
Wayne turns up his ghetto 
blaster as a girl, covered in 
cheap gold jewellery, her hair 
scraped back, decorative rings 
adorning various parts of her 
overweight, multi-pierced 
anatomy grinds herself into 
his lap, her lipsticked mouth a 
knowing grin, her mascara’d 
eyes aflutter. She is fourteen 
years old. She knows all about 
sex; thrice hetero, bi and gay 
varieties, she learned that 
at primary school. She goes 
by the name of Shazza and 
lost her virginity to Wayne’s 
brother Dwayne at the age of twelve.

Shazza also knows about abortions, at least she 
knows they are her right in the event that Wayne, the 
Epsilon-Semi-Moron she is presently gyrating upon, 
fails to use the state-subsidised condoms handed out in 
assembly and ‘Knocks Her Up’. Should the wayward 
Wayne impregnate her, and should she not take up her 
inalienable right to abort Wayne’s epsilon offspring, she 
also knows her right to a free council flat as yet another 
ruined single mum teenager. Shazza, Wayne and their 
gang all know about these things, and others, such as 
how evil the British Empire was and how we perpetrated 
and condoned the evils of slavery. Sadly though, the 
name Wilberforce will only elicit a vacant, bovine look 
or a glottal-stopped enquiry into which club he plays for.

There are some things however that she does not know. 
She has no concept of the notions of honour, patriotism, 

duty, obligation, deference and civility. She can barely 
read, spell, add up or multiply in her head. She has no 
knowledge of her culture, the history of her country or 
the history of the institutions that make up and form the 
community she grew up in. No knowledge of music, 

art, language or literature. 
She is the same as the rest 
of her friends. Today, on 
board the number twelve bus 
they are simply representing 
their school (motto: Striving 
For  Excel lence In  The 
Community). In later years 
they will represent Britain as 
her tattooed, alcohol-fuelled 
ambassadors in the Dantesque 
clubs and bars of Ibiza, 
Faliraki and Torremolinos.

They are the sub-race; their 
future lives will consist of 
eeking out a low-wage, semi-
criminal, state-subsidised 
existence on the periphery 
of civilisation. They are 
the death rattle in the dying 
convulsions of a once proud 
educational system in a once 
proud nation. Obscene as 
they are, the truly ultimate 

obscenity is that they are the cold-blooded, calculated, 
consciously planned end product of the liberal-left’s 
tightly controlled forty-five year experiment in Socialist 
Social Engineering. The British comprehensive inner-
city school version of ‘Give me the boy and I will give 
you the Wayne.’

There is of course one other thing that Shazza, Wayne 
and their friends know. They know that you and the 
other nineteen adults on the bus are frightened of them. 
They know this because nobody has asked them to turn 
down the music, stop swearing, or pick up their litter. 
Would you?

Britain’s Dystopian School Children: Reprinted by 
kind courtesy of Paul Weston

http://gatesofvienna.net/authors/paul-weston/
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Like most journalists, I accentuate the negative. 
This is for two reasons: it is easier to be 
interesting about the bad than about the good 

(who does not prefer Quilp to Little Nell?), and because 
writing about the good can easily descend into mere 
moral uplift, or even into Soviet-style propaganda. 
Besides, we live in an age when the slightest sign 
of complacency, as exemplified by counting your 
blessings, is regarded by the intelligentsia almost as 
indifference to the suffering of the world. How can 
anyone be so callous as to enjoy anything when there 
is civil war in the Southern Sudan? 

The strain of compassionating all the suffering in 
the world leads to a great deal of humbug, of course. 
It is about as possible to empathise strongly with the 
suffering of all of Mankind as to read everything that 
has ever been written. The attempt should not be made. 
When you take the whole field of human suffering as 
your meadow, you are apt to neglect your own garden. 

In my career of lament at the state of the world I 
suffer (or at least ought to have suffered) from some 
degree of cognitive dissonance: for on the one hand 
I describe the world as full of the most terrible and 
intractable problems, and on the other find my own 
life highly satisfactory I am not oppressed, I am not in 
want, I have many interests that absorb me: what more 
could I ask of existence? And yet here I am, considering 
myself a voice in the wilderness and excoriating the 
conduct of others, forgetting entirely how much I owe 
to them the satisfactory train of my life. 

When I stop to think, I am embarrassed at how much I 
owe to people whose work and service I take for granted 
and whom I rarely, if ever, thank. It is fashionable to 
complain about the Post Office, for example, but in my 
whole life I have never met an unpleasant or impolite 
postman (or should I say postperson?), not only in 
Britain but anywhere else in the world that I have ever 
lived. No doubt postmen are not paragons of virtue, 
some beat their wives or drink too much, some may 
even dispose of letters rather than deliver them, but in 
two thirds of a century I have nothing but good to say of 
them. In my local post office there is a man behind the 
counter who is so pleasant and interesting that I look 
forward to having to deal with him. He has been there 
for years and is always cheerful, whatever his private 
chagrins might be, and he told me that he is thinking 

of writing a memoir of serving behind the counter, his 
position having served as a prefect platform for the 
observation of human nature. 

There are many educated people who would disdain 
that position, for it is the deformation of intellectuals 
that they consider only intellectual activity to be 
important or worthwhile. They are snobs in the 
worst way. I once read an article in the Guardian 
by Madeleine Bunting, an intelligent and cultivated 
person, in which she said that teenage girls had babies 
in order to avoid the otherwise terrible fate of serving 
at a supermarket checkout. 

There are many things wrong with this apart from 
the fact that it is empirically mistaken about teenage 
mothers, among which are the following: that such 
work may be an entry into other occupations rather 
than a career for life, that it is perfectly honest and 
honourable work in itself, that it is not without interest, 
that some people find repetitive work comforting, that 
there are many people suited to such work, and that 
(at least in my experience) the people who do it do not 
behave as if they were performing some terrible corvée. 
On the contrary, I have found them to be eager to please 
and willing to chat or respond to pleasantries. To regard 
them or their work with disdain is both unjustified and 
morally reprehensible. 

A few years ago we had a terrible smell in our dining 
room. We thought it was a dead rat somewhere, and 
we assumed that if you had one rat, you had many. 
We called the municipal rat-catcher (in those days 
rat-catching had not been privatised) and he was a 
most interesting man, impassioned by his work and 
respectful of his enemy, for whom he obviously had an 
admiration. He told us that there was a dead rat under 
the floorboards that he could take up the floorboards 
if we liked at the cost of making a terrible mess, but 
that the smell would go away in six weeks if we did 
nothing. He was absolutely right, to the week; but 
what I most remember of him was his devotion to his 
work, his knowledgeability, and his obligingness which 
we had done nothing to deserve. In other words, his 
obligingness was a stance towards the world and other 
people, a stance that is much more common than its 
opposite. 

Perhaps I am just fortunate or privileged, but I come 
across this stance so often that I hardly notice or reflect 

The	Lamentations	of	Dalrymple
Theodore	Dalrymple
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A striking feature of the ‘Brexit’ referendum is 
the number of intelligent, educated middle-aged 
professional people who cannot make up their 

minds. For the older generation, it is easy: the English 
did not stand alone in 1940 and fight the Second World 
War in order to be dictated to by bullying European 
bureaucrats. For the younger generation it is easy: Europe 
represents the freedom to travel, work abroad, live (and 
love) harmoniously around the campfire. But if one 
puts these natural instincts aside and attempts a rational 
analysis of the situation, the scale and complexity of the 
issues involved simply overwhelms. 

For one thing, it is impossible to arrive at a judgement 
concerning the future, perhaps even the destiny, of these 
islands without also considering the future of continental 
Europe without Britain, for that also impinges on us. With 
Angela Merkel presiding over a new liberal multicultural 
super-state (we might follow Michel Houllebecq’s 
example here and designate it ‘Eurabia’), that future 
seems grim. When the hordes cross the Channel, Britain’s 
Mediterranean, holding helpless infants aloft, will we 
sink their rubber dinghies? Or, as Jean Raspail predicts 
in his visionary novel The Camp of the Saints, will our 

Brexit:	Down	the	Primrose	Path	
to	Islamic	Statehood
Alistair	Miller

compassionate consciences prevail – the prospect of the 
stench of mass funeral pyres proving too disagreeable? 
It seems that whether we choose to stay in or leave, our 
fast track to Islamic statehood is assured. 

We have had precious little influence up to now in 
Europe, as Cameron’s wretched little deal testifies. Perhaps 
this is the inevitable consequence of our semi-detached 
status. But what happens if the self-serving liberal elite are 
voted out of office in Germany and France? The mood of 
ordinary French and Germans is changing fast. Aren’t the 
Poles, Czechs, Slovaks and Hungarians already at work 
destroying the liberal dream from within? The Hungarians 
have shocked Western liberals by declaring themselves 
‘a Christian nation’, and the Slovaks by complaining 
that they cannot accept any Muslims because they do 
not have any mosques. Spain, Portugal and Greece are 
economic disaster areas. The Dutch have simply had 
enough. A new Europe might already be emerging. The 
tragedy is that whereas a committed Britain might have 
been a force for radical change, we got ourselves instead 
a referendum and a wretched little deal. Would our exit be 
a help or a hindrance to the emergence of a new Europe? 
Who knows? 

on it. The other day, for example, I returned to England 
via my local airport. It is true that immigration officers 
are not usually the most cheerful of souls, but they have 
improved lately in politeness and I happened on one 
with whom I had a short chat, no doubt to the irritation 
of the person behind me who preferred to wait for his 
luggage than at the immigration desk. In the course 
of our brief interchange, I told the officer that I wrote 
and he told me that he was training to be an actor. This 
was very unexpected to me, for like everyone else I 
tend carelessly to identify functionaries exclusively 
with their function; I was delighted to feel a sense of 
comradeship with this man.

At the airport station, I struggled with my luggage 
to get through the barrier – having been away a long 
time, I had more luggage than usual. A young employee 
of the railway stepped forward to help me with the 
best of wills and without being asked. He was paid 
the same whether he did so or not; his career did not 
depend on it; his was pure goodwill that I had done 

nothing to deserve.
None of this is exceptional. Later today I shall 

go shopping, for example. I know that in doing so, 
the chances are that I shall meet no surliness, no 
aggression, no unpleasantness. If I ask for help I shall 
receive it. Most people will smile even if (or is it 
because?) they do not know me. 

But if by some chance I do come across someone 
who is unpleasant, if there is an instance of selfishness, 
egotism, rudeness or dishonesty, it is that that I shall 
dwell upon and remember, and possibly even write 
about if it is bad enough, for I cannot go on forever 
drawing attention to and praising the majority of human 
interactions, not even in the privacy of my own mind. I 
shall continue to accentuate the negative – for, without 
the negative, what is there to write, or even, talk about. 
You can go a long way on buses or trains before you 
hear people counting their blessings. 

Theodore Dalrymple is a retired psychiatrist.
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Brexit:	The	Kangaroo	and	the	
Lion
Daryl	McCann

For another thing, the Americans (our supposed closest 
Allies) want us ‘in’ and the Russians want us ‘out’. That 
alone is worrying. General Sir Michael Jackson drew 
attention to this and the other security implications of a 
British exit from the EU in a powerful article in The Daily 
Mail. He was particularly worried about the future of our 
nuclear deterrent, which is based in Scotland, and wants 
‘in’. He argued that although his heart says ‘get out’, his 
head says ‘stay in’. But then again, if you are going to 
give away your sovereignty, why worry about security? 

Most depressing of all, I think, is the nature of the 
economic choice we face. We are in a double bind. To 
stay in guarantees a continual inflow of labour, skilled 
and unskilled, to service a booming economy fuelled 
by population growth. Britain will become ever more 
dependent on cheap migrant labour, and public services 
and housing will be overwhelmed. This spells disaster. 
But to get out and rebalance the economy so that it is not 
dependent on a perpetual net inflow of labour (and this 
is the heart of the issue, not quibbling over tariffs) will 
necessitate an economic adjustment unprecedented in 
peacetime. In short, we will have to train our own people 
to work, and invest in our own economy rather than rely 

The Boris Johnson-led Brexit campaign, 
according to naysayers such as Nick Clegg, 
is based on ‘a sentimental, nostalgic vision of 

Britannia, proud and independent, ruling the waves 
once again.’ Clegg has it entirely wrong. Enlightened 
patriotism is sweeping the world, from Abdel Fattah el-
Sisi’s post-Muslim Brotherhood in Egypt to Germany’s 
freedomist AfD movement. If the people of the United 
Kingdom were to declare unilateral independence from 
Euroland on June 23 they would find themselves on 
the cutting edge of contemporary political evolution.

It is the transnationalists, the Brussels-based 
bureaucrats, the anti-Zionists in the United Nations 
and so on, who are regressive and on the wrong side 
of history. Barack Obama, oblivious to the fact that 
his globalist rhetoric, which includes everything 
from open borders and lax immigration, has ignited 
a populist firestorm in his country. Every multilateral 
arrangement Washington has entered into is now under 
enormous scrutiny in America. 

Barack Obama insists that no ‘special relationship’ 
between Washington and London would be resurrected 
by the UK reclaiming its full sovereignty, and that 
Britain could have more clout on the world stage if it 
remained a leading member of the European Union. 
But the first post-American president in the history 
of the United States – the son of a Kenyan who lived 
under British Imperial rule, and who could not conceal 
his contempt for Britain at his press conference on the 
22nd of April – would say that, wouldn’t he?

From an Australian perspective, at least, UK 
independence would open up all kinds of opportunities 
that have lain dormant since EEC membership in 1973. 
A rekindled relationship with countries like Australia, 
au contraire Nick Clegg, would have less to do with 
‘nostalgia’ for Empire than a pragmatic and mutually 
advantageous entente – to borrow the language of 
Vatican II – between ‘separated brethren’.

The new association could match the Trans Tasman 
Travel Arrangement (TTA) that Australia and New 

on foreign investment – things we used to do as a matter 
of course, but, being bankrupt, are not well placed to 
do now; and this in turn means that we save more and 
spend less, that government tax more and spend less, 
and that business improve its margins. We will have to 
eliminate the trade deficit, but the consequent devaluation 
of the pound will force up the cost of imported goods 
and raw materials. Labour and skill shortages will force 
up wages and costs. All this is necessary if markets are 
to do their job and the economy is to be rescued. But 
it spells significantly reduced living standards and has 
the potential for creating an inflationary spiral. House 
prices should fall but what will happen to interest rates is 
anyone’s guess. Of course, this is all ‘in the short run’; the 
long run prognosis is very good – so long as the patient 
is still alive. 

So I do not know how to vote on June 23. I suspect that 
the country will vote to stay in. But, whether we vote in or 
out, I shall be renewing my Australian passport as a matter 
of urgency. The queues, I suspect, might be quite long. 

The exodus of the English, I fear, is about to begin. 

Alistair Miller is a teacher.
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Zealand already share. The TTA enables the citizens 
of the two antipodean nations to travel and work in 
the neighbouring country without compromising the 
sovereignty of either. Out of a population of 4.5 million 
people some 600,000 New Zealanders live and work 
in Australia. They pay Australian taxes and have the 
right to remain here as long as they do not break the 
law. On the other hand, not all government services 
are available to them as non-citizens – for instance, 
student loans – and Australian citizenship itself is out 
of the question for a Kiwi here on a TTA, as is New 
Zealand citizenship for an Aussie 
working in the Land of the Long 
White Cloud on a TTA.

The upside of  the TTA, 
however,  i s  tha t  no  New 
Zealander working in Australia 
or vice versa need go through 
the heartache Australian teacher 
Sally Roycroft experienced when 
her career as an educator in 
London was cut short because 
she possessed an Australian 
passport rather than an EU one. 
The Roycroft case is pertinent 
because none other than Boris 
Johnson highlighted it in his 
2013 visit to Australia (see The 
Salisbury Review, Winter 2013). 
Roycroft’s difficulty, lamented 
Johnson, was the ‘infamous 
consequence’ of the UK joining the EEC: ‘We betrayed 
our relationship with Commonwealth countries such 
as Australia and New Zealand, and entered into 
preferential trading arrangements with what was then 
the European Economic Community.’

A Free Labour Mobility Zone between the UK and 
Australia – or between the UK and any country it 
chose to establish such an arrangement – would not 
be a case of Britannia ‘ruling the waves again’. It is 
true that during Australia’s first nationalist era, which 
resulted in the establishment of the Commonwealth of 
Australia in 1901, the Mother Country retained certain 
prerogatives. Not until the Statute of Westminster 
in 1931 did the Parliament of the United Kingdom 
officially renounce the right to hold sway over 
Commonwealth or Dominion realms. And only in 1936 
did Australia establish its own independent diplomatic 
corps and the United Kingdom appoint its first High 
Commissioner to Canberra; autonomous diplomatic 
relations between Australia and the United States 
ensued shortly thereafter.

Late nineteenth century Australian nationalism was, 
for the most part, not anti-British at all; second wave 

nationalism, with its origins in the 1960s and emphasis 
on Australia becoming a republic, represented an 
entirely different phenomenon. Art that exhibited 
an anti-British sentiment of any kind – for instance, 
films such as Breaker Morant (1980) and Gallipoli 
(1981) – was deemed to represent a win for national 
pride. For almost four decades leftist-progressives 
insisted that Australia could only be truly free and 
self-governing if the Governor-General, who is now 
always an Australian, was replaced by a president who 
would always be, well, an Australian. The Republican 

campaign crashed and burned at 
the 1999 referendum when the 
majority of Australians voted to 
preserve the status quo.

To this very day Australian-
style republicans mourn the fact 
that their side of the argument 
was undermined by a fatal 
division between the minimalists 
who sought a presidential head of 
state selected by the Australian 
Parliament and maximalists who 
demanded a popularly elected 
presidency. Inevitably, perhaps, 
out of the defeat of anti-British 
and republic-driven nationalism 
has gradually emerged a new 
kind of Australian nationalism. 
It is a patriotism that does not 
hanker after the restoration of 

the British Empire yet appears cognisant of the reality, 
as outlined by Daniel Hannan’s Inventing Freedom: 
How the English-speaking Peoples Made the Modern 
World (2013), that Australia’s version of constitutional 
monarchy is not something to be lightly abandoned. 
It is our protection, as it is amongst all the sovereign 
counties of the Anglosphere, including India, Singapore 
and Canada, against the great perils of the day. 

Hannan’s central thesis is that the EU (and 
transnational governance in general) might recognise 
in theory the primacy of the rule of law, democratic 
government and individual liberty but in practice 
is quite ready to ‘subordinate all three to political 
imperatives’. While President Obama has asserted to 
the British public that ‘collective action’ (that is to say, 
remaining in the EU) would better serve the people of 
the UK, Hannan’s conclusion points in the opposite 
direction. It is enlightened patriotism in conjunction 
with national self-determination and Westminster-
inspired governance that offers humanity the best 
chance of safeguarding the most endangered minority 
of all – the sovereign individual.

