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A few weeks ago my wife and I flew from Cork to 
London. The plane took off on time, the flight was 
without incident, the advanced electronics of the 

airliner brushed aside a gale at Stansted allowing it to land 
smoothly. A bendy bus was immediately at the aircraft steps 
and in half an hour we were on a fast train to London. At 
the underground station I took out my mobile phone, dialled 
an Indian restaurant near our home and reading the menu 
that sprang up on my screen ordered a three-course curry. 
We then took the underground, a train every one hundred 
seconds, crossing from north to south London in twenty 
minutes. Within a few moments of leaving our last station 
we were seated in a well appointed restaurant eating an 
excellent meal. It was 11.30 at night.

Most readers, if they live in the capital, will recognise this 
experience. If you live in the country, similar enjoyments 
are at your elbow. You can, thanks to agricultural science, 
walk into your well-stocked garden, or, go inside to watch 
or listen to the latest theatre, music or film. For the scholarly, 
thanks to the Internet, limitless scholarship is a couple of 
mouse clicks away. If you fancy some fruit out of season, 
peaches are available in the local Waitrose, indeed any type 
of food from anywhere at any time. Nor will you be cold 
this winter. Thanks to nuclear power, renewable energy and 
natural gas every house is warm. Most of all, more and more 
of us now experience the surprise and delight of finding that 
in our seventies we are as fit and healthy as we were at fifty.

But turn on a radio, open a newspaper, or get into a 
political discussion and you would be forgiven for thinking 
we are living in the closing years of civilisation. The 
Visigoths at the gate, the public finances in ruins, our army 
on the run, the Emperor and his court given over to every 
type of vice and corruption, our sick dying on the floors of 
our hospitals, the transport system in ruins, our streets alive 
with acid throwers and muggers.

‘Oh for the good old times!’ cry conservatives.
Those of us old enough to remember the fifties and sixties 

will remember their sheer awfulness. The snobbery, the food 
shortages, the hell of travel, the deliberately bad, barely 
edible, ill served food, (how we sneered at foreign ‘muck’) 
the rudeness of shopkeepers, the shivering unheated houses, 
terrifying killer fogs, doctors who prescribed according 
to your accent, ‘dead language’ snobbery in our major 
universities and the subtle persecution of the self-educated 

– ‘too clever by half’. Democracy? Remember Lord Home, 
with an upper lip so stiff it looked as if he was continually 
at the dentist, ‘emerging’ as Prime Minister following his 
secret coronation by the 1922 committee. Remember the 
union bosses, taking orders from Moscow?

Conservatives so often praise this world we should not be 
surprised the young have consigned us to it. They do not realise 
that good food, cheap travel, a long life, good housing, instant 
communications, easily available contraception, and education 
are products of advanced capitalism and technology, which 
we would not be enjoying if Conservative politicians such as 
Thatcher and Reagan hadn’t realised the only way to deliver 
them was via the free market. Instead they see the defects of 
capitalism, which unlike socialism are often self-correcting. 
Slowly but surely African countries are emerging from the 
polluting nightmare of post-colonial socialism, while China 
has leapt from a peasant economy to an advanced industrial 
power and is now embarked on a huge nuclear power building 
programme to curb its carbon emissions. Here at home 
investment in the countryside as an amenity has preserved 
green space, slums have given way to investment housing, 
while cheaper medical technology has brought falling death 
rates, (under capitalism every UK male adult gains 13.5 weeks 
life expectancy a year, a woman 9.8 weeks). While third world 
immigration has been an unmitigated disaster, Corbyn wants 
unlimited amounts of it; Eastern European migration, fuelled 
by cheap air travel, it’s only two and a half hours from Warsaw 
to London, has been a boon to our economy. Socialism on the 
other hand invariably leads to pollution and stagnation, witness 
the decaying and now fatal legacy of Labour’s tower blocks 
symbolised by Grenfell. 

Who makes the case against Corbyn? The parliamentary 
Tory party is too fat, too stupid and too preoccupied with 
itself to even notice the peril we are in. The conservative 
faithful talk about Jacob Rees Mogg as a leader, but Labour’s 
high regard for him is worrying. Boris Johnson is the only 
potential PM who could snatch victory from Corbyn, he 
speaks with optimism, eloquence and wit on behalf of 
capitalism, but his inexplicable gaff over Nazanin Zaghari-
Ratcliffe has knocked him out of the race for now. Unless the 
‘gaff’ is a trap laid by a fanatically pro-Europe Foreign Office 
leaving it a free hand to negotiate our re-entry, offering to 
sign us up for the Euro, and direct rule by Europe’s unelected 
commissioners.
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My	First	Day	at	School
Christie	Davies

Not long ago I took part in a public debate 
on selective education where I argued that 
the lower orders were not worth educating 

because they were innately and irrevocably stupid. 
Immediately an angry and bitter ‘well spoken’ leftist 
jumped up and shouted at 
me: ‘How dare you! You 
went to privileged schools 
from the start.’ I replied 
that I did not even need 
to provide the category 
of my first school, merely 
its name. It was called 
Terrace Road School, a 
name straight out of The 
Beano. The building lay as 
a tall lump, an old Board 
School towering over a 
great mass of featureless 
terraced roads built long 
before. Nothing wrong 
with that.

Until I was five I had lived within a loving family, 
surrounded by a network of kindly lower middle class 
and respectable working class grandparents, uncles 
and aunts, cousins of various distances and those 
adults awarded the honorary title of uncle and aunt. 
They were honest, decent bright folk who treated 
me with affection. Now at five the laws of the state 
had dumped me down on my own among a new and 
threatening mass of stupid and aggressive lower class 
five-year-olds.

My introduction to the school was made worse by 
the teacher in charge who a little later gave out our 
first book, a string of simple ill-assorted letters with 
bright pictures. A minute later I had come to the end 
of this item and told the teacher I had finished it. I had. 
I had begun to read at the age of three and by five I 
was fluent. My father would sit me on his lap and read 
me stories from a book. ‘What’s that word?’ I would 
ask, and he would tell me. Soon I could do it myself. 
Today such teaching is called ‘look and say’ but it was 
I who chose to look and to store in my mind an ever-
increasing vocabulary and an insight into how English 
grammar works.

But then the voice of education authority in the form 
of a sad, drab elementary school teacher denied that I 

could possibly do something that came so very easily 
and expertly to me. I was denounced in front of the 
class. ‘No child of five can read,’ she proclaimed. ‘But 
I can,’ I said. ‘Oh no you can’t.’ I had been accused of 
making a false claim. I had been called a liar. Empirical 

reality did not come into 
it. I was not asked to try 
the book again to prove 
my point. The lower class 
derelicts all smirked. I had 
been brought down to their 
state of dire illiteracy, the 
one in which they would 
remain for the rest of 
their lives. Why? Because 
they were innately stupid. 
They were not in any sense 
handicapped. The motors 
of their minds were not in 
any way broken, but their 
motors were designed to be 
weak and slow.

The next day I set off to walk to school, a safe and 
easy walk of a few streets in those days when petrol 
was rationed and child molesters cautious. I never got 
there. I couldn’t face going back to that awful school. 
I was going to stay out a suitable length of time and 
wait until the school emptied and I could go home 
quietly just as if I had really been there. However, some 
busybody saw me looking harmlessly into the window 
of a little shop and called the police. I was told to get 
into a police car by a friendly policewoman who told 
the driver to take us all to my home. I was vague about 
where I lived and implied that I did not know the way. 
We had a pleasant little jaunt, the policewoman being 
solicitous and the male driver much amused. A bright 
five-year-old is less trouble and more fun than your 
average lower class adolescent hoodlum. When we 
got back home, my aunt, a sensible woman, thanked 
the police who left without fuss. I told her about the 
book. She knew I could read because she had seen me 
do so regularly. The next morning I was taken back to 
the school who had no idea what to do with this ugly 
intelligent duckling. I was now plonked down among 
seven-year-old girls who tried to mother me. None of 
them could read as well as I did. I was stuck with a 
reading age of ten and the social skills of a five-year-

Christie Davies
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it into the paths of radicalism and rejection of their 
own people. As a follower of Vilfredo Pareto I can 
see why in consequence they would idealise the plebs 
and the proles whom they could see as their fellow 
sufferers, though it has to be said that radicals of this 
kind nowadays tend to prefer lower class black drug-
dealers. But why is the bitterness of these traitors to 
their class more valid than the bitterness that shapes 
my hatred of equality?