The sovereign individual is currently under 
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Khan	of	Khans
Peter	Mullen	

threat by modern-day tribalism, from Islamists and 
Islamic terrorists to bohemian socialists who despise 
patriotism and are obsessed by identity politics and 
internationalism. David Cameron strikes me as the 
kind of fellow whose heart might be in the right place 
but can never quite see to the heart of the matter. 
He is invariably undone by his quest to triangulate, 
to find a middle ground between two opposing and 
irreconcilable positions. Thus, the self-defined ‘liberal 
conservative’ was forced to admit British membership 
of the EU is problematic but then, after negotiating a 
bogus ‘middle ground’ with Brussels, ends up leading 
the ‘Remain’ campaign. To compromise, in some 
situations, is to be compromised.

F A Hayek’s 1960 essay ‘Why I Am Not A 
Conservative’ continues to be contentious. But 
leaving aside the issue of whether Hayek was or was 
not a conservative himself, his admonition against a 
certain type of conservatism still has relevance: ‘It 
may succeed by its resistance to current tendencies in 
slowing down undesirable developments, but, since it 
does not indicate another direction, it cannot prevent 
their continuance. It has, for this reason, invariably 

been the fate of conservatism to be dragged along 
a path not of its choosing.’ I can think of no more 
appropriate characterisation of David Cameron’s 
attitude to Britain’s role in the EU. 

Prime Minister Cameron and President Obama 
spoke together in London on April 22. It was Earth 
Day 2016. The American president insisted that the 
UK’s power was ‘amplified’ by its membership of the 
EU and warned it would go to the ‘back of the queue’ 
in terms of a trade deal with Washington if it went out 
on its own. Cameron subsequently implored his own 
countrymen to ‘listen to advice from friends’. It was 
left to Boris Johnson to point out the obvious: ‘We 
don’t have a trade deal with the US at the moment 
and we have been in the EU for 43 years.’ Australia, 
formerly a colonial outpost of the British Empire but 
now a fully sovereign nation, entered into the Australia-
US Free Trade Agreement (AUSFTA) on January 1st 
2005. 

 

Daryl McCann has a blog at http://darylmccann.
blogspot.com.au/

Sadiq Khan, the Labour party’s candidate for 
Mayor of London has stated his views on the 
Turkish accession to the EU – which, along with 

several billions of pounds, is said to be part of a bribe 
– sorry, agreement – that European governments have 
offered Turkey in exchange for their taking in most of 
the migrants arriving in Greece. Khan claims that if 
Turkey is not allowed to join then Brussels would be 
discriminating against Muslims:

Muslims across Europe will see the question for 
Turkish admission to the EU as a clear test of 
European inclusion. If the door is slammed shut it 
will be understood by twenty million Muslim citizens 
of the EU that the basis of the decision to treat Turkey 
differently to new members like Bulgaria or Romania 
has been made on the basis that Europe is a Christian 
Club. Many will conclude that Muslims can never be 
a part of the story of Europe or the West. That will 
undermine everybody working to say that of course 
one can be British, European and Muslim, or French, 
European and Muslim.

Even before the decision of whether to admit 
Turkey to the EU is taken, the sordid agreement over 

the immigration crisis is said to involve granting the 

right to Turkish citizens – there are eighty million 
of them – to visa-free travel throughout EU member 
states. Naturally, there is nothing to say these Turkish 
travellers won’t sell their documents to Syrians, 
Pakistanis, Afghans, Somalis and Nigerians – fellow-
Muslims all of them. Khan is right when he says that 
one can be British and a Muslim. A small minority 
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of Muslims have achieved this. It is not what usually 
happens. For while members of other minorities – 
Poles, Hindus and Jews, for instance – generally 
integrate into British society, Muslims set themselves 
apart. Bishop Michael Nazir-Ali was one of the first to 
report the existence of Muslim ghettos. Now this fact 
is staring us all in the face.

In scores of our towns and cities there are Muslim 
ghettos where the police are reluctant to fully 
enforce the law for fear of attracting the accusation 
of ‘Islamophobia’. In these places a measure of 
Sharia is in operation and British laws are ignored or 
transgressed. Pub landlords are tyrannised until they 
close their alehouses. Forced marriages are arranged, 
honour killing contemplated and young girls sent 
abroad for female genital mutilation. In Britain today, 
the integrated Muslim is the exception rather than 
the rule. It would be suicidal to give free access to 
millions more of these sectarian separatists, many of 
whom declare vociferously that they despise European 
civilisation and customs. If we admit even more of 
those who are antipathetic to our values, we can expect 
only social strife and, give it time, much worse.

Let us now turn to the other part of Sadiq Khan’s 
strange statement. He speaks of Europe as a Christian 
club – which indeed it used to be – though I prefer the 
phrase Christian civilisation: Christendom. Over 1500 
years this remarkable achievement produced the great 
universities, schools, hospitals, the common law, the 
cathedrals and the parish churches, modern science 
and works of the highest genius in literature, painting 
and music. 

As all civilisations rise and fall, that which formed 
Christian Europe is rapidly coming to its close. There 
is no statute of exemption to say that what happened to 
the Sumerians, the Persians and the Egyptians cannot 
happen to us. The mass influx by a people whose ways 
are alien to ours and whose aim is not to integrate but 
to prevail will, of course, contribute greatly to our 
demise; as will the fact that among those already here 

the birth-rate is four or five times that of indigenous 
non-Muslims. But there is another even more important 
factor. A civilisation may summon the will to resist and 
repulse any foreign invasion, but if that civilisation 
loses its belief in its own values, then no power on 
earth can save it from destruction.

For many centuries, the values of European 
civilisation were Christian. They are no longer. 
Sometimes people say that Christianity is a thing of 
the past, something we have outgrown in our proud 
modernity and that is dying. This is not true. In Africa, 
many parts of Asia and South America, Christianity 
is thriving and growing. But in Europe Christianity is 
finished. We have rejected Christian ethics and given 
up on the Christian God. We now inhabit a culture of 
aggressive secularism operated by a bureaucratic elite 
imposing a willed multiculturalism and diversity. While 
claiming to be humane and tolerant, this new secular 
political hegemony makes a point of disallowing our 
historic Christian culture and persecuting Christianity’s 
traditional believers – seen, for example, in the fate 
of those who disapprove of homosexual marriage. 
Mr Cameron spoke before Easter about the need to 
maintain our Christian values, but he has a queer idea 
of what these values are. His own personal innovation, 
homosexual marriage, represents the antithesis of 
Christian values: its concept and practice are explicitly 
Pagan.

There is a general supposition that we modern types, 
‘come of age’, as Dietrich Bonhoeffer loved to say, can 
dispense with Christianity – in Larkin’s phrase, ‘That 
vast moth-eaten, musical brocade created to pretend 
we never die’ – and all the good things in society 
will remain. They will not. Our bien pensant secular 
bureaucrats should read T S Eliot, who wrote in 1934:

Such modest achievements as you can boast in the 
way of polite society will hardly survive the faith to 
which they owe their significance. 

Peter Mullen is a retired priest.
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One can speculate on the origins, implications 
and likely future of differences of hair and skin 
colour. Almost certainly they are a response 

to climate variations. The grey skies and cold winds 
of the North do not require those who live under and 
with them to have a generous endowment of melanin to 
protect them from the sun. Our East African ancestors, 
however, must all have been black. Over the millennia 
the early humans who drifted North lost their melanin. 
Differentiation had certainly appeared by historical 
times. Homer refers to ‘golden-haired Achilles’ and 
‘red-haired Menelaus’. The Great Migrations of 
500-1,000 AD seem to have made little 
difference.

In ‘A Whiter Shade of Pale’ (March 
2016) Christie Davies refers to the habit 
of Ottoman Sultans of begetting heirs 
on female concubines abducted from 
Europe. Indeed, the Sultan who reigned 
from 1566 to 1574, Selim II, born of a 
Ukrainian mother, was known as Selim 
the Blond (and also as Selim the Sot). 
As the line continued, the proportion of 
European genes rose. The reverse was to 
happen to the Saudi dynasty. Its slaves 
came from the South so the princes 
acquired a dusky hue.

Black hair is the species norm. Blonde 
and red hair are temporary adaptations 
and, as such, recessive genes. It is hard for them to hold 
their own except in more-or-less closed communities. 
One thinks of the ruddy-headed ducks’ controversy. 
Should ruddy-headed ducks flying into a country be 
shot before they can interbreed with white-headed 
ducks of the same family? Interbreeding would lead 
to the swamping of the white-headed ducks.

Very few human communities are completely 
and permanently closed. Even in its Scandinavian 
heartlands blonde hair is yielding to the dominant 
dark. Its distribution elsewhere was decided by the 
discoveries of the 16th Century. North Europeans 
colonised North America and Australasia, so initially 
the colour proportions replicated themselves there. 
The Slave Trade, which added over 12 million black 
people to the population over two centuries, made 
a difference. So in North America the proportion of 

blondes was bound to decline even before the advent 
of the Latinos in the 20th Century.

The Industrial Revolution and the two World Wars 
reversed the flow of people. Europe no longer sent 
its offspring to govern the world. It became a magnet 
for the poor of its erstwhile possessions. For 50m 
years Britain, France, the Netherlands, Belgium and 
Germany have accepted millions of immigrants. 
Long before the present crisis the percentage of Third 
Worlders in our populations reached 5 per cent, and 
in some cases much more. For religious reasons some 
of the immigrants have not merged with the native 

inhabitants. Many, however, have. In 
the UK the mixed race group is growing 
more quickly than any other section of 
the population.

Here birth rates come in. Among 
West Europeans they have sunk below 
replacement levels, a fall shared by 
Russia and Japan. But in hotter climates 
and to some extent among migrants from 
them, birth rates have remained high 
while child mortality has fallen. In some 
countries half the population is under 
15. The proportion of blondes takes a 
buffeting from that direction also.

This brings in climate change. The 
equatorial regions might become 
uninhabitable and whole nations might 

have to move North or South. The value, so to speak, 
of melanin might soar. Cultural pressures might be slow 
to change and reverse, but fear of frying will eventually 
prevail. Think of Malorie Blackman’s Noughts and 
Crosses. In Nazi-ruled Europe one of the grim jokes 
was ‘Who is the most desirable woman in Europe?’ 
The answer was ‘an Aryan grandmother’. If Europe 
heats up enough, the answer might be ‘a Congolese 
grandmother’. As it is, the highest skin cancer rates 
in the world are among South African and Australian 
whites – a warning.

A combination of basic facts and present development 
might virtually submerge these recessive genes. Some 
experts have estimated that blonde and red hair will 
almost die out within 300 years. A matter for the Rare 
Breeds, Endangered Species and Biodiversity lobbies? 
The genes could be placed in a gene bank for use when 

‘What	colour’s	your	Barnet	?’
Margaret	Brown
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‘Without	Benefit	of	Clergy’
Penelope	Fawcett	Hulme

Just after I became a hospital visitor in 2012 in 
London, the Anglican chaplain left after a spat 
over the Catholics over-embellishing the chapel 

with their icons and plastic candle holders. It was 
getting a bit garish but I was reassured that it still 
looked Christian. I didn’t like the growing aesthetic of 
decor to suit all comers. So called ‘multi-faith’ prayer 
rooms were tacitly given over 
to Muslims, who held services 
at a nearby hospital with the 
room divided by a sheet if 
women were present. They 
also had a locked prayer-room 
which could only be used by 
men. 

He did not agree with me. ‘We 
have to be here for everyone,’ 
he told me and rather than 
capitulate to old-fashioned 
denominationalism he left. 

After that I was rather on my 
own. A young parson would 
pop in occasionally, but I hardly 
saw any other Anglican staff. There were few services. 
I was shocked that there wasn’t even a C of E service 
at Easter. Communion was rarely given at the bedside, 
let alone the last rites, now renamed ‘the sacrament of 
the sick’, to be less gloomy. People belonging to the 
state church often die alone in hospital without any 
spiritual care. It was explained that demographically 
there were just not enough Anglicans to make looking 
after them worthwhile.

I was aware on my lonely sojourn around the wards 
that the Catholics and Muslims were quite unsqueamish 
about looking after their own people regardless of 
numbers, as well as being unburdened by notions of 
inclusiveness. The Catholic priests, some very elderly, 
served fellow Catholics night and day. When I came 
across a scared young lad chained to a bed surrounded 

by large policemen, I called the 
Catholic chaplain for help. He 
trundled through the cordon as 
calmly as if he was visiting an 
elderly parishioner for tea. 

In 2014 I left London for a 
large market town. In my new, 
more tranquil location I carried 
on with my visiting in one of 
a group of small ‘community 
hospitals’, but surprisingly 
it was more difficult to do 
it well, to offer anyone real 
support. In London I had 
actively befriended isolated 
patients, here the main concern 

was not to breach boundaries, some of them mythical 
but mostly originating in the Data Protection Act. 

The problem was there were just not enough 
Catholics around. The demographic must be against 
them. I worked entirely with Anglicans. In our small, 
rather isolated ‘community’ hospitals, there were no 
services at all. The unit I visited was mainly for people 
with dementia and ‘mental health issues’. As far as I 
could tell they received almost no spiritual support at 

the planet goes into a cold phase. One must hope that 
as they dwindle in number blondes and red-heads 
do not share the fate of African albinos. They are 
dismembered and eaten, this being seen as productive 
of good luck.

There are some interesting features of coloration in 
the UK. Apparently the percentage of blondes rises 
slightly from South to North. The far North, Scotland, 
has the highest proportion of red-heads in the world 
– 13 per cent, with about 40 per cent having near 
ancestors with it, in practice indicating that, going 
back a few generations, everyone carries the gene. 

According to the late Professor Eysenck, IQs rise 
slightly from South to North. The majority blood group 
in the South is O; in the North it is A. These changes 
in proportion are slight but definite. They give rise to 
intriguing speculations.

Will the darkening of the colour of our species have 
political consequences? The light skin and hair seen 
as indicators of caste and position in the mating tables 
are just a blip about to disappear. Sic transit...

Margaret Brown is a journalist
Barnet: Cockney rhyming slang for ‘Barnet Fair’ meaning ‘Hair’.
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all. I heard that the ‘sacrament of the sick’ had recently 
been provided to one dying man, but there was a worry 
that this might have ‘over privileged’ one patient. 
Anglican clerics seemed to prefer tying themselves in 
knots over correct conduct rather than working out a 
pastoral mission. ‘Mission’ was certainly not a word 
they would have used.

In early April I parted company with the hospital 
after only eight months. The unit where I visited had 
previously been isolated within the walls of a general 
hospital but not part of it. Given new premises they 
remained separate and suspicious of strangers. My 
presence seemed to worry them. In the culture of the 
Data Protection Act any service to patients I might offer 
didn’t count as I was seen as a risk to confidentiality. 

I kept being reported for what to me seemed odd 
reasons; firstly for enquiring about a patient who was 
depressed and told me, in detail, how he planned to kill 
himself when he went home. I told a male nurse who 
seemed very uneasy about getting the information. In 
the small office where a fat young woman sat staring 
at a screen and usually ignored me, I asked her to write 
down what I had heard and make sure it was passed 
on to the right people. I was told I had breached the 
‘boundaries’ of what was expected of my role. I was 
puzzled by this, but my boss, a very good man, was 
called in to have a special meeting with me in which 
he explained that this was about patient confidentiality. 

‘If I was to look online about a patient and pass 
on any details to any other person, that would mean 
instant dismissal’, he explained. Better dead than being 
discussed without a form being filled in by officially 
licensed people. 

Secondly, I spent half an hour chatting to a man 
of ninety-five who was about to be discharged back 
to his empty home. He wanted to find sheltered 
accommodation and was trying to find out about that 
by himself, without access to the Internet. He told 
me he’d once been connected to a local church so I 
contacted them and asked if they would visit him once 
he got home. I did not tell anyone in the unit that I’d 
done it as it was sure to be taken as yet another breach 
of the rules. 

Sure enough when I mentioned it to my boss he said 
contacting the man’s church was not allowed, ‘unwise’ 
as he put it. Better to sit at home alone and miserable 
than be visited without official permission. I managed 
to get into trouble over him anyway as he told a nurse 
that he had told me a lot about himself but he wasn’t 
sure who I was. I had told him that I came from the 
chaplaincy, but he’d forgotten, or perhaps more likely, 
the nurse didn’t understand what he said. The word 
‘Chaplaincy’ itself is now not well known. 

It was as if I was seen as some kind of malicious 

interloper, and I began to feel I was being watched for 
any infraction. The system seemed to be for staff to 
report each other rather than say anything face to face. 
It was clear I was not welcome in the unit.

‘They just don’t get it’, said my boss sadly. Instead 
of sacking me by email, being a decent man he said 
goodbye in the community hospital chapel, recently 
renamed ‘the Sanctuary’. He told me approvingly 
that the ancient name had been changed, ‘To be more 
inclusive and include our Muslim brothers.’

The ‘Sanctuary,’ was a white box with large brown 
cupboard doors like wardrobes in a cheap motel, 
stripped of any Christian symbols or any symbols at all, 
‘for safety,’ I was told, ‘because patients might use it’. 

There was a fragment of stained glass erected to look 
like a window, showing swirly abstract colours. The 
rest of it is kept in the cupboard, again presumably 
against risk, in particular the risk of being associated 
with organised Christianity. In London and beyond, 
our state church has decided in the interests of a liberal 
political credo sanctioned by petty bureaucrats, to 
give up all badges of identity and with it a serious 
chaplaincy mission. Staff and patients often ‘just don’t 
get it’, because too often there is nothing there anymore 
for them to get. 

Penelope Fawcett Hulme is a social commentator.
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so long.  We are therefore looking 
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Brexit:	‘Euroscepticism	is	a	form	
of	mental	illness?	’
Scott	Grønmark

While working for TV news in the late 1980s, 
I was helping a senior BBC political 
journalist choose clips from a speech by a 

prominent Tory eurosceptic minister, when, irritated by 
the stream of jeering anti-Little Englander comments 
issuing from my colleague, I asked him to name one 
identifiable benefit arising from our membership of the 
EU (still the EEC at that stage). To my astonishment, 
a man who could deliver an articulate three-minute 
piece-to-camera live from Westminster Green in the 
face of a howling gale was totally non-plussed. After 
casting around desperately for a minute or two, he 
muttered something about the availability of a wide 
range of European cheeses in 
Sainsbury’s. When pressed, he 
said we really must be getting 
on, and asked the video editor 
to restart the tape. So ended my 
first and last discussion at the 
BBC regarding the merits of 
the EU. The Corporation had 
already decided that the EU 
was A Good Thing. Its attitude 
to those foolish enough to 
oppose membership was made 
clear to Rod Liddle when he 
was the editor of Today: ‘a very 
senior BBC executive said to 
me…about the Eurosceptics: 
‘You do realise, Rod, that these 
people are mad?’’

From the BBC’s unstintingly 
adulatory coverage of the EU 
during the intervening years – despite the migrant 
disaster, multiple economic crises, the implosion of 
Greece, terrorist attacks, events in Ukraine – the BBC 
still gives every impression of believing that the EU 
is A Good Thing and that Euroscepticism is a form of 
mental illness. So why has the BBC fallen so totally, 
madly, head-over-heels in love with a bloated, sclerotic, 
bureaucratic, undemocratic, secretive, dirigiste 
organisation lavishly funded by taxpayers whose 
money is spent without their consent on whichever 

daft ‘progressive’ schemes take its fancy, and which is 
ultimately answerable to nobody – oh, hang on, I think 
I may have answered my own question. The uncanny 
resemblance between the two entities doesn’t end there. 

For instance, they both support policies which have 
already failed, or those which are bound to: the BBC 
has never encountered an item of government spending 
that didn’t need to be increased, or a proposed spending 
‘cut’ that wouldn’t leave a trail of human devastation in 
its wake, or an area of human activity that didn’t need 
regulating, or a useless deadbeat who didn’t deserve 
a subsidy (‘Shawneesha Quotts is an unemployed 
alcoholic single mother living with her fifteen children 

by twelve different fathers 
in a £10m council house in 
Hampstead. If the government 
goes ahead with plans to 
cut the ‘Feckless Trollops’ 
payments introduced by the 
last Labour government, she 
says her children will have 
no choice but to become 
drug-dealers and prostitutes 
– and it’ll be our fault.’). The 
answer to incontinent public 
spending is to print more 
money. Any energy policy 
with the words ‘renewable’, 
or ‘green’ in its title – no 
matter how inefficient or 
ruinously unaffordable – 

must be subsidised by raising 
current energy bills. There is 

no greater threat to humanity than climate change. The 
British people can elect a right-of-centre government 
if they really feel they must, but the EU and the BBC 
will consider it their duty to put as many obstacles as 
possible in the path of any remotely right-wing policies 
it might try to implement – the BBC with relentlessly 
hostile propaganda, the EU with threats, red tape, 
directives, and legal SWAT teams. 

The failed policy that has the BBC and the EU 
currently marching in lock-step is mass immigration. 

Self portrait of a person with schizophrenia. 
Wikepedia
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The comedian Lee Hurst recently tweeted the 
following: ‘The BBC appears to have cameras that 
can find a child in a crowd of thousands of young 
men, but not on BBC premises.’ If your only source 
of information regarding Europe’s current migrant 
catastrophe was the BBC, you might have gathered 
that the only migrants seeking to enter the EU are 
refugees from Middle East war zones, and that most of 
the men are doctors who all speak impeccable English 
and who are invariably accompanied by their wives 
and children. An item on the corporation’s News site 
entitled ‘Migration to Europe explained in seven charts’ 
includes three photographs of migrants, all prominently 
featuring women and children. None of the charts 
breaks down asylum seekers by age, marital status or 
profession (if any), but several highlight Britain’s lack 
of generosity in accepting migrants compared to our 
compassionate European partners. It fails to mention 
that 72 per cent of those who have attempted to cross 
the Mediterranean are adult males, while just 13 per 
cent are adult women. But is the BBC as a whole 
focussing on this point? Of course not. The danger 
inherent in a mass influx of young, unmarried, mainly 
uneducated Muslim men is obviously the threat of 
Islamophobic violence from the Far Right (i.e anyone 
right of David Cameron): the threat of ‘radicalisation’ 
stems from xenophobic hostility to those who do 
manage to get here.

The policy of encouraging mass migration feels like 
an attempt by the EU – with the BBC’s wholehearted 
support – to punish the indigenous peoples of Europe 
for disappointing them. Here, our left-liberal elite 
lost faith in us in the ’80s, when, unforgivably, we 
kept on voting for Mrs. Thatcher. In particular, the 
working and lower-middle classes have proved a 
sad disappointment, with their refusal to embrace 
socialism, or to give a stuff about feminists, gays, 
the transgender community, nuclear disarmament, 
immigration, multiculturalism, foreign aid, political 
correctness – or the EU itself. Despite decades of 
propaganda from the BBC, the lower orders have 
proved obdurate when it comes to signing up to the 
Great Progressive Programme: pride in the flag, the 
military and the monarchy and a propensity to celebrate 
our national differences are, if anything, increasing. 
The indigenous working classes – here and in many 
parts of Europe – have proved themselves unworthy 
of the compassion of their enlightened overlords’ now, 
the elites seem determined to replace them in a sort 
of endlessly prolonged punishment beating. (It never 
occurs to the BBC or the EU that perhaps it’s their 
attitudes which need to change, rather than those of 
the tax-payers who fund them.) 

The oddest aspect of the EU’s open borders policy 

and the BBC’s support for it is that the left-liberal elites 
which have been busily feminising European manhood 
have now opened their arms (well our arms, actually) 
to hordes of the most unreconstructed, hairy-chested, 
misogynistic male chauvinists on the planet. The EU 
plans to force publicly-listed companies to reserve 
40 per cent of their board seats for women (some 
countries have already self-harmed by introducing 
the quota voluntarily) — while leaving European 
women vulnerable to attacks by testosterone-charged 
young men from relatively primitive cultures where 
an uncovered female head is regarded as an open 
invitation to abuse. Is there something about the 
unfettered masculinity of these recent arrivals that 
awakens atavistic urges in those liberals who have 
created a society in their metrosexual image? 

This lack of logic over immigration thickens the 
general air of unreality which envelops the BBC and 
the EU. Watching BBC coverage of current events 
sometime feels like getting reports from a parallel 
universe in which everything looks much as it does 
in our world, but in which all the conclusions are the 
diametric opposite of those which a rational, sensible 
human being would draw: the EU and the BBC both 
seem certain that the only way to solve a problem is 
to do even more of what caused it in the first place, 
whether that be more Europe, more bureaucrats, more 
green energy, more public spending, or more migrants. 
And both organisations seem utterly convinced that 
those who warn of a potential problem are always 
somehow guilty of causing it. (A similar warped logic 
dictates that the beliefs of a religion in whose name 
innocents are being slaughtered around the globe are to 
accorded the utmost respect, while the beliefs of those 
who follow a religion which isn’t killing anybody, and 
which lies at the very heart of our civilisation, are to 
be dismissed with contempt.)

Finally, both organisations believe that they are 
somehow necessary: without the BBC, Britons would 
rapidly sink into cultureless savagery (or vote for UKIP, 
which is much the same thing), and, without the EU 
to keep us safe, Europe would be swept by waves of 
rabid nationalism, inevitably leading to another war: 
Tony Hall and Jean-Claude Juncker are all that stand 
between Britain and Armageddon. 

Well, at least the BBC produces some good 
programmes. The EU can’t even claim that.

Scott Grønmark was a BBC producer.
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From	the	Tattooist’s	Parlour
Victoria	Sweetwater

At one time, children dreamed of being singers and 
footballers. Now they are more likely to say they 
want to become tattooists. At least it’s a more 

realistic goal but it hints at the kind of glamour afforded 
to tattooists by those that have grown up immersed in a 
subculture that saturates their lives, both online and off, 
with tattooing and other such modern phenomena.

Not that the desire to be a tattooist has motivated these 
scores of school leavers into learning how to draw, or 
discipline themselves with the right kind of attitude 
toward hard work, but then they never bothered learning 
to sing or take football seriously either. Tattooing has not 
escaped the decline in standards, and tattooists are forced 
to suffer droves of young hopefuls knocking on doors, 
imagining they can get a job with the barest minimum 
effort. Not surprisingly, like everybody else who wants 
a job doing well, tattooists hire from the continent. I’m 
afraid British youth have become so unemployable that 
not even tattooists can tolerate them. And out of such 
unemployability has arisen an explosion of British teenage 
scratchers – those who simply buy a tattoo kit online and 
set about decorating themselves like toddlers crayoning 
a bedroom wall.

A mother once brought her teenage son to see me to 
ask for advice on being a tattooist. He told me proudly 
that he never missed an episode of Miami Ink and he was 
already teaching himself at home, and was just wondering 
if I could give him some advice on technique. Not only 
would wandering into a tattoo shop and announcing you 
tattoo illegally at home have once have gotten your fingers 
broken, but he proceeded to roll up his sleeve and show the 
most horrific scribbled mess I’ve ever seen on somebody 
so young. His arm was almost completely black. The parts 
that were vaguely recognisable as shapes were so badly 
drawn they didn’t even merit being on paper let alone skin.

A few months later, I saw a girl again for more work. 
She could only book in for more work on the tattoo several 
weeks apart because she had to save up from her zero hours 
contract. Previously she had told me about her dream to 
one day become a tattooist. She watched Miami Ink all the 
time. (Yes that show is largely the reason the middle class 
are getting tattooed. For the working class the number one 
reason is David Beckham.) Kat Von D, the show’s feisty 
tattooed heroine, was her role model, and such gothic 
appearance is seen as attractive to emulate in today’s 
youth. I recommended she learn to draw first and she had 
promised to do so and bring in her art work, but each time I 
saw her, she was ‘going to get round to it’ and yet somehow 
she talked about becoming a tattooist as though the work 
would manifest itself. In truth, there is no longer any need 

to learn to draw to tattoo: a surprising amount of people 
are perfectly amazed by tattoos, no matter how badly they 
are done, they just don’t appear to notice. 

I don’t feel tattooing is an entirely bad influence in 
that sense. I’m always glad to see people from deprived 
backgrounds learning to draw, and taking a personal skill 
so seriously; and for many it represents a viable living 
earning a decent wage without the expense of university, 
so it’s not entirely from stupidity that they want in on the 
act. I have seen a man go from bricklayer to homeowner 
with a jeep in less than five years, and a barmaid switch to 
tattooing and achieve international fame and a world tour 
within eighteen months. There is big money to be made 
in tattooing. With prices around £60-£100 an hour, it’s not 
unknown for tattooists to take home a thousand pounds a 
day. The teenagers who buy the tattoo machines therefore, 
provided they charge money to their friends, will begin to 
see an instant revenue from their small investment. Instant 
cash for long-term regret is an equation that people are 
short-sighted enough to fall for.

It was several more months before the girl I’d advised to 
start drawing came back to see me. However, this day she 
looked a little hesitant as she rolled her sleeve up. ‘I hope 
you don’t mind, but I bought my own tattoo kit and had 
a go on myself’ she said, revealing what looked like two 
testicles but were apparently cherries. ‘It’s gone horribly 
wrong’ she said sadly ‘Can you sort it out?’ 

It reminded me of another girl who came in needing 
cover-ups all over her arms and legs after receiving a tattoo 
kit from her parents for Christmas. Excitedly she had set 
it all up, switched it on and immediately began tattooing 
the palm of her hand, presumably with her smiling parents 
watching as she altered her appearance and job prospects 
forever. Quite why an eighteen year old girl would want 
‘Fuck You’ tattooed on her palm is beyond me and I had 
to ask why ‘Oh it’s supposed to be a joke’ she said ‘you 
know, like…if someone annoys me I can put my hand up 
and say ‘talk to the hand!’ These stories are commonplace 
among the working class, and it eroded my initial love of 
the subject into first doubt and then horror of what I then 
began to feel unethical.

Luckily for that particular girl, palms do not tattoo easily, 
like the soles of the feet, upon which some tattooists will 
practice, the ink will usually disappear. But this is not so 
for the rest of the body, or the rest of the youth that are 
now so randomly erasing themselves.

Victoria Sweetwater is a cartoonist, classical artist and 
portraitist.
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Conservative	Classic	—	62	
T	E	Hulme	(1883-1917)	Selected Writings,	Carcanet	Press,	1998	
Peter	Mullen

C H Sisson said of T E Hulme that he was ‘the 
dominant mind of the century’ – and he lived 
only the first seventeen years of the 20th century. 

He was politically, intellectually and artistically 
conservative and these are the qualities which enabled 
him, with his contemporaries Eliot, Pound and Lewis, 
to be highly creative and innovative. There is a 
widespread misunderstanding when 
it comes to the provenance of original 
work in literature, art and music – 
the foolish notion that works of the 
highest quality come to the artist 
out of thin air, out of his peculiar 
genius. Actually, it is only the writer, 
painter or composer who thoroughly 
understands the past, who is steeped 
in the past, who can, in Pound’s 
phrase, ‘Make it new.’ The image of 
the solitary creative genius sitting 
with only his inspiration for company 
is merely silly. It is Romanticism. 
And Hulme had a special contempt 
for this saying, ‘Romanticism is spilt 
religion.’ Thus Joyce’s Ulysses is a 
reworking of the classical tale, relocated to early 20th 
century Dublin and The Waste Land is Dante’s Inferno 
in the City of London. 

Hulme rejoiced to see in modern art the breakup of 
the Renaissance humanistic tradition which was art 
with the human form and human aspirations at the 
centre. He said:

You get the first hint of it in the beginnings of the 
Renaissance itself, in a person like Pico Della 
Mirandola. You get there the hint of an idea of 
something which finally culminates in a doctrine 
which is the opposite of the doctrine of Original 
Sin: the belief that man as a part of nature was after 
all something satisfactory. You get a change from a 
certain profundity and intensity to that flat and insipid 
optimism which, passing through its first stage of 
decay in Rousseau, has finally culminated in the state 
of slush in which we now have the misfortune to live.

The idea that man is a deeply flawed creature, capable 
of good but inclined to evil, is a Judaistic-Christian 
idea, a conservative idea. Hulme said, ‘I am a certain 

kind of Tory. I am more than a conservative. I am a 
reactionary.’ But here we must put far from our minds 
the vision of the modern Conservative Party – which 
is all about managed decline and socialism-lite – and 
think instead of Dr Johnson and Samuel Coleridge, of 
T S Eliot and C H Sisson. 

Hulme was a very physical man, tall and powerful, 
given to womanising and the occasional 
brawl. He once hung Wyndham Lewis 
upside down from a lamppost as a 
result of a quarrel over a girl. And he 
persuaded Gaudier-Brzeska to make 
him a knuckle-duster carved out of 
solid brass. This he carried about with 
him wherever he went. One day he was 
relieving himself in Soho Square when 
a policeman rebuked him, ‘You can’t 
do that here!’ He replied, ‘I will have 
you know I’m a member of the middle 
classes.’ And the copper said, ‘I beg your 
pardon sir!’ and walked away.

He loved traditional things, rites and 
ceremonies: pilgrimages to graves, 
standing bareheaded, offering of a 

sacrifice or merely saying Amen to a set prayer. 
He regarded processions as the highest form of art 
and couldn’t resist them and would march with the 
Salvation Army bands he met accidentally in Oxford 
Street on Sunday evenings. He ate suet pudding every 
day.

Hulme was a patriot. When war broke out, he 
joined the Honourable Artillery Company and on 
29th December 1914 he was sent to France. When he 
returned to England wounded the following year and 
in hospital, he took up the cudgels against pacifists 
(among them Bertrand Russell) with articles such as 
The Kind of Rubbish We Oppose and Why We Are in 
Favour of This War. He wrote: 

The pacifists’  incapacity to realise the consequences 
of defeat arises from a relativist, utilitarian ethic. 
They live securely and comfortably, finding a 
sufficient support in a sceptical rationalism. But 
individuals in a condition of danger, when the 
pseudo-absolutes melt away into a flux, require once 
more a real absolute to enable them to live.
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The pacifism of Russell and Bell arose from a 
progressive utilitarian ideology that found no place 
whatever for the heroic, that deeply discounted the 
importance of honour and that was prepared to sacrifice 
virtually any principle for the sake of peace. Hulme 
had nothing but contempt for it. 

He understood that, in the humanist view, everything 
is justified by its results, and the results are justified 
by their results and so on. The ultimate justification 
is either future happiness or human survival. This is 
totally opposed to the outlook that Hulme sometimes 
calls religious and sometimes classical. In that view, 
there are absolute goods, which are not justified by 
anything they may lead to, but are simply good in 
themselves. Restraint, courage, self-sacrifice and 
truthfulness are qualities of this kind. If people have 
no sense of the reality of these absolute values, they 
have no standard by which they can perceive the radical 
imperfection of either man or nature, and they begin to 
think that life is the source and measure of all values 
and that man is fundamentally good. 

We have been beaten because our enemies’ theories 
have conquered us. We have played with these to our 
own undoing. Not until we are hardened again by 
conviction are we likely to do any good. In accepting 
the theories of the other side, we are merely repeating 
a well-known historical phenomenon. The Revolution 
in France came about not so much because the forces 
which should have resisted were half-hearted in their 

resistance. They themselves had been conquered 
intellectually by the theories of the revolutionary 
side. The privileged class is beaten only when it has 
lost faith in itself, when it has been penetrated by the 
ideas that are working against it.

That should be required reading for members of 
today’s Conservative Party and particularly those in 
government.

He ridiculed the delusions of progressives and 
Romantics who say there is no reason why we 
should not suppose that selfishness will be gradually 
eliminated and a new kind of man, better fitted to live 
in the Socialist Utopia, will be evolved. They don’t 
believe in God, so they begin to believe that man is 
a god. They don’t believe in heaven, so they begin to 
believe in a heaven on earth. 

The fundamental error is that of placing perfection 
in humanity, thus giving rise to that bastard thing 
Personality and all the bunkum that follows from it. 
You disguise the wheel by tilting it up a bit. It then 
becomes progress which is the modern substitute for 
religion. Ethical values are not relative to human 
desires and feelings, but absolute and objective, and 
as man is essentially bad, he can only accomplish 
anything of value by discipline – ethical and political. 
Order is thus not merely negative but creative and 
liberating. Institutions are necessary.

Back at the front in 1917, he was killed by a shell 
at Oostduinkerke near Nieuwpoort in West Flanders.

Albert Finney turns 80 on May 9th this year. 
The passage of time really can be scary. In 
the early 1960s Finney was the original ‘angry 

young man’, mentioned in dispatches alongside actors 
Richard Harris and Peter O’Toole and playwright John 
Osborne. 

Yet Finney hated all tags and always defied simple 
description. In truth, he had little in common with them. 
By the time they turned 50, Harris and O’Toole had 
accumulated the fattest pile of press cuttings of just 
about any post-war actors. It was also a photo finish 
as to which of their vital organs would cut out first. 
They had to reform or die. Finney, always less self-
destructive, could merely continue on his merry way. 