I knew the workers better. They were my father’s 
father, a respected Welsh-speaking coal miner active 
in local affairs but often unemployed, and my mother’s 
father, who operated the time clock in a local tin-plate 
factory and was a Nonconformist deacon. These decent 
working men were a class apart from the lower class 
scum with whom I was forced to go to school. 

Later by chance I came to lecture about social 
stratification in a university department of sociology 
in the North of England known for its stress on the 
mendacious leftist analysis of society within the 
Marxist tradition, in which the working class is a single 
unitary unit. I told my students that there were key 
divisions between the skilled workers, the reliable and 
respectable workers and those known by the technical 
sociological term, Scum. The students were delighted. 
They knew from their own experience that I was telling 
it like it was.

The late Christie Davies held a doctorate in Social and 
Political Sciences from the University of Cambridge. 
He travelled extensively in the Arab world and gave 
presentations at Israeli universities

old. Imagine that, you sneering pompous equality-
mongers who called my childhood privileged. I was 
rescued from my school and the lower orders by illness, 
first by bad asthma and then a serious kidney disorder. 
I could no longer run. This at least permitted me to 
stay at home far from the silly sports and intermittent 
threats of violent bullying that pervade any lower class 
area. I was left to my books. 

In my last days at the school before I went to hospital 
the morlocks used to sit on the floor of the hall and 
chant their ‘tables’ which in those days went up to 144 
because there were 12 pence to the pound. I pretended 
to join in. I never ever bothered to learn my tables. 
Early on I had noticed that you could get away with 
doing them only up as far as 5 and remembering that 
all the other numbers are 10 minus one of the smaller 
numbers. What is 8? 8 is 10 minus 2. Meanwhile back 
in the classroom the Neanderthals were learning to 
read through a method called phonics – phoney-ics. 
C-A-T they chanted, meaning a feline. I knew that 
these sounds made up CARTER. I have no objection 
whatsoever to people being taught in this way. Dim 
people are unable to think, but they often have a 
very good capacity for learning by rote. Let them 
learn whichever way is best for them, but please give 
freedom to the bright five-year-olds who can think. 
Equality is theft and this is just as true of our minds 
as of our possessions. We must resist the equality-
mongers of the tainted left before they steal the minds 
of the next generation and hand them over to people 
who will never be able to use them. 

The only useful skill I acquired from those vicious 
lower class morons with whom I was incarcerated 
was to be able to throw stones, to throw them hard 
and accurately. I was aided by my early intuitive 
notions of how to throw in two different parabolas. 
I have rarely used these skills in later life, except on 
one occasion when I had to repel an attack by savage 
baboons lurking in the trees in Uganda. One day I will 
tell you how to do it. 

I am quite happy to recognise that the school 
experiences of my sneering prep-school reared left 
wing critics were much, much worse than mine. During 
the whole of my young life I had a room and bed in my 
own home. Until I went youth hostelling as a teenager 
I never had to freeze or sweat in an ill-designed 
dormitory. In all my days I have never experienced the 
fear of being forcibly buggered at night by a dormitory 
monitor. There was very little corporal punishment 
in any of my schools. There were no cold, wet cross-
country runs with my being shouted at by some sadistic 
pervert when a little asthmatic boy couldn’t keep up. 
I can easily see why such a far nastier childhood than 
mine would have driven those who suffered from 

Christie	Davies
A few days before his death Christie asked us to 

publish ‘My First Day at School’ and although dying 
from cancer asked the nurses to stop his morphine so 
he could edit it. It is an attack on those who rule our 
education system. What right, he asks, have these bully 
boys and time servers to steal a child’s genius so they 
may continue to govern? Christie was right when he 
declared ‘Equality is theft’. 

Had he published this in his lifetime he would have 
been ruined.  But he is now; polymath, humorist and 
exceptional scholar, beyond their reach. A loss to 
independent scholarship, a good friend to the Salisbury 
Review and an outstanding contributor; who will be 
greatly missed.

The Editor
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The	Descent	of	the	English
Alistair	Miller

The story of the English people used to be 
straightforward. In the fifth and sixth centuries, 
following the departure of the Roman legions, 

successive waves of Angles, Saxons and Jutes 
crossed the North Sea to settle in Britain. I remember 
drawing three arrows to represent this in my very first 
grammar school history lesson. Initially pillaging 
invaders, they soon turned peaceful settlers and 
were converted to Christianity by Augustine, who 
landed in 597. Tempered 
by the Danes and Vikings, 
and forged into political 
shape by the Normans, the 
English people (as they 
had now become) were set 
fair for a glorious history, 
their  achievements to 
include the greatest empire 
the world has ever seen, 
parliamentary democracy, 
the Common Law, the 
works of Shakespeare, and 
the defeat of Napoleon and 
Hitler. Despite enduring two 
world wars from beginning 
to end, they remained, 
in A J P Taylor’s words, 
‘a peaceful and civilized 
people, tolerant, patient, and generous’. 

It was inevitable that in our ‘postmodern’ age, 
the imperial achievements of the British should 
be deconstructed, and revealed as oppressive and 
exploitative. Likewise, the notion that the British or 
English were a chosen people endowed with a uniquely 
favourable set of national characteristics has been 
exposed by modern historians and historiographers 
as ‘historical exceptionalism’, the connotations of 
racial superiority now considered ‘unacceptable’. 
Traditionally, the English character was regarded as 
having arisen from a mixture of Celt (or Briton) and 
Anglo-Saxon, with the emphasis squarely falling on the 
manly virtues of the latter. In his The Spirit of English 
History of 1943, A L Rowse wrote ‘There was a strong 
contrast between the Britons and the Saxons. Where 
the former were imaginative and extreme, moody 
and discordant, egotistical and irrational, a feminine 
people, the Saxons were … a virile, masculine stock: 

a stronger strain, when all is said, than the Celts.’ No 
historian could get away with such stuff nowadays. 
Besides, the new age mysticism surrounding King 
Arthur and the Celtic Twilight (think poetry, chivalry 
and courts of love) appeals more to our modern tastes 
than the stolid practical qualities of invading Teutons 
(think Hitler and the SS). 

But now, even our Anglo-Saxon origins are in doubt. 
In Britain AD: A Quest for Arthur, England and the 

Anglo-Saxons, the eminent 
archaeologist Francis Pryor 
explains that up till quite 
recently, the ‘culture-
h i s to r i ca l ’ app roach , 
according to which even 
minor  changes in  the 
archaeological record were 
explained by migrations 
of people (as opposed to 
fashions and influences), 
held sway among historians 
and archaeologists. Hence, 
the appearance of a new 
style of drinking vessel in 
early Bronze Age Europe 
heralded the arrival of 
the ‘Beaker’ people; and 
changes in burial rites (from 

burial mounds to cremation) and building-styles 
(from round to rectangular houses with sunken floors) 
across Eastern England from the fifth century onward 
indicated the arrival of a new people from across the 
North Sea. But modern archaeology, equipped with a 
dazzling panoply of new scientific techniques – genetic 
tracking, stable isotope analysis, computer-aided 
geo-physical surveys and so forth – has transformed 
the picture. In The Origins of the British, Stephen 
Oppenheimer reports that analysis of ‘intrusive’ gene 
markers from Continental Europe and exact gene type 
matches reveals that although there has been a 30 per 
cent intrusion of founder gene types from northern 
Europe into England since the last Ice Age, less than 
5 per cent of this was from the putative Anglo-Saxon 
homelands. It is possible that invading Anglo-Saxons 
formed an elite ruling class, but as Pryor notes, there 
is no archaeological evidence for this. Nor is there 
evidence of a violent invasion, of burned towns or 
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villages, or charred remains; only of continuity and 
peaceful evolution. Most telling of all is that isotopic 
analysis of the tooth enamel of bodies in early Saxon 
graves has revealed that none of the population 
sampled was born outside Britain. 