Reputations	—	51	
Albert	Finney
Gabriel	Hershman

It was Finney’s portrayal of Arthur Seaton in 
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning that propelled him 
to stardom. His bitter, brawling, boozy factory worker, 
playing around with a workmate’s wife, shooting 
pellets at a fat neighbour, was seen as the anti-hero of 
the ‘New Wave’ of kitchen sink drama. 

Seaton was the champion of those wanting to man 
the barricades. Seaton’s credo – ‘Don’t let the bastards 
grind you down!’ and ‘I just want a good time; all the 
rest is propaganda’ was shared by menial workers 
everywhere for whom the week’s highlight was a trip 
to the pub and the chippie. And has it really changed? 
Substitute the curry house for the chippie perhaps. 

Finney’s appearance – ‘beefy and scowling’ in the 
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words of film historian David Quinlan – was ideal for 
Seaton. Yet Finney always saw himself as a character 
actor. His own background, as the Salford-born son of 
a bookie, was not impoverished. Finney later claimed 
there were misconceptions about bookmakers. ‘Not all 
have expensive yachts,’ he would say. But it’s safe to 
say his family was never poor. 

Saturday Night and Sunday Morning is the best of 
the British realist films of the early 1960s. Finney’s 
performance was authentic and unself-conscious. He 
went about his business and the 
camera caught the rest. Yet Finney, 
rather like Marlon Brando after 
The Wild One, resented that the 
public confused him with Seaton. 
He was a versatile dramatic actor 
who considered the stage his 
real home. He didn’t want to be 
a conventional movie star or a 
‘symbol’ of any kind.

Finney’s role in Tom Jones 
bored him, he later said. But the 
film made him a dollar millionaire 
at 27 and gave him the freedom 
to pick his parts. ‘Life is more 
important than art,’ he’d say, 
hence long sabbaticals, enabling 
self-appraisal and – yes – a bloody 
good time. He never felt guilty 
about having fun. 

Yet Finney worked hard when the mood took him, 
undertaking a string of gruelling classic parts at the 
National Theatre in the 1970s – Tamburlaine, Hamlet 
and Macbeth – to some less glowing reviews than he 
had been used to. Some felt that classical verse was 
not his forte. But Finney brought a dynamism and 
masculine authority to these roles. He even played 
them with a northern accent. In so doing he paved the 
way for other northerners to go to drama school. Yet 
it cut both ways. For a while those with posh accents 
had to hide their background and pretend they were 
raised by a single mother in a council flat. 

Was Finney angry? As his would-be biographer I can 
attest that all speak of his warmth, charm, generosity, 
joie de vivre and genuine interest in other people. On 
set he would always be early and dead letter perfect. 
He would learn the names of all the crew and small-
part players. Theatre cleaners, bar staff, waitresses 
and extras all loved him. Too many stories abound of 
Finney’s kindness towards ‘unknowns’ for it to have 
been insincere or affected. 

His screen performances in the 1960s, especially in 
Charlie Bubbles, Two for the Road and Gumshoe, were 
sometimes rather dour. I believe that Finney became a 

more compelling actor in middle age. By then he was a 
powerful, influential figure. He could have taken over 
the directorship of the National Theatre from Olivier 
while still in his thirties. Yet he chose to go his own 
way; he wanted to be a strolling player. 

In the 1980s, he gave several fine performances in 
Under the Volcano, Miller’s Crossing and, especially, 
The Dresser. Finney’s ‘Sir’, a travelling actor manager 
during the war, giving a final performance of King 
Lear as the Germans dropped bombs, was majestic, 

powerful and disturbing. What 
elevates it to greatness is his 
terrified, haunted look as he gazes 
at his own reflection or cowers 
behind the curtain when his cue 
comes.

Ly l e  Kes s l e r ’s  Orphans 
contained Finney’s finest stage 
performance.  As Harold,  a 
gangster, himself an orphan, who 
helps an orphaned housebound 
hoodlum face down his bullying 
brother, Finney won the Laurence 
Olivier award for best actor. 
Finney was nominated for the 
best actor Oscar four times – for 
Tom Jones, The Dresser, Under 
the Volcano and Murder on the 
Orient Express. Capping it was 
a wonderful turn as a careworn, 

coffee-stained lawyer opposite Julia Roberts in Erin 
Brockovich for which he should have won a best 
supporting actor Oscar. But Finney never cared much 
for awards. 

Finney’s last great screen performance was as 
Churchill on TV in The Gathering Storm. Finney 
cleverly played Churchill as a flawed hero, capturing 
the stubbornness, impetuosity and selfishness of the 
great man. Finney won a BAFTA for his performance. 
The year before he had been awarded the BAFTA 
fellowship. ‘If in years to come you cannot say he’s a 
jolly good fellow, I hope at least you’ll be able to say 
he’s not a bad old fellow,’ he said.

But Finney declined a knighthood because, he said, 
he disliked the British disease of snobbery. Finney 
always went his own way. 

In later life, Finney became known for his love of 
food, wine, women and horseflesh. In (rare) interviews, 
which Finney dislikes although he’s always articulate 
and eminently quotable, he always came across as 
accessible and friendly. Yet he preferred to let his work 
speak for itself. 

Finney has not worked since 2011 when, aged 75, 
he played a curmudgeonly gamekeeper in Skyfall. But 
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his name is often cited in discussions about the current 
background of young actors, in particular the alleged 
public school mafia that is said to dominate. Could a 
young Finney emerge today? The question is still open.

A working-class hero? In the sense that he made 
acting more realistic – yes. A class warrior? Definitely 
not. Unlike other – vocally left-wing – performers of 
his generation, Finney has kept quiet about politics. 
He was more champagne sensualist than champagne 
socialist. 

One of my favourite stories about Finney sums up his 
hedonism and egalitarianism, proving that the two are 
not mutually exclusive: In the mid-1960s, following 

the phenomenal success of Tom Jones, Finney and his 
then girlfriend invited a certain American actor and 
his girlfriend to dinner. They had been rehearsing at 
Chichester that day. Finney suggested that the couple 
follow his chauffeur-driven Rolls Royce to a house he 
was renting nearby. An exquisite meal was prepared 
by a chef in the kitchen, one of Finney’s retinue. The 
two couples sat down for dinner. The guests noticed the 
table was laid for six. Who were the other two guests? 
Why, Finney’s chauffeur and his chef, of course!

Not a bad old fellow, really!

Gabriel Hershman is writing a biography of Albert 
Finney,

Roy	Kerridge

I read an interesting book last week, The British 
National Health Service, Friend or Frankenstein? 
(Johnson Publications 1962). the author is a doctor 

turned Conservative MP Donald Johnson. Few would 
dare to write a book with such a title today. Here is a 
sample about hospitals:

In the greatest single act of confiscation since Henry 
VIII took over the monasteries, he (the Minister of 
Health) seized their endowments and transferred 
them to the central Hospital Endowments Fund, the 
ultimate fate of which has been lost in a measure of 
obscurity. Voluntary committees were disbanded, 
collecting boxes were removed from public places 
and contributory schemes were wound up.

When the government gets hold of something that 
should not belong to it (practically everything except 
Defence) it tends to behave like a spoilt child with a 
new toy. First it plays with it and then it breaks it. Even 
in the field of Defence, Samuel Pepys once remarked 
that Royal shipyards cost many times more than 
private ones. Private armies and navies would plunge 
any country into chaos, but private hospitals do more 
good than harm.

People who thank God for the National Health often 
imagine that in pre-NHS days a patient’s choice fell 
between a private hospital that charged as much as a 
modern Harley Street clinic and dying on the street. 
Hospital almoners are a forgotten trade. In my mother’s 
day and in my own childhood, a hospital almoner 
assessed each patient and charged accordingly after 
the patient had been discharged. Poor people usually 
received free treatment. 

The Metropolitan Hospital of Kingsland Road where 
author Johnson worked before becoming a GP is now 
an empty ruin. Over its decrepit portals are the words 
inscribed in cracked stone: Supported by voluntary 
contributions.

Much of Donald Johnson’s book is devoted to the 
problems of GPs whose powers and income were 
usurped and rearranged by the NHS. Socialists blind to 
human nature decreed that a doctor should be paid for 
every patient on his books whether such patients were 
ill or not. If the government paid every greengrocer 
for each potato in stock, whether it were sold or 
not, the greengrocer would cease to open his shop. 
Greengrocers might even go on strike if ordered to open 
on Saturdays. Perhaps some people might continue 
to use the term ‘family greengrocers’, since the term 
‘family doctor’ is still often used. To my mind, a family 
doctor today must be a private doctor, preferably with 
side whiskers and a black bag. A doctor foisted on me 
against my will, perhaps who hates me as a nuisance, 
is not a family doctor. The NHS has seen to that.

****
I was dismayed to learn that Mr Cameron now intends 

to pull down all our Victorian prisons and replace them 
by gleaming modern buildings. In my lifetime, nearly 
all castle-like or real-medieval-castle prisons have been 
closed down. This is a pity, as a prison should inspire 
the incoming prisoner with awe and terror. Holloway 
Prison used to be a grim neo-gothic replica of Warwick 
Castle. Recently it has been pulled down and rebuilt 
as square blocks. These are now falling to bits, so it 
will have to be rebuilt. Similarly Central Middlesex 
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Hospital, converted from the picturesque Middlesex 
Workhouse with its Gothic towers was pulled down, 
rebuilt and now may have to be rebuilt or closed.

***
Travel across London in a bus and you will see empty 

boarded-up Victorian institutions at every mile. Until 
recently, many were Town Halls or public libraries, 
public baths, police stations or hospitals. All over 
Britain it is the same. We have become a graveyard of 
Victoriana, our vengeance on Christian ideas of reform. 

According to Mormon belief, the Angel Moroni, 
whose gold statue stands atop every Mormon 
temple pointing its trumpet towards Jackson 

County, Missouri (where Jesus will make his second 
coming)  where nineteen year old prophet Joseph 
Smith deciphered several divinely inscribed gold 
plates by communicating with Moroni 
via a ‘seer stone’ placed in his hat and 
put over his face. Through the muffled 
felt, Smith revealed a history of America 
that saw the continent populated by Jews 
arriving in boats over the Atlantic around 
600 BC and enjoying an advanced pre-
Columbian civilisation. After Jesus’ death 
and resurrection, he supposedly went to 
America to minister to the New World 
people, who over the generations turned 
into Native Americans, leaving teachings 
behind that would make up the Book of 
Mormon. Joseph Smith could have had 
little idea that his bizarre attempt to create 
a new religion would be so successful, but 
then again, most Mormons don’t realise 
Moroni spoke to Joseph Smith through the bottom of 
his hat.

Mormonism is undeniably a success story. Despite 
being the creation of a convicted con man, its utterly 
refuted version of history, as well as blatant alterations 
to The Book of Mormon (including editing out the 
assertion that black people were cursed by God as 
the sons of Cain) the Church of Latter Day Saints has 
swelled to some fifteen million believers. No matter 
where one might live in the world you will see smiling, 
smart suited missionaries leafleting on busy street 
corners, or pestering the public in their homes.

Despite their best efforts to spread Joseph Smith’s 
infallible message about Jesus’s appearance and 

ETERNAL	LIFE
The	Mormons

Lindsey	Dearnley

ministry in America after the resurrection, the majority 
of encounters with Mormonism go no further than an 
unanswered knock at the door. I was no different, until 
at the age of twenty three I met an Ex-Mormon on the 
internet, whose life was so different to mine that I was 
captivated, not so much with the religion itself, but of 

the experiences of somebody who have 
come out from the other side of it.

In a move that must have terrified my 
parents, I quit my job taping cardboard 
boxes together and went to stay in America 
with a man I had only met online. Our 
relationship formed over four years 
of religious debate and philosophical 
musings. I stayed for three months in his 
tranquil, ramshackle trailer home that 
was so close to Cape Canaveral that the 
roof rattled whenever a rocket fired off 
the launch pad, which could be seen as 
a shimmering orange and white smudge 
though the bug wire windows.

I was young, unfettered with any belief 
system and full of a curiosity for the world 

that life in a cardboard box factory could not fulfil. He 
had grown up in entirely different circumstances – 
from a long line of well-educated pedigree Mormons 
with a surname that could be found among the pioneer 
families that blazed the trail to Utah and founded Salt 
Lake City. 

An especially pious child, his early life was entirely 
submersed within the beliefs of the church, as were 
the majority of people within the community. With no 
theological contrast, it is easy for otherwise  intelligent 
people to absorb unquestioningly the beliefs of those 
around them. My friend grew up casually assuming 
God was a being from a star near the planet Kolob and 
that in the next life he would get to be a god himself, 

Joseph Smith receives the 
revelation of the Angel 

Moroni  (Lindsey Dearnley)
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with his own planet to populate.
He lost his faith at the age of nineteen during a 

two year mission to South America, where one of his 
instructions was to invite local tribespeople to ‘play in 
the swimming pool’ whilst secretly baptising them. The 
Mormon missionaries were in a conversion race against 
the Catholic Missionaries in the area, and frequently 
whole villages converted to both denominations, 
simply to please their guests. They had no intention 
of becoming true Mormons, but it looked good on 
the Missions’ books.  When he questioned the ethics 
of such a practice, he was bundled on to a plane in 
disgrace back to America. The hurt and deception 
struck him hard. Not long afterwards, he took off 
the temple garments, the fabled ‘magic mormon 
underpants’ and threw them in the trash – a particularly 
symbolic disavowal, as the temple garments, which 
are given in an endowment ceremony and worn for 
spiritual protection, must be worn at all times under 
the clothing and disposed of respectfully by burning 
or cutting.

Most Mormons espouse that their childhood was 
a happy one. The LDS church focus on community 
responsibility and family values can create stable 
loving families, and many find that genuine spirituality 
and contentment is obtainable through Mormon values. 
But the intellectual suspension one must perform in 
order to stay a lifelong believer is an impressive feat 
of ignorance, one increasingly difficult to uphold 
since the advent of the internet. Once the belief is 
broken, the warmth of the church and community is 
quickly withdrawn, and the Mormon apostate finds 
himself a pariah. Fear of ostracism keeps many from 
ever challenging their own beliefs. So much emphasis 
is put on the absolute acceptance of Mormon text, 
that a breakdown in belief can be swiftly followed 
by a collapse of family life, leading to divorce and 
estrangement. Ex-Mormon recovery groups are filled 
with tragic stories of marital ruin, made especially 
difficult due to the typically large number of offspring 
involved. Mormons are into procreation in a big way. It 
is easier for ex-Mormons to rebuild their lives if they 
live in areas with few other Mormons. However in 
Utah, where my friend continued to live before moving 
to Florida, ex-Mormons were also much more likely 
to be subject to a loss of social status and professional 
standing following apostasy. Which is why an untold 
number of Mormons live their entire lives as non-
believers, but such is their fear of the consequences of 
expressing doubts, they never reveal them.

We spent as little time around other people as 
possible. Sharing a love of solitude and nature, we 
walked in Florida’s Ocala forest, and along the way 
my friend talked a great deal about what life had been 

like in Utah. It was like living in the 1950s B movie 
Revenge of the Body Snatchers where otherwise 
intelligent adults would reveal themselves to be 
triffids if he ever mentioned disbelief. A doctor he 
consulted for depression suddenly changed from a 
cool independent professional into a Latter Day Saint, 
adivising his patient his only hope of a cure was more 
tabernacle.

Around 75 per cent of Utah’s residents are Mormon, 
which means the church has a significant influence 
over public affairs. While it is illegal for employers to 
ask a candidate’s religion, it is never very long before 
God puts in an appearance. My friend reported that 
during his own interviews, questions were inserted to 
draw out an answer as to whether the applicant was a 
Mormon or not. One might be casually asked, ‘What do 
you think of the new carpets in our temple?’, or, ‘Isn’t 
it wonderful God gave us sunshine today?’

This religious theme does not stop once you have 
a job. He recalled a team-building exercise where all 
the office staff had to pretend to be the Pioneers on the 
way to Salt Lake City by building wagons out of chairs. 
Nor can one unwind with a tea or coffee to diffuse 
the intellectual humiliation of pretending to believe; 
caffeine and alcohol are forbidden to Mormons. In Utah 
you must show an ID simply to buy a jar of coffee. To 
discourage such simple pleasure in more rural parts 
many workplaces do not provide hot drink facilities 
at all. Mormons instead have turned to prozac for their 
perks. More antidepressants are prescribed in Utah than 
in the rest of America.

Eventually ex-Mormons tend to move far away from 
the religious communities into which they were born. 
While apostates need not worry about their family 
performing an honour killing, the church has members 
dedicated to tracking down ex-Mormons, who send 
a steady stream of local missionaries round to knock 
on the apostate’s door. This can carry on for decades. 
While ‘Allahu-Akbah!’ does not greet the apostate 
followed a swift beheading when he opens the door, 
years of harassment by teams of ‘recovery’ Mormons 
has led to stories of ex-Mormons keeping a hose-pipe 
near the door to jet the missionaries on their way. To 
leave officially, the church requires a formal request 
for the name to be taken off the roll, which most ex-
mormons discover is a lengthy and awkward process. 
There is always another form to fill in, or another 
official that needs to be spoken to. The church barely 
has the concept of an ex-Mormon, talking only of 
‘Inactive members’. 

Is Mormonism all bad? For my friend, and many 
others who tell their leaving stories on ex-Mormon 
forums, truth is more important than comfort. They 
acknowledge, despite the trauma of leaving, they have 
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a great deal to thank the church for, and the church has 
much to offer. I cannot help but imagine that my own 
community, with its typical working-class scourge 
of drunkenness, broken homes and spiritual apathy, 
would benefit a great deal from mass conversion to 
Mormonism, but until the latter reassess its beliefs 
and finds new ways of engaging the public without 
demanding the total suspension of rational belief in 

history, it will continue to leave a trail of disoriented 
apostates, ruined marriages and lives built on stories 
insulting to adult intelligence. Must it be that way? I 
left America desiring the better parts of religious life, 
but not wishing to suspend my disbelief in order to do 
so. Anyhow my visa had run out!

 
Lindsey Dearnley is an illustrator and journalist

ARTS	AND	BOOKS

In	Praise	of	Pretentiousness

Anthony	Daniels

Pretentiousness: Why It Matters, Dan Fox, 
Fitzcarraldo Editions, 2011, £12.99.

Hypocrisy is the tribute that vice pays to virtue, and 
pretentiousness is the tribute that shallowness pays to 
depth. While hypocrisy has its advocates (civilised 
social existence would be rather difficult without it), 
no one defends pretentiousness, which is generally 
taken to be without redeeming feature. In this short 
book, the journalist Dan Fox attempts to demonstrate 
that pretentiousness is not only admirable in itself but 
essential to cultural vigour. 

He has thereby set himself an original and difficult 
task, but in my view he fails to make his case. The 
most coherent argument that he advances is that 
pretentiousness indicates a striving after something 
beyond the reach or grasp of a person’s current abilities; 
it is therefore indicative of laudable intellectual or 
artistic ambition, for if no one ever aimed at what is 
currently beyond him to express clearly, no originality 
or advance would ever have taken place. We all 
sometimes mean more than we can say. 

This defence does not work, however, for 
pretentiousness is not the seeing of something 
meaningful through a glass darkly but a short-cut 
to deeper significance than the pretentious person’s 
thoughts or artistic work can otherwise claim. It is 
not striving after meaning, but a failure to continue 
to strive after it, in the fear that it will continue 
to evade the pretentious person’s efforts. It is the 
premature announcement of success in the endeavour. 
In his literary testament, The Summing-Up, Somerset 
Maugham explains that obscurity in writing is often 

indicative of the author’s hope that the reader will 
supply the meaning that he, the writer, has either not 
the intellect or the patience to supply himself.

Mr Fox’s book is worth reading, however, for the 
subject is an important one and the phenomenon of 
pretentiousness in general is not often tackled; there is 
no analysis beyond the use of the word pretentious to 
decry this or that individual work of art or literature. 
I think that most readers will come to exactly the 
opposite view to that of Mr Fox, but at least he will 
have made them examine their prejudices.

Pretentiousness, when it becomes a mass phenomenon 
(as I think it has), is important because it has a profound 
effect on the artistic, literary and intellectual production 
of a society. It destroys the faculty not only of criticism 
but, more importantly, of self-criticism. It instils too 
latitudinarian an attitude towards art and intellect; it 
excludes nothing from its purview. It opens minds so 
wide that they can retain nothing definite; and Nature 
hating a vacuum, verbiage rushes in to fill the void. 

It is significant (and almost diagnostic) that the author 
mentions approvingly the Palais de Tokyo, a real palace 
of pretension in Paris dedicated to the work of ‘cutting-
edge’ artists which I have visited several times (to 
check that my original impression was correct) without 
having seen a single object of aesthetic value. The 
artists claim, or commentators claim on their behalf, 
to ‘raise questions about’ such matters as quantum 
physics, though I should have thought the only people 
capable of raising questions about quantum physics 
are quantum physicists. But great crowds of ageing 
adolescents flock into the Palais, leaving museums 
of infinitely greater aesthetic value, for example the 
Guimet and Cernuschi, to darkness and to me.  

It is perhaps unsurprising, or fitting, that a book in 
praise of pretentiousness should not be rigorously 
argued. One would hope that an essay of this type 
would begin with a definition and description of 
the phenomenon to be extolled contrary to received 
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opinion, but instead there is a long introduction, not 
uninteresting in itself, though irrelevant, about pretence 
and its necessary universality in everyday existence. 
We are forever playing different roles: a doctor, for 
example, expresses confidence in his diagnosis or 
prognosis which he by no means feels, or a salesman 
in the virtues of what he is selling. We affect interest in 
what people are saying when we have none; we pretend 
not to be angry when we are, or to be angry when we 
are not: and so on and so forth. 

But pretension is a special kind of pretence, that of 
reaching and attaining a higher level of meaning or 
significance than that to which we are entitled. And 
the author is deeply muddled when dealing with this 
phenomenon. He treats it like the schoolboy who 
provides various incompatible excuses for why he has 
not done his homework, in the hope that if he piles 
them up he will be the more believed. 

He seems to imply both that pretension does not 
really exist, that it is merely a cheap insult wielded by 
the bigoted or narrow-minded to decry anything new 
and unprecedented, and that it is laudable. It is true, 
of course, that someone might call a work pretentious 
merely because it exceeds his capacity to understand 
it; but you cannot find laudable an inexistent 
phenomenon. Thus the word must be correctly applied 
at least in some instances; it is a matter of judgment as 
to which, and of course judgment is always fallible. No 
doubt all of us have sometimes regretted a judgment 
that we have made.

Muddled as his thinking is, the author generally – 
though not quite always – writes clearly. This has the 
merit of making his deficiencies evident. For example, 
he writes:

Pretension is a matter of optics. The pessimist 
sees pretension as a sham. The optimist views it as 
innocent, tragicomic, an excess of effort. 

This, it seems to me, is to miss an essential quality of 
pretension: it makes both too much and too little effort. 
It makes too much effort with regard to effect and too 
little with regard to substance. It is the intellectual 
equivalent of social climbing. 

The pretentious are like the poor, you have them 
with you always. The question of the prevalence of 
pretension – more, less, constant – is important, and 
one the author does not tackle. Presumably, though, he 
would see an increase in pretension as a good thing. 
But his book is a worthy stimulus to consideration of 
an unjustly overlooked subject.

Blood	on	the	Bosphorus

Penelope	Tremayne

The Fall of the Ottomans. Eugene Rogan, Penguin 
Books, 2015, £25 hb, £15 pbk.

‘O what a fall was there my countrymen!’ The Sultan 
was not murdered like Caesar; he died in exile, but 
the events outlined in this first-class book were as 
world-changing as was Caesar’s death, and Eugene 
Rogan has laid the facts out for us remarkably well.  
He begins with a brief glance at the two Russo-Turkish 
wars of 1877 and 78 (relevant for their effect on later 
struggles), then  leads us, so dextrously that he never 
loses the reader’s attention, through the re-shaping of 
the Balkan states before the First World War as the 
victors tore up the old vast Turkish empire.  Balkan 
and Levantine statelets were formed or swept away, 
treaties were signed and broken, territories were 
formed or swept away, territories lost and won, battles 
fought, atrocities committed, and all meanwhile, 
were sliding unstoppably towards the Great War.  In 
1908 Bulgaria, which in 1876 had been declared a 
satellite of Turkey, launched a revolt protesting that 
its constitution was being ignored by the Porte and 
must be reasserted.  The Sultan was deposed in 1909, 
then restored, then replaced successively by two of his 
brothers.  Discontent and confusion were rife;  Arabs 
and Turks, all Moslems, hated and despised each other;  
Orthodox Christians were hated and despised by both 
as inferiors, and Armenians and Jews even more so.  

The group which finally brought down the huge 
crumbling ruin of the empire began from a political 
secret society called the Committee of Union and 
Progress (CUP) which was set up in Salonika and grew 
into something like a political party led by a young 
Army officer, Mustafa Kemal.  His followers became 
known as the Young Turks and were dominated by 
three other army officers who assumed the titles of 
Minister for War (Ismael Enver), Minister of Marine 
(Ahmed Cemal) and Minister for the Interior (Mehmet 
Talaat). In dictatorships this last is liable to be a 
sinister post. These three men were highly competent 
administrators, all with excellent military training, 
unusual talents and no moral sense at all. They lived 
for power, but their dreams might never have hardened 
into reality had Kaiser Wilhelm II not sent them the 
Prussian General Otto Liman von Sanders, in 1913, as 
the leader of a German military mission to the Porte, 
for the declared purpose of improving the fighting 
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capacities of the Turkish army.  He remained en poste, 
acting as commander of all Turkish forces, and in 1915 
led them to victory at Gallipoli.  In 1918 he surrendered 
to the Allies and was interned, but when released he 
went on to a series of campaigns in the Caucasus and 
in north Africa.

During 1915, when the Young Turks’ Triumvirate 
was at its height, the infamous massacre of the 
Armenians was carried out.  It took place in Turkish 
Anatolia, the population of which was part Armenian, 
part Kurdish.  The orders issued were perfectly clear: 
all Armenians were to be arrested and disarmed and 
their houses burned;  the Armenians themselves, men, 
women and children, were to be killed or driven far out 
into the desert without water, food or shelter and left 
to die.  And those orders were carried out to the letter, 
by police and military forces with some help from the 
Kurds and under the close attention of the Triumvirate.  
Modern readers may wonder why other countries did 
not intervene? But at that time no one had troops or 
arms to spare: men were dying by the thousand on 
the Western front and other places, and the Ottoman 
empire was Germany’s eager ally committed to the 
seizure of the Suez Canal and the breaking of Britain’s 
hold on Egypt.  What strikes readers today may be the 
copy-cat resemblance to the Young Turks’ procedures 
of Hitler’s Final Solution, applied fifteen years later in 
the Reich:  a process which began with a build up of 
hatred not against a nation but against a race, working 
up towards its systematic slaughter.  As for the Nazi 
death camps, these served the same purposes as had 
the desert for the CUP.

Out of this Armageddon how did modern Turkey 
arise, the prosperous country which looks towards 
Europe today? Rogan does not go into this; rightly 
sticking to his subject, which is large enough as it is.  
But he makes it clear that the monstrous Triumvirate 
had no hand in the re-making of the state;  they  were 
‘compelled to resign’ and fled on the 12th October, 
1918.  Enver, Cemal and Talaat with a few of their 
party escaped from Istanbul on December 3 1918, 
on a captured Russian destroyer to Sevastopol and 
thence to Berlin where they were welcomed and made 
comfortable for a time, then later were murdered, 
except for Enver, who made his way to Dushanbe and 
was killed there while fighting against the Bolsheviks.  
The new Turkey was brought to birth by Mustafa 
Kemal, who had not only saved the Dardanelles for his 
country but after other campaigns had set up a military 
base for himself at Ankara.  He was internationally 
recognised as the President of the republic of Turkey 
by the Treaty of Lausanne in July 1923, and was 
deservedly given the honorific of Ataturk.  Rogan 
hints at a very interesting possibility, that if the Porte 

had made terms with the Allies in 1920 instead of 
signing the Treaty of Sevres, the Ottomans might have 
weathered the storm and lived on.

The	Fifties

John	Jolliffe

1956: The World in Revolt, Simon Hall, Faber & 
Faber, 2015, £20.

1956 was indeed a watershed year, in the course of 
which several long established institutions gradually 
crumbled and fell. Worldwide protest meetings against 
the status quo followed each other in different parts of 
the world: Montgomery, Alabama saw the sensational 
rise of Martin Luther King. In Algeria a bloody civil 
war broke out between the FLN (Front de Libération 
Nationale) and the French authorities. Heroic but 
doomed uprisings took place against the Soviet puppets 
in Budapest and Warsaw. And to crown it all, the 
Anglo-French invasion at Suez, following the seizure 
of the Canal by Nasser, was a humiliating failure, from 
lack of American support. Eisenhower had admitted 
that ‘the use of force might become necessary … but 
it should not be used until all peaceful means had been 
tried and failed.’ In his opinion they hadn’t, and he also 
faced a presidential election in the very near future, and 
would not support anything that could be described, 
however misleadingly, as a ‘neo-colonial venture’. In 
reality, it would compare very favourably with some of 
the ham-fisted American efforts at regime change made 
later on, with disastrous results that are still with us 
today. And the crisis by which Nasser rose to the top in 
Egypt was largely caused by the Americans themselves 
pulling out of their offer to finance Egypt’s pride and 
joy, the Aswan Dam. Britain’s national humiliation had 
no precedent, either then or since. Families here were 
bitterly divided, for and against the invasion of Suez; 
old friends were no longer on speaking terms, and, 
uniquely, those for and against were not drawn up on 
the usual political lines. When the invasion began the 
air soon became filled with the smell of burnt fingers. 
Gaitskell, the Labour leader, was to begin with in 
favour of strong action of some kind. Robert Birley, 
a pillar of leftish progressive thinking, stated that had 
Egypt not been attacked it would have destroyed Israel, 
as indeed Nasser had often threatened to do. Isaiah 
Berlin, predictably, felt the same. But when collusion 
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Poet	in	a	Four	Piece	Suit

Michael	Simison

with the French became clear, there was many a volte-
face. The Warden of All Souls remarked that his college 
was ‘a hotbed of cold feet’. The rest is history, but the 
author explains the background efficiently, and with a 
reasonable balance.

The most bloodthirsty section of this book , and 
the one likely to be the most unfamiliar to English 
readers today, concerns the furiously disputed eventual 
French withdrawal from Algeria after a hideous civil 
war, with fresh atrocities every day for months on 
end. Three generations of French settlers in Algeria 
had long come to regard it as part of their native land, 
administered as it was from Paris, and in their view 
better run than by any form of independent national 
rule. (Harold Macmillan had been Minister Resident 
in Algiers in 1943, at the time of the Casablanca 
Conference between Churchill and Roosevelt and their 
advisers. He later urged Alistair Horne to write what is 
still the best book on the whole tragic episode, Savage 
War of Peace.) It would take the statesmanship of de 
Gaulle, several years later, to bring about a solution 
of sorts. When asked if Algeria would still be French, 
he baffled his inquisitors by replying enigmatically 
that ‘France would always be Roman’, and made the 
statement with such Olympian authority that they 
were temporarily silenced. The initial atrocity was 
the murder of seventeen members of a routine army 
patrol at Palestro, fifty miles from Algiers. Reprisals 
snowballed on both sides. One (female) former leader 
of the wartime Resistance, after spending ten days with 
the rebels, explained that ‘I love my country too much 
to blame them for loving theirs, and sacrificing their 
lives.’ Par contre, the Minister Resident in Algiers, 
Robert Lacoste, proclaimed that it was ‘the War of 
the Western World, and civilisation, against anarchy, 
democracy against dictatorship’. Entire villages 
were burnt, 5,000 people were arrested in the Algiers 
Kasbah; and the hijacking of the plane carrying Ben 
Bella and three other leaders of the FLN to Tunis led 
to thousands more taking to the streets in Cairo, Tripoli 
and elsewhere in solidarity with the Algerian uprising. 
Days later, France joined Israel and Britain in their 
doomed attempt to remove Colonel Nasser from power. 
North Africa and the Middle East, if not ‘the world’, 
were certainly in revolt.

This book does not claim to say anything new about 
these violent events, but for anyone unfamiliar with 
them it is a very well researched summary, as far as 
it goes, and could lead to deeper study in the sources 
listed. But it would have been worth mentioning the 
tremendous repercussions of the Polish and Hungarian 
risings, and adding incidentally that their suppression 
led to the long overdue disillusionment of the last bone-
headed adherents of the Soviet Union in this country.

These resounding events all had many different 
causes, and it would be a mistake to bundle them 
all together indiscriminately, not forgetting the 
independence of Ghana, which was to come about 
peacefully in the following year. Several of the 
dramas had much in common, and that they all took 
place within the year was obviously more than just 
coincidence. But the subtitle ‘The World in revolt, 
no doubt added by the publishers, is a pardonable 
exaggeration.

The Annotated Text: The Poems of T  S Eliot, 
Volumes I & II; Ed: Christopher Ricks and Jim 
McCue, Faber and Faber, 2015, £40 each. 

Virginia Woolf spoke of T S Eliot wearing a ‘four-
piece suit’ and, in listening to recordings of the 
American-born poet reciting his work in that refined, 
cultivated accent, the naturalised-Englishman can give 
the impression of concealing himself behind adopted 
formalities. 

Yet, it is in the recordings themselves that the listener 
can hear the fun and the sense of mischief undoubtedly 
present in Eliot who, as an elderly man, delighted in 
dropping stink bombs in the Bedford Hotel with a 
young nephew. 

In a 1955 recital of the Triumphal March from 
Coriolan, Eliot exclaims: 

Don’t throw away that sausage,
It’ll come in handy.

These lines appear in the midst of a catalogue of 
weapons being paraded through the streets and are 
preceded by a short anecdote about a young boy called 
Cyril who calls out ‘crumpets’ when a bell is rung at 
church on Easter Sunday. 

Whilst the comic colouring of the line causes it to 
stand out the meaning of it is far from obvious. This is 
where Christopher Ricks and Jim McCue’s fascinating 
new edition of Eliot’s complete poetic works becomes 
indispensible. Purely on those two lines alone the 
reader is informed that the ‘sausage’ referred to is in 
fact a ‘sausage gun’, a form of mortar launcher used 
by the Germans in the First World War. And, in the 
injunction to hold onto such a weapon as ‘it’ll come in 
handy’ is an embedded hint towards a work by Lt Col 
Charles à Court Repington. In 1920, he published his 
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A	Militant	Materialist

Peter	Mullen

memoir of the war and the title he chose, The First 
World War, was highly controversial as it implied 
that there would soon be a need to fight again and 
that weapons should not be thrown away. These are 
hardly links that a normal reader would instinctively 
have guessed at.

That so much is contained within an apparently 
nonsensical line from a minor poem is not just 
evidence of the depth and richness of Eliot’s poetry 
but demonstrates how daunting a task producing the 
annotated poems must have been. The major poems 
have been picked apart by Ricks and McCue to 
individual words and the meaning and literary allusions 
contained within have been delved into. This could 
easily have been an overwhelming book but it is a joy. 

Eliot himself was ambiguous about whether 
explanatory comments should be provided to aid the 
reader in his understanding. Famously, the addition of 
‘Notes’ at the end of The Waste Land was deliberately 
vague and mischievous. In the final part of the poem, 
the line, ‘Drip drop drip drop drop drop drop’, is 
revealed to the reader as being the song of ‘Turdus 
aonalaschkae pallasii, the hermit thrush which I have 
heard in the Quebec Province’ whose ‘notes are not 
remarkable for variety or volume, but in purity and 
sweetness of tone’. What is to be done with this 
information is unclear. 

In these notes designed ostensibly to help the reader 
understand his work, Eliot states that ‘Miss Jessie L 
Weston’s book on the Grail legend ... will elucidate the 
difficulties of the poem much better than my notes can 
do’. Thirty-five years later he was to write that these 
very instructions served only to have ‘sent so many 
enquirers off on a wild goose chase after Tarot cards 
and the Holy Grail.’ 

In contrast, the notes added by Ricks and McCue 
undoubtedly do help the reader to form a clearer idea 
of the poetry’s significance yet, pleasingly, they are not 
prescriptive analyses forcing one particular conception 
of meaning upon the reader. Rather, they draw out from 
the words all that they possibly can and allow the reader 
to make of it what he will. 

There is much of Eliot’s work which is well known: 
the mournful inadequacies of Prufrock; the mild infamy 
surrounding Gerontion; the seminal obscurity of The 
Waste Land; and reflective peace of the Four Quartets. 
In these two volumes, however, is every poem written 
by Eliot and there is much in the uncollected and 
unpublished works which is fascinating. 

A lot has been made already of his startlingly erotic 
love poetry but perhaps of even greater interest are the 
bawdy rhymes written by Eliot for the entertainment 
of his dining club at Harvard, the Digamma. His most 
recent biographer, Robert Crawford, describes these 

works as ‘sexually explicit, overtly racist and taboo 
breaking ... designed to be as offensively subversive as 
possible’. They centre on the characters of ‘Columbo’, 
‘King Bolo’ and his ‘big black bastard queen’ who 
‘was so obscene/ She shocked the folk of Golder’s 
Green’. Verse exuding such racism, anti-Semitism and 
buggery is a surprising addition to the opus of a man 
widely regarded as a being a genteelly buttoned-up 
Anglo-Catholic. 