The traditional view that Britain was invaded en masse 
by the Anglo-Saxons, who drove the Britons westward, 
or exterminated or enslaved them (the ‘wipe out’ or 
‘genocide’ theory), then, is simply a myth. Gildas and 
Bede, the Dark Age chroniclers on whom later historians 
have had to rely, were either ill-informed or actively 
engaging in propaganda. But how do we explain the 
rise of the Saxon kingdoms and the birth of the English 
nation? Perhaps even more puzzling, how do we explain 
the origins of the English language? Nobody knows 
for certain. But there is a growing consensus among 
archaeologists, pre-historians and linguists that genetic, 
cultural and linguistic influences on eastern England from 
Scandinavia and north-west Europe date back as far as 
the late Neolithic and Bronze Ages. In other words, Old 
English was already spoken in England by the ancestral 
English when the Romans departed, its roots derived not 
from the languages of Dark Age invaders (Old Saxon, 
Norse and Frisian) but from an ‘ancestral common 
Germanic root’ spoken thousands of years before. 

For Pryor and Oppenheimer, the shattering of 
England’s ‘origin myth’ is to be welcomed. The 
way is opened to a ‘celebration of our diversity’ 
(Oppenheimer), to a recognition that ‘the British are by 
and large an inclusive nation’ (Pryor). But as Ed West 
notes in The Diversity Illusion, another interpretation 
is possible. That the English of 1927 were more than 
90 per cent the descendants of the English of 927, the 
year Athelstan founded the English state (the Normans 
and Huguenots added relatively little to the gene pool), 
and that some 70 per cent of British DNA dates back 
more than 6000 years, explodes the fashionable myth 
that Britain has always been a multicultural society, a 
nation of migrants. The point is not that newcomers 
are undesirable; merely that a thousand years and 
more is ample time for a distinctive culture and pattern 
of life – for a strong sense of English identity – to 
have taken shape. Sir Arthur Bryant, the doyen of 
Anglocentric historians, put it in gloriously politically 
incorrect terms: although the English are formed of 
a succession of immigrants (if one goes far enough 
back), ‘this alien inflow has never been too rapid’ and 
England ‘has never suffered as other countries have 
from racial indigestion … Before the next inflow, the 
strong tradition of England has had time to mould the 
newcomers to the national pattern’.  

What of our sense of English identity? The problem, 
argues Linda Colley in Britons, is that it has been 
submerged in a British identity ‘too dependent on 

recurrent Protestant wars, commercial success and 
imperial conquest’. With the demise of empire and the 
established church, and the rise of Scottish and Welsh 
nationalism, it was inevitable the English should suffer an 
identity crisis. One solution is for the English to contribute 
through their own deconstruction to the creation of an 
ever more inclusive society forged in the furnace of mass 
immigration – self-inflicted cultural genocide. Yet, as we 
have seen, ‘diverse multicultural Britain’ is as much a 
concocted myth as any other. Moreover, there is a curious 
asymmetry at play concerning national characteristics. 
Current orthodoxy allows the British (or English) one 
characteristic: their tolerance, especially of migrants. 
But if tolerance is allowed, why not other characteristics? 
Why, for example, not intolerance and the xenophobia 
that has been remarked on by a succession of unfortunate 
visitors to our shores since 1500, when the Venetian 
ambassador to the court of Henry VII found that the 
English had ‘an antipathy to foreigners’. Why not a spirit 
of adventure and discovery (one thinks of the Elizabethan 
seafarers) or dogged determination in adversity (one 
thinks of ‘the thin red line’ and Dunkirk)? The national 
characteristics and eccentricities observed by George 
Santayana, Karel Čapek, André Maurois, Pierre Daninos 
and a succession of other outsiders were real enough in 
their eyes. The recent spate of books on the English by 
the English suggests that the English themselves have a 
strong sense of their own identity, albeit mostly humorous 
and self-deprecating – which is, of course, another notable 
English characteristic.  

The robust good-humoured swashbuckling Boris 
Johnson would seem to epitomise many of these 
characteristics. Even Theresa May, the vicar’s daughter, 
displays certain qualities of decency and fair play. 
The contrast with the opposing Eurocrats – preening, 
conceited, self-important, self-righteous, sulky and 
humourless – could not be more striking. Juncker, 
Barnier and the like, self-appointed system-builders 
and mini-Napoleons, would seem to encapsulate 
all that is worst in the Continental temperament. 
The English, of course, have no monopoly on good 
characteristics, or on bad ones. The tragedy of Brexit 
is that the love of freedom and independence voiced by 
so many in the EU referendum is shared by ordinary 
people across Europe. It is the intellectual elite that 
has hijacked the EU in the name of an abstract ideal, 
a diverse multicultural utopia to be ruled by a caste 
of guardians … And if there is another thing that 
characterises the English, it is their contempt for 
intellectual elites. 

Alistair Miller is a teacher.
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Cutting	out	Sex
Myles	Harris

In the film One Flew over the Cuckoo’s Nest a 
criminal (Jack Nicholson) gets himself admitted 
to an insane asylum in order to avoid the dangers 

of prison life. He ends up having his frontal lobes 
disconnected from the rest of his brain using an ice 
pick hammered through his skull just above the eyelid 
(the standard operation in those days). In an instant he 
is changed from a troubling, funny, exciting psychopath 
to the personality equivalent of an empty coke can. 

Prefrontal leucotomy, mind surgery, using the knife 
to alleviate mental suffering, turned out to be a disaster, 
a zombie maker. Thousands underwent it, even women 
with post-natal depression had the ice pick, and on one 
occasion a nine year old boy. Opponents of the operation 
were sidelined, and its inventors Walter Rudolf Hess (no, 
not that Hess) and Antonio Egaz Moniz were awarded 
the Nobel Prize for medicine in 1949. 

Is gender re-assignment, the sex change operation, an 
operation to cure severe psychological distress, today’s 
psychosurgical equivalent of prefrontal leucotomy? 
Initially treated with extreme reserve by the medical 
profession, gender reassignment is now extraordinarily 
fashionable with a veneer of respectability hanging over 
it. There are some 5000 trans-sexuals who have had the 
operation in the UK. The term gender re-assignment 
(Americans call it gender confirmation) has a nice tidy 
ring, a bit like re-indexing your library. You were on the 
shelf labelled men, now you are on the shelf labelled 
women. If you want to be returned to your previous 
shelf, go ahead. If it sounds simple, it isn’t. Like 
prefrontal leucotomy, the phrase gender reassignment 
hides a profound biological misconception. 

You cannot reassign sex, no more than you can move 
the earth’s axis. What you can do is to surgically alter 
somebody’s outward appearance and refashion their 

genitalia, and add a wash of hormones to keep the 
sexual show on the road. While your sex may be male, 
your gender is now female, gender being the term 
now used to describe your feeling of sexual identity. I 
have used the word ‘appearance’ because that is all it 
is. Unfortunates who have had this operation have not 
changed their sex, only how they look. And they don’t 
look good to others. Many lead isolated lives, let alone 
being sexually fulfilled. 

While transgender surgeons are remarkably optimistic 
about the results of their work, some claiming a 97 per 
cent satisfaction among their patients, a rate as a far as 
I know never equalled for any other operation in the 
medical textbooks, statistical follow ups of patients are 
few and far between. In a Danish study of 102 patients, 
between 1998 and 2010 ten patients died with an average 
age of 53 years as against 79 years for the normal 
population, mainly due to an unexplained increase in 
unrelated physical illnesses. There was a slight reduction 
in psychiatric illness following surgery, but it was not 
statistically significant. 