Despite the considerable expense of these volumes 
they will be valuable for anyone even slightly 
interested in understanding Eliot’s work. Not only is the 
depth of scholarship and research remarkable they are 
handsome editions. The poetry is published unadorned 
by footnotes or annotations in the first half whilst the 
second is taken up wholly with the annotations. It is 
hard to see how this work could be bettered having 
been created with such comprehensive detail and care. 

The Age of Genius: the 17th Century and the Birth 
of the Modern Mind, A C Grayling, Bloomsbury, 
2016, £25.

A C Grayling seems to believe that the more often he 
writes a sentence the more it will be believed. On page 
3 he says, ‘The 17th century is the epoch in the history 
of the human mind.’ He repeats exactly the same words 
on page 4 and again on page 8. The impression is of 
being shouted at. His thesis is Manichean: everything 
after the 17th century Enlightenment (modernity) 
good; everything before it (medieval or ancient) bad. 
He is generous enough to put in a word now and again 
for classical Greece or to nod in the direction of the 
ancient Chinese, but what he wants us to understand – 
what he says on every page – is that understanding of 
ourselves and our universe is much better today than 
it was before the 17th century.

Grayling is a militant materialist, an evangelical 
secularist, committed to the dogma that the universe 
is a closed material system with no requirement for 
supernatural explanations. It is a pity that he doesn’t 
notice his self-contradiction: if the universe really were 
a closed material system, there is no way we could 
know this – for the content of thought, including of 
course that particular thought, is not part of a material 
system.
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In	from	the	Cold

Christie	Davies

He is a Whig in history, a Positivist in philosophy 
and a Progressive in politics. He regards the French 
Revolution as climactic and generally a good thing, 
because it introduced the notion of universal human 
rights. He is kind enough to the revolutionaries not to 
emphasise too much that it also gave France Madame 
Guillotine through which tens of thousands were 
slaughtered throughout that country at the hands of a 
republican gang calling themselves The Committee 
for Public Safety – thus providing us with perhaps the 
first ever example of political correctness.

The author assumes, often too loudly, that anyone 
who does not accept his materialistic, positivistic, 
progressivist, secularism must be a flat-earther, a 
throwback and an intellectual Neanderthal. I have 
the greatest admiration for the achievements of 
modern science in all its varieties. Scientists and 
their discoveries enrich our lives wonderfully. I am 
particularly grateful for anaesthetics and antibiotics, 
but there is a whole human, poetic, aesthetic, musical, 
artistic world which has nothing to do with the physical 
sciences. We know this directly because we live in this 
world. Let’s not be shy about this: it is a spiritual world 
and it is the realm of creative genius, of relationships, 
promise-keeping and all ethics.

Grayling knows a great deal about materials and 
quantity, but he doesn’t understand the idea of quality. 
For example, he thinks the universe revealed to us by 
modern astrophysics is much more impressive than the 
pre-Copernican vision. Never mind the quality, feel 
the width. But he doesn’t understand Wittgenstein’s 
profound words towards the end of Tractatus: ‘It is 
not how the world is that is mystical, but that it is.’ He 
ought to learn from Blake who could see ‘the world in 
a grain of sand and eternity in an hour.’

Quite the most uncharitable gesture among Grayling’s 
frequent gesturing is his dismissal of those parts of the 
writings of great men with which he disagrees. Insofar 
as these great men pursued their glittering career in 
scientific materialism, they are to be admired; but 
when they speak of metaphysics or the supernatural, 
we should ignore them. Thus we are given a distorted 
picture of these geniuses. For instance, Grayling thinks 
Descartes was merely wasting his time when in his 
Meditations – a book of only six chapters – he devoted 
two of these chapters to arguing for the existence of 
God. And again in his Discourse on Method, Descartes 
said that we can trust those ‘clear and distinct ideas’ 
which give us knowledge of the truth precisely because 
these ideas are vouchsafed to us by God himself. It is 
typical of the general insouciance of Grayling’s manner 
that, while he asserts that Descartes’ arguments for the 
existence of God are poor arguments, he doesn’t have 
a word to say about what’s wrong with them. This is a 

careless work: on page 19 we are told that the lifting 
of the siege of Vienna was in 1686, but on page 265 it 
took place in 1683. 

He admires Isaac Newton for his physics but entirely 
dismisses his religious studies – despite the fact that 
Newton wrote more words about the Bible than he 
ever wrote on physical science. Perhaps the greatest 
condescension is that shown to Leibnitz. Grayling 
respects his Monadology and looks up to him as 
the man who contested the invention of the calculus 
with Newton, but he attaches no importance to two 
of Leibniz’s largest works: his Theodicy in which he 
attempts to justify the works of God to man or his 
proposed Scheme for the Reunion of All the Churches.

Finally, I owe the reader an explanation. If The Age 
of Genius is such a bad book, why review it? Because 
reviews should not be – though too often they are – 
advertisements for the work under consideration. It 
is the duty of the reviewer – and indeed the whole 
purpose of a critical magazine such as The Salisbury 
Review – to direct the reader to what is good and to 
expose what is bad.

This duty is not taken seriously enough. And so the 
Positivistic, Secular, Materialistic, Leftist, Whiggish 
Establishment in which Grayling is a leading light 
enjoys its hegemony, among its pals, six feet above 
criticism, from where it delivers incompetent writing 
to the reading public.

John le Carré, The Biography, Adam Sisman, 
London, Bloomsbury 2015, hardback £17, pb £9.98.

David Cornwall, writing as John le Carré, is one of 
the most successful, one of the wealthiest and almost 
certainly one of the best spy-novelists of our time. 
His best books were not just spy stories full of plot 
and tension but novels that explored more universal 
questions of trust and doubt, deception and betrayal. 
His greatest creation, George Smiley, will be as well-
remembered a hundred years from now as Sherlock 
Holmes is today.

The reader will turn to Adam Sisman’s long and 
thorough biography, based on interviews and archives 
and extensive published sources, to discover what 
manner of man it was who achieved such insight into 
deception and betrayal, the essence of the art of spying? 
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Le Carré’s own version is: ‘I’m a liar. Born to lying, 
bred to it, trained to it by an industry that lies for a 
living, practised in it as a novelist.’ John le Carré’s 
father, Ronnie Cornwall, was a crook, who lived on 
lies, a swindler and a confidence trickster. He lurched 
between bankruptcies and ended up in jail. The worst 
of his activities were concealed from his young son, 
but when the bailiffs came for the furniture and the 
car had to be kept out of sight in the woods, David 
knew that they were living in a house of lies and also 
that the truth about his dodgy father had to be hidden 
from the world. 

Ronnie’s wife, John le Carré’s mother, finally got fed 
up with his swindling, which had even involved using 
her money and dishonestly running funds through her 
bank account and his endless philandering which had 
led her best friend to obtain two abortions. One night 
when Ronnie was out and le Carré and his brother were 
asleep she disappeared. She eloped with another man. 
No one told the boys that she had gone for good. But 
she had. The future le Carré, little David Cornwall, 
was five years old. It is hardly surprising that betrayal 
and deception are so central to his fiction.

He and his brother were packed off to boarding 
schools. At school he felt an outsider, someone from the 
wrong kind of background. He had to conceal where 
his school fees came from, when they were paid that 
is. During World War II Ronnie provided one school’s 
bursar with black market necessities in lieu of a fee. 
David Cornwall also had to conceal from the snobbish 
world of his schools that many of his relatives were 
common. To the rest of the world they were respectable 
provincial non-conformists, but in the eyes of his 
public school they were oiks and not to be spoken of. 
No wonder his novels are about the hiding of secrets. 

He left school at 16 to attend the University of Bern, 
where he became proficient in German. German culture 
was for him an escape and refuge from an England 
where he felt out of place. He would later take a First 
in German at Oxford. Like Smiley, not only was his 
German impeccable but he had a profound love and 
mastery of German literature. In 2011 the Germans 
awarded him the Goethe Medal to honour his life’s 
work.

It was in Bern in 1948 that a patriotic David 
Cornwall was recruited by a secret consular section 
of the British Embassy to attend left-wing student 
meetings and report back on who was there. Not 
surprisingly, during his period of National Service 
which followed, he served in the Intelligence Corps in 
Austria, interrogating refugees who might turn out to be 
spies. At Oxford he was recruited by MI5 to infiltrate 
the Communist club, the Socialist club and various 
Anglo-Soviet friendship fronts and to keep a watch on 

potential subversives to the point of cultivating them as 
friends and even searching their rooms. He was doing 
his country a vital and patriotic service. If only such 
vigilance had been applied in Cambridge in the 1930s 
with Burgess and Maclean, Philby and Blunt, we would 
have been spared a lot of treachery and the murder of 
many freedom fighters within the Soviet empire.

After graduating, le Carré taught German and French 
at Eton, an experience he regarded with a certain 
ambivalence. He told Sisman that in a French class the 
translation of the word paysan was being discussed. 
David Cornwall commented ‘As you know, nobody 
in England talks about peasants any more.’ Came the 
reply: ‘Oh, sir, Sudeley does.’

Another anecdote involves his interaction with the 
regular staff. 

Grizel Hartley (a housemaster’s wife): ‘Darling, 
are we by any chance related to the Cornwalls of 
Shropshire?’

David, bridling: ‘No, actually my father is a self-
made man.’

Grizel, very pleased: ‘Darling, how sweet!’ 

One of the pleasures of Adam Sisman’s biography is 
that he has captured le Carré’s ability as a remarkable 
mimic and a great teller of humorous anecdotes. It 
was while he was still at Eton in 1958 that le Carré 
started writing his first piece of fiction, an old fashioned 
murder mystery set in a snobbish public school that 
was later published as A Murder of Quality, 1962, with 
George Smiley as a private investigator. The impatient 
Grizel was most offended to recognize herself as one 
of the characters. A good novelist writes about what 
he or she knows, in le Carré’s case the public schools 
and the intelligence services.

At the age of twenty-six le Carré joined MI5, the 
security service which operates within Britain. He dealt 
with the newly intensified vetting of civil servants, an 
experience he used when writing his first Smiley spy 
novel, Call for the Dead, 1961. His immediate boss 
was the very able and likeable John Bingham. Bingham 
also wrote thrillers under a pseudonym and it was he 
who further encouraged le Carré to become a writer. 
Smiley is a composite, but one of the models for him 
is John Bingham, another being the Reverend Vivian 
H H Green, his tutor at Lincoln College, Oxford. Le 
Carré soon transferred to MI6, the secret intelligence 
services that operate outside the UK, and here he 
learned new skills, including knife fighting taught by 
a former member of the Shanghai Concession police, 
and how to live under a cover identity. Not surprisingly 
he was posted to Germany. 

I hope I have now told you enough of le Carré’s 
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The	Mystery	of	the	
Crime	Writers’	Crime	

Writer

Scott	Grønmark

Josephine Tey: A Life, Jennifer Morag Henderson, 
Sandstone Press, 2015, £9.99

Josephine Tey has always been a bit of a mystery. She 
was a painfully shy, unmarried (probably lesbian) 
Highland woman who trained at Birmingham’s 
Anstey College of Physical Education, worked as a 
PE teacher in various parts of England, then opted for 
a reclusive existence at home in Inverness, ostensibly 
to look after her widowed father, but really in order 
to hide herself away from the world. She wrote a few 
plays and detective novels to fill her lonely existence, 
infrequently darting down to London to visit one of 
her sisters. Until this biography by fellow Invernessian 
Jennifer Morag Henderson, it’s been rather hard to 
match this portrait of a timid provincial with the woman 
who, as Gordon Daviot, wrote Richard of Bordeaux, 
the wildly successful play which made John Gielgud 
a star in 1932, and who, as Josephine Tey, produced 
The Daughter of Time (1951), voted the greatest 
of all mystery novels by the British Crime Writers 
Association. In that extraordinarily original book, 
a hospital-bound Scotland Yard detective staves off 
boredom by investigating the notorious 1483 Princes 
in the Tower murders. He concludes that not only was 
Richard III innocent of any involvement in the princes’ 
disappearance, but rather than the evil, murdering 
hunchback of Tudor myth, was a considerate and 
decent ruler. On a more modest level, Henderson’s 
biography does a similar job in correcting some of the 
misconceptions about Josephine Tey. 

Anstey College of Physical Education wasn’t just a 
place for dim, strapping girls to muck about on parallel 
bars. It provided the young Elizabeth Mackintosh 
(Tey’s real name) with a rigorous all-round education 
in everything from anatomy and dancing to something 

called ‘Commanding’. Already keen on writing, she 
later said that she had ‘wanted a life of many facets,’ 
and had therefore chosen a career ‘as far removed 
from writing as possible’. The 27-year old Tey didn’t 
scuttle back to Inverness to hide herself away when 
her mother died unexpectedly: she felt it was her duty 
to keep house for her widowed fruiterer father (doing 
one’s duty was a thing back then). She visited London 
often and was close friends with a number of glamorous 
theatre folk, including Gielgud, Gwen Ffrancon-Davies 
and Dodie Smith, enjoying parties and foreign holidays 
with her smart chums and evidently had a talent for 
making and keeping friends. Her interests were legion: 
horse-racing, music, poetry, history, films (Danny 
Kaye was a particular favourite), fashion – she dressed 
conservatively but expensively and art – she would 
have gone on to study art had she won top prize at 
school, but she came second. 

Until the recent surge of interest in Golden Age crime 
fiction, why was Josephine Tey, who many consider 
to be the genre’s finest ever exponent, suffering from 
neglect? Partly, it’s her own fault. She was a very 
private person who shunned personal publicity and 
rarely gave interviews. Even when she was dying in 
London and too ill to return home, she insisted that 
nobody but her sister be allowed into the house in 
Inverness until all personal items had been removed. 
Did she have something to hide? A current crime writer 
has produced novels featuring Tey as a lesbian amateur 
sleuth (Tey’s biographer signals her displeasure by not 
mentioning the series). The studio photograph of Tey 
on the cover of her biography shows a rather severe-
looking woman with shortish hair, dressed in a man’s 
shirt and tie and wearing a tweed jacket. A number of 
Tey’s closest friends in London, where everyone called 
her ‘Gordon’ were openly lesbian, but when one of 
them suggested a physical relationship, Tey explained 
that it was ‘something so foreign to my understanding 
that the chatter of Martians would be limpid by 
comparison.’ Henderson speculates that there had been 
a young English officer in Tey’s past, who died in the 
First World War, and that, later, when she returned to 
Inverness for good, a potential romance with a local 
poet, Hugh McIntosh, may have fallen victim to the 
consumption which killed him at the age of 33. 

The problem with Tey as a suitable candidate for 
lionisation is that she refuses to fit neatly into any 
pigeon-hole. In her writing, as in her life, she also had 
‘many facets’: she wrote poetry, short stories, stage 
plays, radio plays (until she grew exasperated with the 
BBC’s parsimony), straight novels, detective novels, an 
historical novel and an historical biography. All, apart 
from the crime fiction, have been forgotten. Although 
one of her two pre-war crime novels was loosely 

origins and their link to his achievements to tempt 
you to read Adam Sisman’s excellent account of the 
life of an interesting man and to learn how that life 
was to progress. 
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adapted by Alfred Hitchcock for the film Young and 
Innocent, the four or five books on which her reputation 
rests were all written between the end of the war and 
her death in 1952. 

In them, she broke most of the publishing rules for 
becoming a Queen of Crime. While other writers’ 
sleuths display so many verbal and physical tics and 
quirks you begin to suspect they’re suffering from 
Tourette’s Syndrome, Tey’s police detective hero Alan 
Grant is devoid of them, worse, he isn’t an aristocrat 
or a genius, regularly gets things wrong, is unheroic 
and human enough to suffer a nervous breakdown, 
and only features briefly or not at all in some of her 
crime books. Again, this is typical of Tey: although she 
described the crime novel as ‘a medium as disciplined 
as any sonnet’, her stories are utterly unformulaic. 
For instance, in Miss Pym Disposes, set against the 
background of what is evidently Anstey College, the 
solitary crime happens towards the end of the book and 
(like so much else in Tey’s work) isn’t what it appears 
to be – it’s hardly a crime novel at all.

Tey, being one of the finest Scottish writers of the 
20th century, you would imagine they would make a 
tremendous fuss of her – statues, National Tey Days 
and the like. But while she loved the Highlands and 
England, she left her money to the National Trust of 
England, she doesn’t appear to have been particularly 
enamoured of the bit in between. She wrote plays for 
the resurgent post-war Scottish theatre, but despised 
Scottish nationalism: a nationalist character in one 
of her plays is known simply as WASTREL, and 
her posthumously-published final crime novel, The 
Singing Sands, is partly a satire on Glaswegians who 
wrap themselves in tartan and spout romantic nonsense 
about their Highland heritage and the importance of 
Gaelic and how the English oppressor has cruelly held 
them back. Tey is also unlikely to be celebrated by 
London’s left-liberal literary establishment because, 
like most Golden Age crime writers, she was a small 
‘c’ conservative who loathed socialism.

Probably the main reason for her relative lack of fame 
today is that she died at the wrong time. The quality of 
The Daughter of Time and The Singing Sands suggests 
that she was, at 56, at the height of her powers. Her 
father had died recently, and, as her writing had made 
her wealthy, she could have lived wherever she chose, 
and done whatever she wanted. But she had made no 
plans, and was still accustoming herself to ‘the idea that 
I am free’ when she was diagnosed with liver cancer. 

This is not a great biography: there’s too much 
irrelevant background information, too many 
bewildering details about Tey’s many relatives, 
and a baffling paucity of quotes from Tey’s private 
correspondence. But it is a meticulously researched, 

Hitler’s	Prodigals

Tom	Nolan

Bitter Taste of Victory, Lara Feigel, Bloomsbury,  
2016, £25.

The Bitter Taste of Victory gives an account of Germany 
between the final months of the Second World War 
and the country’s partition into East and West, and 
rounds things off with a final chapter adumbrating 
later developments in the 1960s and 1970s. It is not, 
however, a conventional history of the post-WWII 
period in Germany, but rather a collage of reactions 
by, on the one hand, visiting Anglo-American writers 
and artists to a country of which most had had little 
experience before the war, and, on the other hand, 
by returning German exiles who remembered the 
Weimar Republic well, and were now anxious to find 
out whether anything of their beloved homeland had 
survived twelve years of ideological tyranny and three 
years of Allied bombing. But Bitter Taste is not simply 
an anthology, either. The accounts left by famous 
writers and artists are complemented by accounts about 
them and their adventures in Germany, and supported 
by plenty of historical background information. The 
author ensures an even narrative flow by, for example, 
exploiting meetings between its cast of characters to 
move from one account to another. Thus James Gavin 
– a good-looking American general who distinguished 
himself in the final months of the war – is included not 
for his own sake, but because he provides a ‘segue’ 
between Martha Gellhorn and Marlene Dietrich, with 
both of whom he had affairs. And large-scale historical 
productions, such as the Nuremberg Trials, which were 
attended by numerous important writers, intellectuals 
and artists, form a natural hub around which different 
accounts are made to rotate smoothly. The overall effect 
is that of an exceedingly well-arranged scrapbook, and 
compares favourably with After the Reich by Charles 

timely and welcome book, and Henderson is good 
on what makes Tey’s writing so compelling and 
memorable: ‘[She] didn’t write primarily to entertain, 
she wrote to understand the world.’ Henderson deserves 
our thanks for setting the record straight. Let’s hope it 
increases the readership of the greatest crime writer, 
and one of the best British novelists, of her generation.
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MacDonogh – another non-professional historian with 
a penchant for colourful anecdotes and biographical 
curiosities.

Of the two groups of artists mentioned above – Anglo-
American emissaries and returning German exiles – the 
former tend to have a superficial understanding of what 
they experience, often relapsing into home-bred ways 
of thinking and behaving. For example, Rebecca West 
arrived in Nuremberg to cover the trials, but soon found 
herself romantically entangled with the American 
Judge Francis Biddle, and their affair (which went off 
the boil the moment her suitor actually consummated 
his desire, as had so many others at home) dominates 
her account at the expense of a more sustained focus 
on the trials themselves. But then, what was to be 
expected, given that she seems to have had no German? 
The English and American visitors generally found it 
hard to get past their shock at the ruined cityscapes to 
an appreciation of the people who lived among them, 
though there were some who did have a command of 
the language. Stephen Spender and W H Auden, for 
example, had each spent time in Berlin before Hitler 
came to power. But both are so ‘in character’ that their 
reactions are wholly foreseeable: Spender is idealistic 
in an anguished, ineffectual sort of a way, while Auden 
is vapidly Olympian and addresses everybody as ‘my 
dear’. 

But the returning Germans – particularly the writers,  
are a different matter. The relationship between them 
and the Germany they left after Hitler’s seizure of 
power in 1933 was an intense one. It was the country 
in which they had made a name for themselves, the 
country of their readership. And it was a country, which 
had retained throughout all its political and military 
vicissitudes a grandeur – albeit a monstrous grandeur – 
which lent significance to the writings of its estranged 
sons and daughters. Authors such as Thomas Mann and 
his children Klaus and Erika, despite their international 
aspirations, could only define themselves in relation to 
Germany, and this explains the trepidation, the personal 
stake, detectable in the writings of all three at this time. 
If the defeated Germans could not renounce their racial 
intolerance and military ambitions, or alternatively 
if no viable Germany at all was to emerge from the 
occupied zones, then there could be no satisfactory 
context for the Manns’ own future efforts. But what 
Erika and Klaus discovered, when their journalistic 
and military duties brought them back to Germany in 
1944/45, was a population at once unrepentant and 
too worn down to have much potential for renewed 
nationhood. Erika’s deeply embittered response was to 
become her father’s devoted amanuensis, renouncing 
her own intellectual and artistic ambitions in favour 
of his. Klaus’s was to commit suicide in a Cannes 

hotel. And it was this anxiety about the imminent loss 
of a public and a context which led Thomas Mann 
himself to adopt the policy he did: a policy of judicious 
encouragement of the classical, tolerant Germany he 
had so long represented, of irreconcilable hostility to 
those who had profited from the Nazi years, and of 
relentless insistence on the indissoluble unity of the 
German people. In retrospect this can be seen as one of 
the best-judged strategies ever promoted by a literary 
man in the political realm – both in terms of his own 
fame and of his country’s good.

It should be added that not every returning German 
artist felt so dependent on Germany’s moral reform 
or national resurrection – for instance, those who 
had forged a career in the international world of film-
making. Two of the book’s most engaging personalities 
are Marlene Dietrich and Billy Wilder, both of whom 
could cast a disabused but at the same time lenient eye 
on what was no longer even their spiritual homeland, 
and – having done their Allied duty in Germany – 
returned to Hollywood to make A Foreign Affair. This 
is set among the ruins of Berlin, and pokes fun at the 
Germans, the Americans, and the impossible situation 
they found themselves in, with a good humour which 
sometimes goes so far as grim optimism. The Marxist 
internationalist Bertold Brecht, on the other hand, might 
have regarded the destruction and partition of Germany 
as a matter of indifference, had it not presented him 
with such a wonderful career opportunity: that of being 
able to direct a state-subsidised actors’ ensemble in the 
recently created DDR. 

Altogether The Bitter Taste of Victory is an engrossing 
read. It offers, in addition to the literary and artistic 
celebrities who dominate its pages, a compendium of 
fragments from which the reader can piece together a 
nightmare vision of early post-war Germany: a country 
shattered in substance and spirit, too compromised to 
reject a dreadful past, too irresolute to create a viable 
future. Many of the writers featured here feared either 
that the Germans would perish from the earth, or that 
they would return to their old ways just as soon as their 
strength returned. The ‘victors’ felt miserable about 
their conquest, and Bitter Taste would be bitter indeed, 
were we not aware that from the desperate situation it 
describes there arose, all unforeseen, the great success 
story of post-war Europe, modern Germany.
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This Is London, Life & Death In the World City, 
Ben Judah, Picador, £18.99, 2015.

As small children cuddled up to our mothers in the 
provinces, many of us were fascinated to hear that 
the streets of London were paved with gold. We were 
enthralled by the tale of Dick Whittington and his cat, 
who went to London to seek his fortune but when he 
arrived found nothing but poverty. He made his dream 
come true in the end, from sheer determination. That 
was the legend of our great capital city, which has not 
faded with time. One of the wonders of the modern 
age is how that dream has intensified and turned into 
a globalised fantasy. 

Journalist Ben Judah, at 27 doesn’t remember 
London before it became what Boris Johnson happily 
calls, ‘a world city’. ‘I have to see everything for 
myself,’ he tells us in this immersive account. ‘I need 
to live in the new London.’ 

He goes after it hell for leather, arriving at Victoria 
coach station at 6 am each day, where he says 2,000 
migrants arrive each week, recording every impression 
into his Smartphone. He prizes his way under the skin 
of all the recent portrayals of the new foreign London, 
where white Britons are now only forty-five per cent 
of the population, trying to find the truth about the 
Afghan shopkeeper, the ubiquitous Polish builder, the 
Romanian gypsies in Park Lane, and the sad sleepers 
in ‘beds in sheds’.

‘I was born in London but I no longer recognise this 
city,’ he says. ‘I don’t know if I love the new London 
or if it frightens me.’ Most of us would concur with 
that. He’s got hold of a brilliant story and dares to ask, 
‘Who are they? Why have they come?’ He follows a 
trio of Roma beggars, chases them down into a subway, 
and ends up talking to a traveller, a gypsy violinist, 
who busks for money. What follows is a descent into 
the London underworld. Judah sleeps in subways with 
Romanians, squats in Barking in a doss-house similar 
to one of Orwell’s London ‘Spikes’ except these are not 
desperate English drunks but east European builders 
with skills the English no longer have.

As a Rumanian welder put it: ‘It’s not that we stole 

their jobs, we out-competed them. We are ready to work 
ten, fourteen hours. For them its eight hours and finish.’

He follows overnight cleaning teams on vomit-
erasing duty, pitches up with prostitutes among the 
halal shops on Ilford High Road, visits an oligarch’s 
wife in Knightsbridge, a West Indian gangster in 
Shepherd’s Bush, a Nigerian policeman in Camberwell 
Green and an Islamic undertaker in Leyton. He piles up 
his impressions, recording conversations, trying to find 
out the truth of this bewildering new megapolyglotalis. 
Anyone teaching in a London prison will know of men 
who made themselves criminals to get there on fake 
documents, which they often believe is a London, 
rather than a British passport. But once you get there, as 
of old, many find that there is not much gold available. 
‘I was deceived,’ says Pale Eyes, ‘like so many others 
by the television, by the double-decker buses. And all 
the television of the London state.’

Among the mass of migrant stories are recurring 
tales of the glamour of London as seen from afar, and 
the grime, fear, poverty and violence seen close up. As 
one migrant puts it: 

‘You want the same fucking Mo Farah wonder story, 
well, let me tell you, you’re ain’t gonna find it.’

Being deceived by the promise of London, against 
its reality is common to most of us, almost a rite of 
passage. But for these stateless people who have 
given up everything to get there it is more disastrous. 
An early chapter finds Judah dressed as a beggar and, 
Orwell-like, bedding down with Roma in an underpass 
by Hyde Park. His companions complain long into the 
night: about the cold, the damp, the debt enforcers, the 
rich Arabs ‘coming in and out of the golden places’ 
who give them nothing. 

The squats of the 1970s and 80s set up temporarily 
by disaffected English middle-class graduates were 
nothing like this; he describes the new sectarianism 
with each ethnic group defending its own patch. There 
is a brilliant chapter on the White City estate through 
the eyes of Moses, now in his twenties, who arrived 
there as a twelve year old from Grenada: 

‘Let me tell you what White City was like back then,’ 
he says, ‘Irish lot over there, new Somalian lot over 
here, Jamaican drug dealers over there, English pub-
heads over here, crack-heads over there. Everywhere 
guns. We had pitched up for a better life right in the 
middle of a war zone.’

What has changed over the last twenty years has 
been the growth of the drug wars, protection rackets, 
gangs and gun culture. Knife-carrying boys go around 
with their post-codes tattooed onto their fists. The book 
abounds with alarming facts. Apparently a gun is fired 
in London about every six hours. All prosperity and 
social mobility seem to originate from crime: ‘Think 

City	without	Frontiers

Jane	Kelly
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they made all that money from corner shops and halal 
chicken?’ Moses asks bitterly. ‘Those shitheads flew 
in from India with suitcases full of heroin.’

Moses and his mother had moved to another third 
world country, the only difference was housing benefit. 
He describes a life on the estate where someone could 
be badly beaten up for a fiver, and his own descent 
into drug addiction and knife crime. He and his gang 
brothers despise the older generation who came to 
England to work. 

‘Are you gonna be like your sad old pops slaving 
away on the Central Line and who can’t afford two 
pairs of trainers? Or are you someone who’s gonna 
take that risk?’

The new London is all about risk from the street 
robbers to the foreign bankers. Many of London’s 
gangsters, around 2,000 of them at any one time, keep 
a low profile and apparently often go legit, creating 
property empires ‘out of thin air.’ Judah notes the 
speed at which the inner city is being socially cleansed 
with older immigrant communities, and the white 
working class who still remain, getting pushed out to 
the margins in the property boom. 

 ‘Look what’s happening in London, mate. Zone 1’s 
being sold to the Russians and Zone 2’s being bought 
by the poshos. You know what shock me about the 
London. That you on your own. People not friendly. 
Some bad men come and mug you.’

‘Phone in hand, Judah gets people to download their 
experiences, most of them harsh and sad: the London 
Underground cleaner; the Polish builder; the Egyptian 
heiress; the Filipina housemaid; the imam who washes 
the bodies of the dead; the teacher; the carer; the gang 
leader. We learn a lot about the work that migrants do 
and how they see the British. It’s not flattering. They 
see us as, ugly, lazy, secretive and snobbish. English 
girls are ‘Slags who are pissing in the streets they are 
so drunk.’

There is a sense in some of it that British chickens are 
coming home to roost. Some migrants are taken aback 
when they discover the poverty of our educational 
system. They probably didn’t suspect that they were 
coming to a place where the schools are less academic 
and more dangerous than the ones back home. The 
great example of that was Damilola Taylor, whose 
ambitious parents sent him from a nice Montessori 
school in Nigeria to Peckham in 2000, where he was 
promptly stabbed to death. At one point Judah begs 
the Nigerian teacher in Plaistow to tell him something 
positive about her pupils. 

The young author achieved his mission of taking us 
on a rapid tour of the new London, a nightmare trip 
one wouldn’t want to do twice. As reportage it is a 
tremendous achievement although he didn’t crack open 

any caricatures, just confirmed them. 
He arrived at no conclusions but his book was tricky 

for the Left. A reviewer on the Guardian worried that 
some of the material might be used by UKIP or the 
Daily Mail. He approved of what he saw as Judah’s 
final optimism, his parting image of two boys, one 
Asian, one black, their arms around each other singing 
together looking brotherly. But the Guardian came 
back with a very nit-picking correction to their original 
review:

A previous version referred to ‘the 55 per cent 
of London’s population that isn’t British,’ it said 
anxiously.

This was a publishing error included in the book 
that should have read ‘white British’; it has been 
amended in this review and will be corrected in a 
reprint of the book.

The heresy that to be British you need to be white 
had to be stamped on firmly. Believing so passionately 
in multi-culturalism, that there are no nationalities 
or borders anymore, with London as their symbol, 
Guardian readers will not be dismayed by this book. 
London the world city is surely the apotheosis of their 
thinking. In case anyone is really scared at the numbers 
pouring in, they also printed another amendment, to 
suggest that such fears are baseless:

‘The subheading also incorrectly stated that more 
than half of Londoners were migrants. This was an 
error and has been corrected to ‘nearly 40 per cent’.

 So that’s all right then. We can all return to our 
optimism, and continue our flight to the shires. 

In	the	Forests	of	the	Night

Celia	Haddon

The Great Soul of Siberia. In Search of the Elusive 
Siberian Tiger, Sooyong Park, William Collins, 2016, 
£16.99.

Crouched in an earthen bunker in the forests, 
documentary maker Sooyong Park was under attack 
from three tigers. They had spotted his camera lens, 
smelled his body, and were trying to dig their way into 
his retreat to haul him out. He could hear their breath 
as they sniffed at the holes they had made. All that 
night and part of the next night he crouched inside his 
bunker motionless, just waiting for them to go.

A Korean film maker, Park was trying to get rare 
footage of the Siberian tiger, also known as the Amur 
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tiger. Most tigers live in tropical areas but Panthera 
tigris altaica survives (just) in the high mountain 
ranges of Far East Russia, Korea and China. Poachers 
relentlessly persecute these tigers with traps and guns 
and will continue to do so until the Chinese turn their 
back on Chinese medicine. Tiger body parts sell for at 
the rate of 30,000 dollars or more per wild tiger (only 
about 5000 dollars for a captive one). 

In the l900s there were perhaps 800 of these tigers 
in the region, but by the l940s, because hunting was 
legal their number had fallen to a mere 30 in this part 
of Russia and perhaps 40 worldwide. Then thanks to a 
hunting ban by the Soviet Union, the numbers slowly 
climbed up again to around 400. With the support of 
President Putin, the numbers have climbed to about 
540. 

Siberian tigers breed in captivity but releasing 
captive carnivores often fails as many starve because 
they cannot hunt. Putin found this out when he released 
three tigers back into the wild last year. One ate a bear 
(the Russian symbol) and one went over the border to 
China and ate domestic goats and a dog. As each tiger 
needs a territory of about 450 square kilometres, even 
540 tigers may not be enough to guarantee the species’ 
long-term survival.

An accurate count is extremely difficult. Not 
surprisingly, the tigers themselves have become ultra 
cautious of all human beings. The local rangers have to 
identify them by their tracks, as the animals themselves 
are rarely if ever seen. Apart from their pawmarks, the 
only evidence of their continuing presence are trees 
scratches, like the scratch marks made on furniture 
by domestic cats, scent marked sites where they spray 
urine, and the remnants of an eaten deer or wild boar.

This book is a remarkable account of one man’s 
life project – to capture Siberian tigers on camera. 
To achieve this Park literally goes to earth, living in 
a human burrow for up to six months each year. First 
he has to choose the right area, by searching for tiger 
tracks and signs. Then he creates a bunker four square 
metres in size with a ceiling of 1.8 metres. He stays 
inside this tiny space all winter, never once leaving 
it, not even for a call of nature. There he waits for a 
passing tiger.

Outside the temperature is 30 degrees below 
freezing. Inside he lives on defrosted rice balls and 
tea. He cannot wash and has to store his waste inside 
the bunker. He has done this for more than 15 years. 
His only company, apart from camera equipment 
and a radio back to base, are little striped field mice 
and, like a prisoner in solitary confinement, at first he 
befriends these until their numbers grow so high he 
has to trap them.

Even when a colleague from the nature park 

occasionally delivers much needed supplies to him, the 
two men dare not take time to talk. Park just takes in 
the supplies and hands over his used camera batteries 
and waste. If they stopped to chat, a tiger hidden 
somewhere might hear and avoid the site forever. These 
are the worst moments in his self-imposed vigil, the 
moments when a fellow human being leaves, and he 
feels paralyzed with loneliness. Humans, unlike tigers, 
are social animals.

In his bunker, Park becomes part of nature. He films 
the snow covering the forest, a family of raccoons that 
waddle by, an eagle landing on a nearby tree, and he 
listens to the cries of the owls that nest on the mountain 
opposite. He sleeps at noon, turns his camera on in late 
afternoon and stays awake much of the night using a 
special night camera.

He can stay there for days, even weeks, before a 
tiger comes in view. On one occasion when he tries to 
film them catching and eating a seal on the sea shore, 
his camera battery gives out. On another, a far more 
frightening occasion, a female tiger spots the lens and 
with the help of her two adolescent cubs, tries to dig 
into the bunker and destroy it utterly.

For Siberian tigers know only too well that human 
beings are their worst enemy. They avoid or destroy 
all objects that smell of metal. They have learned to 
set off a poacher’s gun trap by going to the back of the 
gun and hitting it till it fires aimlessly. The cubs or the 
adolescents that are careless about this, die: only the 
cautious ones survive. 

Twenty-three of the many remote camera traps 
erected by Park were destroyed by tigers, probably 
because they looked or smelled like poachers’ guns. 
The tigers have also torn apart the plastic sensors 
installed to set off the cameras. If they had discovered 
that his bunkers had a man hiding inside them, he 
would have had to find some other way of filming them. 
Tigers learn from their mistakes or die. 

While a life spent trying to capture tigers on film 
may be dangerous, the dangers threatening Sooyong 
Park’s big cat subjects are far worse. Over the years 
he has filmed a lineage of tigers, playing, exploring, 
and hunting and at the end, he has often filmed their 
deaths. Mary, the mature female tiger, was wounded 
by a poacher’s gun trap and finished off by a villager’s 
old rifle. A starving grandchild, Kucho Mapa, killed 
and ate his sister, and then was run over by a car. 