An earlier Swedish study in 2011 of 324 sex- 
reassigned individuals between1973 and 2003, ‘…. 
found substantially higher rates of overall mortality, 
death from cardiovascular disease and suicide, 
suicide attempts, and psychiatric hospitalisations in 
sex-reassigned transsexual individuals compared to a 
healthy control population....’. 

Those who find their transition does not work can 
ask for the operation to be reversed. Regret rates are 
highest in male to female transitions. However there are 
no figures for ‘de-transition’ operations in the UK, one 
was recently planned but shut down by Bath University 
‘as it might offend people’. Transgender is a heavily 
politicised subject bringing censorship with it. 



The Salisbury Review — Winter 2017 9 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

Is there a scientific basis to transgender surgery? 
No there is not. We are born with either the XX 
chromosome, female, or the XY chromosome, male. 
A very small number of patients even though they are 
genetically male – they have the XY chromosome – 
grow into poorly developed females. This is because 
they lack a vital gene switch on the Y chromosome 
which tells them to grow up as males

If a female mouse has this gene forcibly switched on 
all her offspring develop as males even though some 
of them are genetic, XX, females. ‘including growing 
a penis and testicles, mounting females, and performing 
every behaviour characteristic of male mice. By flicking 
a single genetic switch, (Goodfellow) the researcher had 
switched an organism’s sex.’ 

There can be no doubt of the force of nurture over 
nature in matters of behaviour, especially sexual, but it 
is highly probable that all forms of sexuality are at root 
genetically determined – everybody thinks this is the case 
for homosexuals – which would explain why homosexuals 
react badly if anybody tries to persuade them to try to be 
heterosexual. Will this be so when children who have 
been pressured into thinking they are the wrong sex, on 
maturity discover this not to be the case. 

Why then do some people want to change sex? 
The desire may be a self-image disorder, some subtle 
physical rewiring of the brain similar to anorexia or 
those suffering from a desire to have a limb cut off, a 
condition called apotemnophilia, who sometimes will 
go to any lengths, including self-amputation, to achieve 
their wish. Some of the latter have subtle changes in their 
brain anatomy associated with this desire, although so 
far nothing conclusive has been found in the brain scans 
of people who want to change sex. What ever the cause 
of being born feeling you are in the wrong sex, like 
wanting to rid yourself of one limb, it is both extremely 
painful and tragic. What is sad is that the disorder has 
been caught up in radical politics. 

Trans-genderism has proved a sitting target for a 
politically powerful, well-financed and vociferous lobby 
who believe in the Maoist refashioning of society. One 
of its major targets is the patriarchal society with its 

emphasis on family and kin. No longer will white males 
have the right to force their genes on that most oppressed 
of individuals, the straight female. In a new world people 
can be any gender they like to be, and change at any time. 
The very roots of sexual identity are to be torn up, no men, 
no women, no marriage, no children, no society. 

Dismissing genetic arguments, indeed all science, as 
‘a white man’s construct’ the first step for the lobbyists 
was to pressure politicians to write into the law that an 
individual’s choice of gender is his or hers, and requires 
no medical certification confirming it. If a patient comes 
to her doctor and declares herself to be male, then she 
is male. If she further would like to be made into a 
physical male, no type of psychological investigation 
should follow as feeling you are in the wrong sex is 
not a disease, just as homosexuality is not a disease. To 
back this up in some jurisdictions, for example Canada, 
if you refuse if asked to use gender-neutral pronouns 
when referring to transgender people, you risk being 
convicted of a criminal offence. 

Following the dictum of the founder of the Jesuits, 
St Ignatius Loyola, ‘give me a child until he is seven 
and I have him for life’, transgender theory has been 
imported into schools, with teachers mandated to look 
out for children who express doubts about their gender, 
to encourage them to consider they might be in the 
wrong body and to advise their parents to start the first 
steps toward arresting puberty with a view to a gender 
operation at maturity. To reinforce this the age at which 
a child is recognised to be able to decide on his or her 
sexuality has been lowered to 17. Totally false press 
releases have stoked the movement with claims being 
made that 1 per cent of the population is transgender, it 
is more likely 0.3 per cent.

GPs who ten years ago may never have seen a 
transgender patient in their lives, now report seeing 
at least one a year, sometimes more. Alarm bells have 
begun to ring, far too late, with some GPs refusing to 
prescribe hormone treatments for children. Psychiatrists, 
surgeons and medical researchers have all begun to 
express serious doubts about the value of this type 
of surgery, pointing out the lack of evidence for its 
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The	Prophet’s	Bankers
Paul	Weston

value, and the possible serious long term effects, both 
psychological and physical, of changing one’s sex. 

Sadly as with all political lobbies, the extremely hard 
work of a few activists means the transgender horse 
has already bolted, with the UK government offering 
a Sir Humphrey ‘consultation’ on the suitability of this 
treatment written in such impenetrable language that 
few members of the public will read it let alone fill it 
in. One can guess its conclusions.

Is life in general good for transgender patients after 
surgery? Some say their life is transformed by the 
operation, and there must be cases where suicide is 
avoided by the operation. I do not for one instant doubt 
the good faith of surgeons faced with the obvious 
suffering of patients wishing to transgender, but surgery 
is a funny thing with a massive placebo effect. What may 
appear to be a cure may be no such thing. If I were an 
abdominal surgeon with no idea whatsoever, except a 
clinical impression, of the long-term success or failure 
of say, gall stone surgery, I would not refuse to operate 
but I would be cautious about taking the next stone out. 

Even more so with surgery of the mind. 
Dr Renee Richards, a former professional tennis 

player wrote:
I wish that there could have been an alternative 
way, but there wasn’t in 1975. If there was a drug 
that I could have taken that would have reduced the 
pressure, I would have been better off staying the way 
I was – a totally intact person. I know deep down that 
I’m a second-class woman. I get a lot of inquiries from 
would-be transsexuals, but I don’t want anyone to 
hold me out as an example to follow. Today there are 
better choices, including medication, for dealing with 
the compulsion to cross-dress and the depression that 
comes from gender confusion. As far as being fulfilled 
as a woman, I’m not as fulfilled as I dreamed of being. 
I get a lot of letters from people who are considering 
having this operation   and I discourage them all.

Genetic explanations:
http://nautil.us/issue/43/heroes/why-sex-is-binary-

but-gender-is-a-spectrum

One wonders what future historians will write 
about Saudi Arabia. Will there even be a future 
historians, or at least Western historians? Saudi 

Arabia has already changed the world enormously and 
will continue to do so – perhaps it might even oversee the 
downfall of Christian civilisation. There are recent signs 
Saudi might be moderating, but this 
may be simple tactics considering 
the proposed $2 trillion floatation of 
oil giant ARAMCO on London and 
New York markets. 

The desert kingdom, once the 
home of roaming Bedou, now exerts 
enormous political and ideological 
power over the West, and does so 
through an extraordinary combination 
of circumstances and luck. Hundreds 
of millions of years ago, trillions of 
tiny marine animals sank to the bottom 
of shallow Arabian seas and quietly 
decomposed, patiently awaiting the 
birth of Gottlieb Daimler and the 
internal combustion engine. One thousand four hundred years 
ago, Mohammed established a social, religious, military and 
political blueprint for global domination, which we know as 
Islam. In the 20th century, this duality of untold petro-dollar 
wealth and a fanatical devotion to a supremacist ideology 

coincided with the demise of Western confidence at precisely 
the time the West needed both oil and manpower. Added to 
this was a biblical cocktail of Holy Land war and a proxy war 
between the Soviet Union and America.

In 1973, on Yom Kippur, the Soviet Russia-backed armies 
of Egypt and Syria invaded American-backed Israel in an 

attempt to win back territory lost in 
the 1967 Six-Day War. But Israel and 
the West won. Islam and Communism 
lost. This mad2e Islam and Saudi 
Arabia very angry indeed, and so 
they played their unbeatable hand: 
cheap oil for Western concessions. 
In order to maximise their leverage, 
the Organisation of (Arab) Petroleum 
Expor t ing  Countr ies  (OPEC) 
proclaimed an oil embargo targeting 
Western countries, which supported 
Israel, and then quadrupled the price 
of a barrel of oil from three dollars to 
twelve dollars between October 1973 
and March 1974. This became known 

as the First Oil Crisis. 
In an attempt to solve this impasse, French President George 

Pompidou initiated the Euro Arab Dialogue which led to talks 
between the European Economic Community (EEC) and the 
Arab League, of which Saudi Arabia was a key negotiator. 
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Egyptian born Bat Ye’or has written a book about this called 
Eurabia – The Euro-Arab Axis in which she suggests European 
politicians tacitly accepted the future Islamification of Europe 
in exchange for greasing the wheels of our oil guzzling 
industries. British historian Martin Gilbert was a firm supporter 
of Bat Ye’or and believes the central thrust of Eurabia to be 
totally accurate, ditto Niall Ferguson and Middle East expert 
Daniel Pipes. 

In order to understand Saudi Arabia’s power play, we need 
be aware of two main organisations: 1) The Organisation 
of Islamic Cooperation (OIC) which consists of the fifty-
seven global Islamic states, and 2) The Islamic Educational, 
Scientific and Cultural Organization (ISESCO) made up of 
fifty-two Islamic states.

The OIC is incredibly powerful, and its most powerful 
member is Saudi Arabia. The combined fifty-seven member 
bloc vote exercised by the OIC commands significant 
electoral sway within the United Nations (UN) – ergo, the 
UN is unduly influenced by Saudi Arabia. The OIC also 
has a permanent delegation to the European Union… but 
perhaps its greatest coup d’état was the establishment of 
ISESCO in 1979, with a remit to exert Islamic power and 
culture within the West. The Director General of ISESCO 
in 2017 is Saudi-born Dr Abdulaziz Othman Altwaijri. For 
those of you who wondered why the West started describing 
its society as ‘multicultural’ in the 1980s, you can look to 
ISESCO for your answer. Amongst the Western concessions 
demanded by Saudi Arabia, two were very explicit: allow 
Muslims into the West but do NOT make them assimilate 
into Western culture. Instead, actively promote a country of 
many cultures, including Islam. The following quote from 
ISESCO relates to their thoughts on the West:

Such (Western) media content is full of corrupt 
thoughts and ideas that propagate the culture 
of violence, libertinism and delinquency. This 
favours the spread of western social and cultural 
principles and ways of conduct among young 
Muslim generations as a result of imitation and 
simulation. The western cultural model being 
imposed on Muslim children outside the Islamic 
world due to the media invasion requires a 
complete and exhaustive planning to immunize 
Muslims in western countries…

‘To learn who rules over you, simply find out who you are 
not allowed to criticise.’ Saudi Arabia has already committed 
some ninety billion petrodollars ($90,000,000,000) into the 
West over the last few decades, and Saudi Arabia appreciates 
that that amount of money buys huge political influence. 
Anyone paying even the remotest attention to Western society 
today knows only too well who or what we cannot criticise 
– Islam and Saudi Arabia. Perhaps the best example of this 
is what happened following the 9/11 Islamic terrorist attacks 
on America. Osama bin-Laden was a Saudi, fifteen of the 
nineteen hijackers were Saudis, but we invaded Afghanistan 
instead.

Saudi Arabia seems untouchable. The British government 

under David Cameron commissioned a report into Saudi 
funding of Islamic terrorism in Britain which has, shockingly, 
been withheld from publication by both Cameron and Theresa 
May, presumably because Saudi is indeed funding terrorism 
but is also partially responsible for the continued existence 
of Britain’s arms manufacturers. In an unusual moment of 
starkly honest expression, Hillary Clinton opined that Saudi 
Arabia was the biggest global funder of Islamic extremism, 
which doesn’t just mean terrorist activity, it means extremism 
generally, a great deal of which takes place in European 
mosques and madrassahs where hard line Wahhabist/ Salafist 
ideology is rammed down the throats of impressionable 
young Muslim males.

Saudi money is also poured into Western universities. 
Harvard and Yale have been granted tens of millions of 
dollars. Between 1995 and 2008, eight universities: Oxford, 
Cambridge, Durham, University College London, the LSE, 
Exeter, Dundee and City accepted more than £235 million 
from Saudi Arabia and other oil-rich Islamic countries. A 
large chunk of Magdalen College’s playing field is now home 
to the seventy-five million pound Oxford Centre for Islamic 
studies. Cambridge received eight million pounds to build 
The Prince Alwaleed Bin Talal Centre of Islamic Studies. 

There are 2,000 madrassas around the country attended by 
some 80 per cent of Muslim schoolchildren outside school 
hours. The madrassas teach the Koran in Arabic, along with 
the usual hateful Islamic propaganda about ‘wicked’ Western 
society and Jews.

By the time Muslim children enter university, they 
have already been taught to hate their host culture with a 
passion, so it should come as no surprise that a study of five 
years of lectures on politics at the Middle Eastern Centre 
at St Antony’s College, Oxford, found 70 per cent were 
‘implacably hostile’ to the West and Israel. Nor is it a surprise 
that 30 per cent of people convicted for al-Qaeda associated 
terrorist offences in the UK had attended a British university 
or institution of higher education. 

In 2008 a YouGov poll found 33 per cent of Muslim students 
in Britain believed killing someone in the name of Islam to 
be justifiable. This was exhibited recently at a conference 
held by the Atheism, Secularism and Humanism Society at 
Queen Mary University in London, when a follower of the 
Religion of Peace threatened to kill various debaters if they 
dared to mention Mohammed.

Let us suppose for one moment, that our politicians have 
indeed sold Europe to Islam for short term industrial gain. 
How would such a betrayal manifest itself? Let us look at the 
European Union, which makes no mention of Christianity 
in its founding documents but is keen to portray Islam as a 
benign and historical influence for good within Europe. Let us 
pause to consider why the EU is blackmailing and threatening 
the stalwart and realistic governments of Poland, Hungary, 
the Czech Republic and Slovakia simply because they refuse 
to accept myriads of mainly Muslim males who are clearly 
not refugees. Let us consider the reasons behind the early 
2000s EU report on anti-Semitic violence in France which 
was pulled when it transpired the Jew haters were not native 
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Christie	Davies	1941-2017

Christie Davies who died of cancer last August will be sorely missed at the Salisbury Review. For nearly twenty years 
his sparkling articles and reviews adorned our pages, on many different subjects from John le Carré to skin whiteners, 
from homosexuals to Canadian Protestantism, full of interest and wit. Indeed he dictated his last SR article from his 

bed. He was that rare soul, an academic who could write brilliantly for the general reader. Furthermore he was an academic 
sociologist who was not left wing and delighted everybody with his well-chosen jibes against its silliness and ignorance. He 
was an engaging lecturer much in demand all over the world delivering his last ones in Montreal in August.

He is best known for his books on humour and ethnic jokes throwing scorn on ‘the joke police’ who tried to stop jokes made 
in public against ethnic groups. He remarked that Canada was the most PC country; Toronto’s Speaker’s corner is supposed 
to be a copy of the one in London but carries a list of forbidden words. In the Mirth of Nations, he demolished the idea that 
ethnic jokes were about ‘conflict, hostility and aggression’. In Soviet Europe anti-communist jokes comforted their suffering 
populations and Christie thought that the jokes were much better under communism than after liberation.