I cannot praise this book too highly. It starts slowly, 
then it takes the reader into a remote world. This is as 
much a book about a man embedding himself in nature 
as it is about Siberian tigers. More than 15 years of 
expertise, detailed observations, toil and deprivation 
have been condensed into a mere 270 pages. Its only 
faults are the occasional infelicitous sentence or word, 
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Logophobia

James	Monkton

Trigger Warning: Is the Fear of Being Offensive 
Killing Free Speech? Mick Hume, William Collins, 
2015, £12.99.

One becomes wearily inured to the manufactured 
outrage of illiberal liberalism and the daily drip-feed 
of seemingly shocking affronts to political correctness: 
the aide to the mayor of Washington daring to use 
the word ‘niggardly’ when describing funding (too 
homophonic), or a university professor being accused 
of racism for daring to correct a student’s language 
and grammar, or the shouting and hunting down of 
climate change deniers. These are met with resigned 
sighs before moving on to the other business of the 
day. But when these stories are gathered together 
in a book, they quickly amass to an overshadowing 
mountain of evidence that proves society has rapidly 
become pusillanimous and word-phobic. We should all 
be shocked at the growth of an increasingly repressive 
atmosphere, where intolerance is not to be tolerated. 
The answer to Mick Hume’s question – ‘Is the fear of 
being offensive killing free speech?’ – is clearly ‘Yes’.

Hume, a left-wing journalist, shows commendable 
courage in excoriating the smothering of free speech 
that emanates chiefly (though not exclusively) from 
liberals and socialists. He rails against the ‘creeping 
culture of conformism’ imposed by the reverse 
Voltaires who subvert his philosophy of ‘I disapprove 
of what you say, but I will fight to the death your right 
to say it’ to become ‘I know I will detest what you say, 
and I will defend to the end of free speech my right 
to stop you saying it’. (As Hume is aware, Voltaire 
never actually expressed these words, but they sum 
up his reverence for open debate. This subversion 
has become the norm, with free speech curtailed by 

the stultifying mores of our time. Immigration, race, 
gender issues, climate change, Islam, women’s rights, 
attitudes towards the EU: all these and other topics are 
now subjected to a form of self-imposed censorship 
that allows for only one side of the ever-diminishing 
argument to be heard.

The book is replete with cases that prove this time 
and again. One especially pernicious example is that 
of the Rotherham child-grooming scandal. When 
in 2012 The Times began publishing the results of 
its investigation into the town’s sexual exploitation 
gangs, the local authorities, including the police, 
responded by denouncing ‘the politically motivated 
lies peddled by the Murdoch press’. Hume says the 
resulting attempts to close down media reporting by 
the council and the police was because ‘they were 
afraid of being accused of racism and exacerbating 
community tensions, by allowing it to be said that 
Asian men were abusing white girls. They did not want 
to suppress the story because it was false. They wanted 
to suppress it because it was true’. Professor Alexis 
Jay’s official report of the criminal events here stated 
that fears of ‘giving oxygen to racist perspectives’ 
might ‘threaten community cohesion’. Sexual crimes 
against minors were deemed a price worth paying so as 
to avoid hypothetical consequences of people knowing 
the truth. Even disgraced former Rotherham Labour 
MP Denis MacShane admitted ‘there was a culture 
of not wanting to rock the multicultural boat’. Sadly, 
Hume also reveals the extent of the police’s eagerness 
across the country in enforcing the new oppressive 
conformity.

The aversion to offend anyone’s sensibilities, 
however remotely, therefore has serious and damaging 
consequences. Words become weapons. Thus the 
immigration debate is now neutralised by becoming 
the ‘migration’ issue. Elements of the transgender 
community object to ‘he’ being used for biological 
males before their sex change. One of the most potent 
weapons in the PC conformists’ vocabular armoury is 
the suffix ‘-phobic’. If you dare to suggest that there 
might be problems connected with, say, aspects of 
Islam and gay marriage, then you can justifiably be 
decried as Islamophobic or homophobic. Those ‘who 
hold the opinions that offend are not merely wrong-
headed, but are experiencing a form of mental illness’. 
In this way, ‘cultural dissent from the mainstream 
becomes a pathology. As such, it puts an immediate end 
to the debate’. Rational discussion is to be prevented 
at all costs.

Hume questions what right a small group of 
elitist opinion-making ‘liberals’ has to decide what 
constitutes hate speech (which is extremely subjective) 
and what the rest of us may or may not say. Now 

chosen by the translator who adapted this from the 
original Korean. 

I only wish that Collins had thought to make more 
of the photographs, which cost Sooyong Park so many 
years of patient labour. There are not enough of them 
and they are not given enough space. And yet, perhaps 
a coffee table book of photographs wouldn’t do justice 
to his writing. You can watch a documentary about 
Park, Siberian Tiger Quest, on Youtube, but his own 
book is far more moving.
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this is encroaching even into what we may think in 
private. A recommendation of the Macpherson report 
into the Stephen Lawrence murder was that ‘it should 
be a crime to use racist language in the privacy of 
your own home’. While even Tony Blair baulked at 
implementing this, ‘fifteen years later, that proposal is 
being practically implemented by stealth rather than 
statute’. Even idiocy is becoming criminalised. As the 
writer André Aciman observed: ‘If we can’t say what 
we think under our own roof, then we have no roof.’

One of the great strengths of this book is Hume’s 
exposure of the sheer hypocrisy of the interest groups 
that claim that ‘this is not a question of free speech’ 
(which they fully support, you understand) but that 
those voicing opposition to them have not earned the 
privilege to be heard. It was free speech that allowed 
these interest groups to campaign for and achieve 
reforms in their favour in the first place. Now it seems 
they wish to deny the same opportunity to others and 
are pulling up the ladder behind them. 

Although he does not employ the term virtue 
signalling – basically, ‘I am a more compassionate 
human being than you because look at how outraged 
I am at this terrible injustice by making the strenuous 
effort of posting a comment on the internet’ – Hume 
is wonderfully sharp in denouncing it, disgusted at 
the narcissism whereby ‘taking offence has become 
a legitimate source of self-righteousness’. When the 
self-promoting Sun columnist Katie Hopkins referred 
to the African immigrant boat-people crossing the 
Mediterranean as ‘cockroaches’ and ‘feral humans’, 
an online petition resulted in a quarter of a million 
people calling for her to be sacked, ‘rather more than 
petitions calling on Europe to act to save the desperate 
Africans’. Here the left-winger Hume shares common 
cause with Theodore Dalrymple who, in the spring 
issue of The Salisbury Review, denounces those who 
‘desire to experience the luxury of an emotion without 
having to pay for it’.

In the same vein, a brilliant chapter on the ‘Je suis 
Charlie’ phenomenon forensically lays bare the mass 
hypocrisy involved in the aftermath of the Charlie 
Hebdo murders, citing Prof Marc Lynch’s tweet: ‘Glad 
so many world leaders could take time off jailing 
and torturing journalists and dissidents to march for 
free expression in France’. Hume reminds us here of 
the thirty-four journalists arrested in the UK under 
Operation Elevden investigating the hacking scandal. 
As one of the cleared journalists later declared: ‘If this 
was happening in Zimbabwe, China or North Korea, 
there would a shit-storm of opposition here’. 

This polemic against the ‘Gospel of Zero Tolerance’ 
is a necessarily timely and important book, articulating 
what many of us are thinking, but are wary of saying.

She	had	done	the	state	
much	service

Helen	Szamuely

Queen of Spies, Daphne Park, Britain’s Cold War Spy 
Master, Paddy Hayes: Duckworth,  Overlook, 2015, £20.

When the news came in March 2010 that one of the 
best loved, most admired but also most feared members 
of the House of Lords, Baroness Park of Monmouth, 
had died, there was a general mourning and not just in 
the House but also among the many people who had 
known, worked with or just sat and talked to Daphne 
Park over many years. These were people who had 
known her in the Service, and in the various sister 
Services (I recall meeting a Canadian former agent 
once, who sent her all sorts of good wishes from the 
Mounties), people in various organizations to which 
she contributed whenever she could, people who had 
known her in Oxford and people who had met her and 
been overwhelmed by her knowledge, personality and 
charm. She had been an important British agent, rising 
to the position of Controller/Western Hemisphere 
before she retired from MI6. This fact was also well 
known, as she had given interviews to a number of 
carefully chosen journalists and told tales to some 
friends and acquaintances. According to Paddy Hayes 
some people, including Daphne Park’s secretary and 
assistant of many years’ standing, disapproved and 
there is some doubt as to whose idea all this publicity 
was. Daphne, whom I knew quite well in later years, 
insisted that when some journalist let the cat out of 
the bag, years after she had retired, senior SIS officers 
suggested that she should give those interviews; Paddy 
Hayes thinks it was her idea. 

Whoever thought of it, the scheme was hugely 
successful: Baroness Park, the charming elderly lady 
with her firm and strongly expressed opinions, worked 
in the House of Lords and her undeniable charm was the 
best possible advertisement for the Service, who could 
pretend in an oblique way that a number of women had 
risen to the top or near it, a lie indirect. Furthermore, 
Daphne never revealed more than she knew had been 
agreed on, as one can see from the various articles and 
interviews. They tend to repeat the same information, 
much of it reasonably well known with just the added 
savour of her personal experience, so far as she would 
talk about it. In private conversations or talks given to 
private organizations she told the most exciting stories. 
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She would swoop down on me when she felt like it 
in the corridors of the House of Lords where I had 
disconsolately collected some documents I had to read 
and write about, and announce that I would probably 
like a whisky. Ensconced with a drink she would 
turn to me and say ‘I think you might be interested 
in my stay in Moscow (or Hanoi or DR Congo). Out 
came her tales, all carefully shorn of any really secret 
information, but fascinating nevertheless. 

The SIS (or MI6) are notoriously secretive about their 
history though some details do slip out. Paddy Hayes 
found it difficult to unearth detailed information about 
Daphne Park’s career. He has, unfortunately, decided 
to pad his text with speculations about how Daphne 
might have felt at certain moments and what she 
would have had to remember in a new job to prepare 
for the new environment. There is also a tendency for 
giving explanations of certain structures and activities: 
‘in modern terms it means ….’ This is a regrettable 
tendency in a number of history books that aim at the 
popular market. Surely readers can cope with concepts 
without being told that ‘in modern terms that would be 
image management’ or some such nonsense.

Daphne Park’s life story from her childhood in 
Tanganyika through her education in England, service 
in the SOE during the war (together with all the 
problems she had because of her stubbornness) and 
subsequent career in SIS where she seems to have 
served in some of the most difficult and interesting 
places, is so interesting that even a dull writer cannot 
make it otherwise and Paddy Hayes is not a dull 
writer. The book bowls along despite the clichés 
and the padding. Nevertheless, with the difficulty 
of information gathering and reliance on personal 
memories, often internally censored, unanswered 
questions abound. Did Daphne go down to Odessa 
and Sevastopol to find out whether the Soviets were 
planning to intervene in the Suez crisis? She said yes 
and a number of historians have repeated that; her 
closest colleague of the time says no. Did she run 
agents in Hanoi and if so, how on earth did she manage 
it? No evidence seems available. What on earth was 
she doing in Ulan Bator? Was Marine Captain Douglas 
de Witt Bazata really the great love of her life? Hayes 
asserts this several times but produces no evidence, 
not even gossip. To what extent was she personally 
involved in the civil war that erupted in the Congo 
after independence and in the gruesome arrest and 
murder of Patrice Lumumba? Some of the answers 
to the last one could have been discovered through 
the American Freedom of Information Act but Hayes 
decided not to go down that path. The story he recounts 
is not substantially different from the one I read in my 
childhood in Soviet and East European newspapers. 

Daphne Park was also involved in the negotiations 
with Rhodesia’s Ian Smith after UDI that led to the 
establishment of Zimbabwe. I am not sure she did 
not regret her role in it though it had grown out of her 
friendship with a number of East African leaders, as 
she fought ferociously in the House of Lords to help 
Zimbabwean dissidents and refugees from Robert 
Mugabe’s bloody rule. 

Queen of Spies is the first biography of Baroness Park 
but one hopes not the last. It goes a little way beyond 
her retirement from SIS, telling the not altogether 
successful tale of her time as Principal of Somerville 
College and the more successful time as a Governor 
of the BBC. Then there is a rapid gallop through her 
various other achievements in the post-SIS years, 
but not nearly enough about her time in the House of 
Lords, which she loved, where she worked very hard 
and where she was much loved by colleagues and staff 
alike. The book would have become too long if all this 
had been added but let us hope that one day someone 
will continue Paddy Hayes’s excellent work and build 
on the foundation he has laid. 

Demetri	P	Marchessini
1934-2016

We are sorry to announce the death of one of 
our long-standing subscribers.

Mr Marchessini supported The Salisbury 
Review in many ways and his support will be 
greatly missed.

He was a Greek businessman who was 
educated in the USA and lived in London with 
his wife and four daughters.
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IN	SHORT
Parish Churches of Greater London, Heritage of 
London Trust, 34, Grosvenor Gardens, SW1W 0DH 
2015, £25.

This valuable book covers no fewer than 420 parishes, 
the majority Anglican, a few Catholic, but from lack 
of space it omits the large number of architecturally 
interesting chapels and non-conformist buildings, and 
also the great City churches, which are fully covered 
in other books.

It is sensibly divided up by London boroughs, so 
that the eager church-hunter may easily kill several 
birds with one stone, though of course one man’s 
Hawksmoor may be found next to another man’s Pugin. 
There is also a chronological list, and it is fascinating 
to discover so many Norman and Mediaeval survivals 
in the outer suburbs such as, among others, Barnet, 
Hillingdon (which boasts eight), and Bexley (four). 
From the time of James I onwards individual architects 
are known, including Wren, Gibbs, and Hawksmoor’s 
less well known assistant John James, who designed 
seven. There is a useful list of these architects and their 
works: there is something here for everyone.

The author, Michael Hodges, has some pertinent 
comments to make about many of the churches, but 
is nobly restrained about the damage so often done 
to interiors and furnishings: for example by the 
replacement of handsome pews by insignificant and 
uncomfortable chairs. It is only fair to say that here, as 
elsewhere, money is part of the problem. Aesthetic taste 
is often more lamentable in Catholic than Anglican 
churches, though more harm is often done in the latter 
since they are usually older and better designed, and 
there is more to spoil.

The author’s energy in covering the vast territory, 
often early in the morning before a demanding day’s 
work in the City, is truly remarkable. And most of 
his weekends were spent in creating the Friends of 
Wiltshire Churches, which after eight years is now 
flourishing strongly. His book contains no less than 
1344 colour illustrations: to have hired a professional 
photographer would have made the book hopelessly 
expensive, so he set about mastering the art of digital 
photography himself, with spectacular, sometimes 
startling results. He has also delved among fascinating 
details of the churches’ histories. It would be invidious 
to pick out one’s favourite churches, but I never knew 
that William the Conqueror spent the early years of his 
reign at the Abbey of Barking, at that time the third 

richest in England after Shaftesbury and Sion.

John Jolliffe

Summer before Dark, Volker Weidermann, Pushkin 
Press, 2016, £12.99.

We are much indebted to Pushkin Press for introducing 
us to so many gems from Central European literature 
lost to us during the Cold War. Outstanding among 
many interesting authors are Stefan Zweig and Joseph 
Roth. This book is an evocation of the summer of 
1936 in Ostend where a handful of literary exiles from 
Nazism met for a month to enjoy a peaceful summer 
writing and arguing before the beginning of the civil 
war in Spain later that summer. It can be compared 
to Holger Gumpprecht’s New Weimar unter Palmen 
written in the ’nineties about the German exiles in Los 
Angeles – the elder Manns, Brecht, Feuchtwanger and 
Schoenberg for whom money problems and the loss of 
their readers were similar.

Stefan Zweig belonged to a wealthy Jewish family 
which had enjoyed and contributed to the heyday of 
pre1914 Vienna. Joseph Roth came from a very poor 
family of Orthodox Jews from Galicia to whom Vienna 
was a kind of paradise. As a penniless student he stood 
outside Zweig’s house but was too shy to ring the bell. 
After the publication of The Radeztky March, Zwieg 
sent him a fan letter and their long friendship began. 
Both shared a melancholy nostalgia for the passing 
of the Hapsburg Empire which successfully included 
different national cultures and a fatalism about the 
present Jewish banishment with a hope that there 
might be a solution. Roth always lived in hotel rooms 
with different women and was always behind with the 
rent; Zweig always rescued him from his successive 
financial disasters. Once the Nazis came to power 
Roth’s books were immediately banned while Zweig 
managed to negotiate a compromise for a while.

Others joined this duo: Irmgard Keun who was the 
only writer to leave Germany by choice, attached 
herself to Roth who was able to drink more thanks to 
the money coming from an American tycoon who was 
besotted with Irmgard. Zweig, whose marriage was 
now over, enjoyed the attentions of Lotte Altmann, his 
secretary who became his second wife. Ernst Toller, 
the socialist playwright whose works were translated 
by Auden, and his beautiful actress wife, Christiane 
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Grautoff also joined them. The young Arthur Koestler 
makes an appearance, looking for a way to enlist 
in the civil war in Spain while the fascinating Willi 
Munzenberg, the star of communist publishing during 
the Weimar Republic and now chief of the agitprop 
department of the Comintern, dashed in. Arrivals and 
departures provided interest and excitement but did 
not banish the backcloth of deep depression among 
the writers. 

Not many of these literati survived the war: Roth 
drank himself to death in Paris; Toller, Zweig and Lotte 
committed suicide. Munzenberg was interned in France 
in 1940 and later murdered.

Merrie Cave 

Unjust Cause, James Lang, Publish Nation, London, 
2015.

One can only imagine the anguish which false 
accusations cause for innocent people. One of our 
contributors has now written a novel about what it 
must be like to experience this nightmare.

For some time a bandwagon about accusations 
of child abuse has been galloping away recalling 
the witch hunts of centuries ago. Mere accusations 

seem sufficient for the police to spend many hours 
investigating them instead of fighting crime. Operation 
Midland cost £2 million after a single complainant 
told police he had been abused by prominent military 
figures and politicians. The Met has now accepted that 
there was no evidence but has refused to apologise 
nor has the Commissioner resigned over the matter as 
his predecessors would have done in the past. At the 
same time several police forces have ignored or only 
casually pursued evidence about the abuse of girls by 
Asian men in several cities for many years.

In the novel three young men conspire to falsely 
accuse a former teacher in a London comprehensive 
of assault. They are eager to get some money, just 
think of a teacher at random and despite a total lack 
of evidence Alec is questioned by the police and 
later charged. Fortunately a conscientious solicitor’s 
assistant attended the same school and saw a report of 
the case in the newspaper, met the conspirators and 
was able to get the case dismissed. This is a good light 
read which highlights this epidemic and provides an 
insight into how terrible it is for an innocent person to 
be falsely accused of such heinous crimes.

Sylvia Wood