Christie also produced an impressive body of work on criminology and the sociology of morality. In the Strange Death of 
Moral Britain he attacked the left wing ideology which blamed lawlessness and violence on poverty and showed that although 
drunkenness, violence and illegitimacy were common in the first half of the 19th century, they had dropped a good deal in the 
second half and the first part of the 20th century in spite of much poverty. Coming from a Welsh non-conformist background he 
understood the importance of organised religion, particularly Sunday schools and church schools. Church attendance started to fall 
off in the nineteen fifties while ‘The fastest rise in crime came in the late 1950’s when incomes were high and unemployment low.’

I will always remember him for his humanity and kindness; for some time I was running the Salisbury Review on my own 
and Christie helped me to keep it on the road acting as a referee for articles and columns. His advice was invaluable for he 
knew or knew of everyone in conservative, intellectual circles and their complex relationships, saving us from many a pitfall. 
His generosity of spirit and sense of fun remained with him to the end.

Merrie Cave

Frenchmen but migratory Muslims instead. Sharia finance, 
sharia courts and halal food in public institutions are also 
signs of submission and appeasement.

The higher you look, the more this appeasement becomes 
apparent. Saudi Arabia, despite its barbaric treatment of women, 
has been appointed by the UN to sit on its Commission on the 
Status of Women which is described as ‘exclusively dedicated 
to the promotion of gender equality and the empowerment of 
women’ which goes much further than any bad joke I have 
ever heard before.

And why is Saudi Arabia allowed anywhere near the 
forty-seven nation state UN Human Rights Council? Saudi, 
in conjunction with the OIC has made it perfectly clear 
that Islam’s definition of human rights, called the Cairo 
Declaration on Human Rights takes precedence over the 
UN version should it come into conflict with sharia law. So 
the floggings of adulteresses, the beheadings, the torture 
and murder of homosexuals will continue unabated within 
a country sitting on the UN Human Rights Council. 

The only way to make any sense of the insanity currently 
gripping Europe (but not Eastern Europe) is to accept 
the obvious fact that we are offering no resistance at all 
to a war which has clearly been declared against us. The 
enemy is comprised of belligerents and collaborators and 
is spearheaded by Saudi Arabia, followed by the OIC, the 
UN, ISESCO, the EU, the Conservative and Labour parties, 
the police, the media, the National Union of Journalists, the 
Crown Prosecution Service, the universities, the National 

Union of Teachers etc.
I suppose we can hardly blame our appeasing Quisling 

Class. British politicians are presented with an unenviable 
scenario; a rapidly declining, ageing, native demographic 
which believes in very little other than guilt, passivity and 
decadence, as opposed to a rapidly expanding, youthful, 
fanatically religious Islamic demographic which believes in 
total domination and is quite prepared to use violence and 
terror to achieve it.

Saudi Arabia is the single most important country in 
the world in war against Western civilisation. We cower 
defenceless before it. We allow such enormous Saudi 
influence in Britain as to already amount to submission, 
which the term ‘Islam’ literally means. Could Saudi Arabia 
afford to buy one thousand top politicians and media 
types? Of course it could. And as we allow Saudi Arabia to 
profoundly influence so many of our institutions, woe betide 
an Englishman or woman caught with a bible or a cross in 
Saudi Arabia. Such a mammoth double standard is rarely seen 
outside of countries beaten and shattered by military might. 

Paul Weston is founder and chairman of Liberty GB.

Footnote. I encourage readers to google The strategy for 
Islamic cultural action outside the Islamic world which will 
take you to a 112 page ISESCO document (PDF) outlining 
Islam’s modus operandi in the West.
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Letter	from	America	
Mark	Mantel

Debates about our Confederate horsemen statues 
have agitated cities across the South, and 
the events in Charlottesville have increased 

the pace that rocky heads roll. Stone fragments are 
everywhere, many of Virginians. 

In Richmond, some of the oldest 
and grandest Confederate statues 
tower over Monument Avenue, 
a four-lane road that has long 
served as Richmond’s ceremonial 
parade route. Churchill and Queen 
Elizabeth were here. And even 
the French general Marshal Foch 
came. The avenue, lined with trees, 
churches and historic mansions, 
cuts through the heart of the city, 
our Belgravia.

The stately old street can get a 
history buff wiping his eyes, and 
thousands of runners tread past the 
bewhiskered stone lords during the annual marathon. 
Robert E Lee grandly gazes 60 feet over a sweeping 
traffic circle; Jefferson Davis, Stonewall Jackson, and 
J E B Stuart trot behind. All erected from the 1890s 
through the 1920s. 

The Civil War sculptures have unexpectedly become 
a bewildering issue in Virginia’s closely watched 
governor’s race, every local leader is entangled. Some 
say the statutes are racist, others that they are about 
heritage. 

The debate on all sides, naturally, is purely 
moralistic. Nobody discusses if the heroic riders 
please the eye, nobody gazes upward at their faces. 
Beauty means so little to us that even proponents don’t 
mention it. Aesthetics enter only indirectly, in terms of 
tourist dollars: Presumably, many come to behold the 
horsemen galloping because of their dashing looks. 

The monument to J E B (Jeb) Stuart, by local sculptor 
Frederick Moynihan, reminds you a lot of the Bronze 
Horseman in St Petersburg. But the Bolsheviks let 
Czar Peter go on riding, right there along the banks 
of the Neva. The Hermitage still stands too, Stalin let 
that reactionary temple alone. The Church of the Spilt 
Blood, the Peter and Paul fortress, all made it through 
70 years of communism, nobody bothered them. 

The Louvre is still up in Paris, too. The Capetians 

built it with a kingly intent, no doubt about it. But 
the French revolutionaries let it be, content to kill the 
nobles, leave the monuments. Some people still like to 
visit, even though, long ago, it was splendidly warm 
in there while the people froze. The Louvre is racist 

too, by the old meaning of the word, 
which I guess is called classist now. 
Should we bury it? 

But  are  not  the Richmond 
sculptures racist? 

Well, sometimes, you’ve got to go 
to French critical theory for answers. 
There’s no way around it. It says a 
work of art has no fixed meaning. 
The Death of the Author, I think 
they call it. So, a chiseler inspired 
by visions of a slave-owner with a 
whip in one hand, and a mint julep 
in the other, doesn’t get the last say. 
The progressivists spent all last 

century expounding this. But now that we get it (sort 
of), they go and say that art-objects are eternal after 
all. A sculpture of Robert E Lee means only one thing, 
no room for construal, nothing. 

How can they throw Post-Structuralism and 
Semiotics under the bus like that?

The Richmond Free Press, however, does not see 
it that way, not at all. It doesn’t agree with French 
theory. It says: What context can possibly change the 
statues’ meaning and message from what was meant 
when they were erected following a bloody Civil War 
fought to keep black people in bondage? And what 
can possibly change their present context as tributes 
glorifying racist, un-American traitors ...? 

But the Lee statute was created by French sculptor 
Antonin Mercié. It was cast in several pieces separately 
and then the assembled statue was displayed in Paris 
before it was shipped to Richmond. I’m not sure, but 
I don’t think that Monsieur Mercié was a bigot. He 
just built a man on a horse. If anything, the statute’s 
unmistakable effect is one of Solitariness. It’s not so 
heroic when you look straight at it a while. Its form 
suggests a way to face a laughing crowd with solemn 
dignity. 

Well, if they want it the old way, so that artwork 
means something forever again, I don’t mind. It’s better 

Robert E Lee
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that way. But that means no more messing with Hamlet 
or Homer or Handel. No more saying that Achilles and 
Petroclus reveal the sexual ideology of democracy, and 
that sort of thing. What’s fair is fair. 

In any case, I say toppling monuments is just bad 
strategy. The smarter thing is to make them your own. 
Do you know why Rome got so mighty? It’s not what 
Polybius says, about the perfect constitutional balance, 
not at all. It also had nothing to do with battling down 
the proud and mercy for the weak, like Virgil tells it. 
No, Rome got great because the Romans prayed to the 
gods of the people they meant to vanquish. Before a 
battle, they told those gods that they will worship them 
better than what they’ve been getting. That’s how they 
won clash after clash, ask any historian. Likewise, if 
you don’t want the racists having the statues, take them 
for yourself. 

Some opponents of the statutes cite the downing of 
the stone Saddam as good precedent for tipping Lee and 
Stonewall. I disagree. Since the fall of Troy, soldiers 
have done all sorts of spontaneous things once they 
bust into town. The adrenaline is pumping, everyone 
is excited. This gives paltry grounds to wake up one 
fine day, a day like any other, and to start smashing. 

Really, some are so set to devour the stone villains, it 
makes you think of the scapegoat mechanism described 
by Rene Girard (a French Christian philosopher worth 
more than Derrida, Barthes and Foucault rolled into 
one). A spasm of resentment focuses on a victim and a 
unanimous antipathy mimetically grows against him. 
The brutal elimination of the victim leaves the group 
appeased and calm. In short, the progressivists want 
to lynch the statutes. 

But this brings me to a question I’ve avoided. 
The iconoclasts have a strong argument that needs 
answering: What if you were ambling around Bavaria 
and stumbled upon a bronze bust of Herr Hitler? Could 
any sane person argue that the ugly damn thing has a 
right to exist? 

The answer: The Führer would need be bulldozed. 
But Hitler is sui generis. His likeness can never be 
art, even the Tate Modern wouldn’t take it. As angry 
and determined as the bust might be, it won’t help you 
search mind and heart. 

Still, one should mention, a statue of Hitler as a 
boy, praying on his knees, was put up in the former 
Warsaw ghetto some time back. It is by the Italian artist 
Maurizio Cattelan, who had been itching to make it. 
The idea was to speak about the hiddenness of evil 
everywhere. Poland’s chief rabbi, Michael Schudrich, 
said he was consulted on the installation’s placement 
and didn’t oppose it, because it conveyed a strong 
moral question by provoking the audience. The statute 
was meant to show that evil can present itself in the 

guise of a sweet praying child. Well, anyone with a 
few kids knows that much. 

But think about the next bad guy in line, Stalin. 
Would you be terribly affronted to bump into his 
marble mug while taking a boozy stroll in Novgorod? 
Of course not. You’d steady yourself and have a look. 
Would it spoil your Chinese lunch to see Chairman 
Mao’s round visage painted on the menu, next to the 
Peking Duck? Doubtful. Personally, Mao even helps 
my appetite. 

Indeed, the confederate generals do provoke the 
audience. An ethically thorny bunch, most of them 
were opposed to slavery. So why did they fight for 
it? Or was the war a civilizational clash between 
agrarian and industrial life? Or rival economies? Or 
did extremists on both sides set things aflame? Or the 
force of events? The great simplifiers would rather 
smash stones than talk about it. 

Let’s also not forget what the monuments mean to 
many Southerners. Crowds were estimated at 100,000 
to view the unveiling of the first monument, to Robert 
E Lee. It’s not good to dishonor a whole people. They 
start to feel self-pity very quickly. And this turns to 
anger in no time. Lincoln understood this, and took 
it easy on the South after the war. After World War I, 
France’s push to humiliate the Germans led to no good. 
The Germans couldn’t forget the bad feeling.

The truth is, I like the monuments. I prefer them to 
the donkey faces of our grinning modern politicians. 
I’m not a native Southerner and the Civil War, I might 
as well admit, bores me a little. I’ve read about it, but 
the quarrel won’t get me argumentative, not the way the 
Peloponnesian War can. But where except Monument 
Avenue can you watch the centuries blow past, as life 
buzzes on? Where else to bring foreign visitors to prove 
Richmond an authentically historic town? Without the 
monuments, they’ll laugh us out of the business. And 
where will the pigeons perch? 

Mark Mantel is a lawyer in Seattle.
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Banged	to	’uman	Rights
Jan	Davies	

I was sitting on a bench at the side of the custody 
office in a police station one night trying to look as 
if I was minding my own business when a suspect 

who had just been arrested was brought in.
‘Take that hat off,’ barked the custody sergeant as he 

began the process of taking the man’s details. 
‘It’s not a hat, it’s part of my religion,’ squawked 

the suspect.
‘No, it isn’t. If it was part of your religion, you 

would be wearing a tea-towel on your head. That is a 
hat. Take it off.’

With a bad grace the suspect removed his pudding-
basin hat and thick Rasta-type locks cascaded over 
his shoulders.

I cannot imagine such an exchange happening now. 
The custody sergeant would be too scared to make 
a remark that could be interpreted as disrespectful 
to Sikhs or to Rastas. Somebody somewhere would 
find out about the remark and would profess outrage. 
Somebody somewhere would launch an official 
complaint. It is so much easier to concentrate attention 
on soft targets – people who are likely to admit they are 
in the wrong – than to tackle real hard racism. Police 
officers in particular are vulnerable to such complaints. 

We have got to the point where many people decide 
not to communicate with ‘ethnic minorities’ for fear of 
saying the wrong thing. How have we got ourselves 
into this mess?

On 22nd April 1993 a black teenager, Stephen 
Lawrence, was murdered in south-east London. The 
initial investigation may well have been incompetent. 
Some argued that the police were corrupt, that the 
police had links to the father of one of the suspects 
who was a well-known drugs baron. As far as I am 
aware, there was never any hard evidence produced 
to back this up. 

I have been a solicitor specializing in criminal work 
for many years and can think of many instances in 
which there have been incompetent investigations. 
Particularly prevalent recently have been the ‘cannabis 
farms’. Typically the police have information that 
a private house has been converted into a cannabis 
factory. They do a raid and find sophisticated equipment 
dedicated to growing cannabis: hydroponics, sprinkler 
systems for watering, lighting designed to provide 
heat. The house will be photographed showing that it 

contains almost a forest of plants; there is obviously 
a well-planned criminal operation but the only person 
arrested will be a Vietnamese peasant who has been 
pottering around with a watering can. He will have no 
right to be in the UK. He will almost certainly refuse 
to give any information about who has employed 
him, usually saying that as a person trafficked into the 
country he had no alternative but to survive by doing 
this work. No one has thought to mount surveillance 
on the house, so although they have only managed to 
arrest someone who is a very unimportant part of the 
operation the main offenders go free. I don’t know 
why it seems always to be a Vietnamese but this is 
my experience.

Stephen Lawrence had two articulate parents who 
launched a campaign for ‘justice’ and persisted with 
press conferences and lobbying with an admirable 
determination to find out the truth about their son’s 
murder. The issue simply would not go away, and 
Stephen’s parents were advised to launch a private 
prosecution since the CPS were not prepared to 
prosecute. There was only one witness who identified 
the suspects and to prosecute on the basis of one 
eyewitness is always risky, so it was no surprise when 
the private prosecution failed.

The case still excited public attention. In July 1997 
the Home Secretary announced that there was to 
be a judicial inquiry into the murder investigation 
to be chaired by Sir William Macpherson, a retired 
High Court judge. When Macpherson’s report was 
published in February 1999 politicians of all parties 
rushed to applaud its findings and to say that its 70 
recommendations should be implemented. The police, 
according to Macpherson, was ‘institutionally racist’. 
Even if they did not know they were racist, they were. 
The label of ‘institutional racism’ has haunted the 
police ever since. No government spokesman was 
prepared to say the label was nonsense. 

All racist ‘incidents’ should be investigated, said 
Macpherson. ‘… the term ‘racist incident’ must be 
understood to include crimes and non-crimes in 
policing terms. Both must be reported, recorded and 
investigated with equal commitment.’ The public 
would prefer the police to limit themselves to criminal 
investigations: Macpherson did not agree. With the 
definition of a racist incident being ‘any incident 
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which is perceived to be racist by the victim or any 
other person’ there can be no objective standard. A 
person accused cannot say: ‘It is absurd for the witness 
against me to say he is upset. No normal person would 
have found what I said distressing.’ It can be argued, 
of course, that an allegation is trivial and not a crime, 
but most defendants are not prepared to take the risk 
of pleading not guilty and incurring a heavier penalty. 
There is no plea-bargaining when a criminal offence 
is ‘racially aggravated’. 

Drunken abuse in a pub may contain only one word 
which could be construed as racist. It is very obviously 
something not said with any serious intent, but the 
police and prosecution will pursue it. Call someone 
a ‘git’ when he accidentally spills your beer and you 
may not end up in court. Call him an ‘Irish git’ and you 
may well find yourself facing a prosecution. 

Particularly toxic was Macpherson’s recommendation 
that the law should be changed so that offences 
‘involving racist language or behaviour’ committed 
‘otherwise than in a public place’ could be prosecuted. 
The Public Order Act 1986 which creates offences 
dealing with threats of violence, behaviour ‘likely to 
cause harassment, alarm or distress’ rightly rules out 
prosecutions for offences in private homes. Snooping 
on people’s privacy is too intrusive. Fortunately, 
not even the fawning politicians accepted this 
recommendation and at least in private free speech 
is preserved. 

So where are we now, years after Macpherson? 
A government report published in 2009 noted that 
reporting of ‘hate crimes’ (broadly, mostly those 
perceived as racist) had increased to around 60,000 
incidents a year, compared with 9,000 across the 
whole of the United States. As the criminal law now 
stands, not only can offences such as assaults, criminal 
damage and threatening behaviour be ‘racially 
aggravated’ they can also be ‘religiously aggravated’, 
enabling those alleging they have been offended 
by street preachers to launch spurious complaints. 
Thus this year when two men in Bristol preached in 
a shopping centre quoting parts of the King James 
Bible they found themselves prosecuted, fined and 
ordered to pay costs. The prosecutor was reported as 
saying that quoting parts of the Bible in the context 
of modern British society ‘must be considered to be 
abusive and is a criminal matter’. The appeal against 
the conviction was successful, but arguably the case 
should never have been brought. 

It is only too easy to report a ‘racist incident’ and the 
police are very conscious that there will be plaudits 
if they can show that they are taking such reports 
seriously. The Crown Prosecution Service report of 

July 2016 shows that there has been a success rate 
of 83.8 per cent convictions for racially aggravated 
crimes in 2015-16, far higher than for other types of 
crime. However, the number of cases referred to them 
by the police had fallen by 9.6 per cent compared to the 
previous year. The apparent fall was to be investigated, 
and I would be surprised if the finding were to be quite 
simply that the incidence of racial trouble is lessening. 
The incentive is to sniff out every incident, however 
trivial, and the decrease will doubtless be ascribed to 
under-reporting. The Crown Prosecution Service these 
days refers to ‘victims’ rather than ‘complainants’. 
The concept of ‘innocent until proved guilty’ appears 
to be eroded.

When sentencing, a criminal court must increase 
the sentence for a racially or religiously aggravated 
offence to mark the racial or religious element; there 
is no discretion. Magistrates these days are no longer 
independent when it comes to sentencing, and nor are 
crown court judges. Sentencing levels are prescribed 
not by Parliament but by the Sentencing Council, 
an unelected group of legal professionals. They can 
be asked to justify their sentencing guidelines by a 
parliamentary committee, but the committee has no 
power to re-write any of their recommendations. Thus 
a person appearing in a criminal court has the level of 
sentencing fixed within certain parameters. Then on 
top of whatever the sentence is calculated to by using 
the fixed instructions in the guidelines, there has to be 
an additional element imposed to reflect the racial or 
religious aspect, which has to be announced in open 
court. A drunken remark made with no real desire to 
offend can add to a prison sentence.

Racists are to be found everywhere. Whether it is 
helpful to prosecute every incident, however trivial, 
is questionable. It can cause a resentment and sense 
of unfairness which is counter-productive. My own 
view is that police officers are no better nor worse 
than the rest of us, that most of them – some would be 
surprised to hear me say this! – are well intentioned. 
The custody sergeant all those years ago who told a 
suspect to remove his hat had no racist thought and the 
suspect himself laughed as he took his hat off.

In 2005 the rule of double jeopardy was scrapped so 
that although a suspect had been acquitted of a crime if 
there was new overwhelming evidence, a prosecution 
could be launched again. In January 2012 two of the 
suspects, Gary Dobson and Stephen Norris, were 
found guilty of murder at the end of a six-week trial. 
New forensic evidence found on their clothing linked 
them to the murder.

Jan Davies is a solicitor.
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The	Fall	of	the	House	of	Rome
Roger	Watson	

The Rt Rev Mark Davies, Roman Catholic 
Bishop of Shrewsbury, recently warned that 
Christians could be treated as extremists 

and that Christians could become the focus of anti-
extremist policies. He said this based on the counter 
terrorist measures being introduced following events 
leading to deaths at the hands of Islamist extremists 
in Manchester and London. Peaceful Christians who 
happen to disagree with elements of the secular agenda 
could, said the Bishop, be 
ensnared. What started out 
with reasonable intentions 
– preventing terrorism – 
could have unintended 
consequences. The Bishop 
did not say this, but I think 
that almost anything the 
secularists promote and with 
which Christians do not 
agree could be classified as 
extreme views endangering 
the secular order. These 
agenda include, for example, 
abortion and same sex 
marriage. I predict that the 
latter may endanger all 
Christians generally, but it 
will, specifically, lead to the destruction of the Roman 
Catholic Church in Britain. 

David Cameron claimed that his greatest achievement 
as British Prime Minister was the legalisation of same 
sex marriage. Looking back on his dismal time in office 
and its ignominious end, he may well have been correct. 
Same sex marriage represented a significant shift in the 
perception of the purpose of marriage. Surely, there 
has been no greater change in the definition of a major 
social institution and nothing that has taken place so 
rapidly. Same sex marriage has only, essentially, been 
a political issue for the past ten years and, otherwise, 
a subject confined to the dinner tables of the chattering 
classes. Quite where the pressure came from is unclear 
but there was massive support from non-gay people and 
it is not an issue I recall being high on the gay agenda 
until the introduction of civil partnerships. 

Before same sex marriage, civil partnerships arrived 
with considerable celebration in 2005, essentially 
being same sex marriage in all but name. Naturally, 

they were a step too far for some in the conservative 
Christian camp, but even the most homophobic 
person had to admit that civil partnership was a great 
compromise and a humane gesture; the sanctity of 
marriage had been preserved and it was not going to 
encourage gay people to enter into relationships where 
none had existed; Civil partnership put a legal seal, 
offering additional and considerable legal protection, 
to relationships that already existed. Many considered 

on both sides of the debate  
that the job was done and we 
could all sigh with relief.

After all, there were also 
gay people who thought 
that civil partnerships were 
a waste of time. These were 
people who had shunned 
convention for decades 
and saw no need to imitate 
the conventions of straight 
people. Certainly, there were 
gay people who did not see 
any point in progressing to 
same sex marriage, even to 
them, this was a step too 
far. When civil partnerships 
were introduced we were 

assured that this was not the stepping-stone to same 
sex marriage. But within ten years it was, and it was 
obvious to anyone with an interest in the issue, for or 
against, that this would be so. The clichéd thin edge 
of the wedge got very thick, very quickly. 

When same sex marriage was legalised in 2014 
assurance was given, and believed by the clergy, that 
it was to be strictly confined to civil weddings. The 
Christian Church would not be obliged to perform same 
sex weddings and another episode was, apparently, closed. 
This has proved to be false and the Anglican Church, 
the only denomination over which the United Kingdom 
government has any sway, is now divided over the issue 
and, of course, it will either take a vote in favour of same 
sex marriage at the General Synod or specific legislation 
and the Church of England will  inevitably be obliged to 
perform same sex marriage ceremonies.

Other churches can hold fast, but for how long? The 
Roman Catholic Church, doctrinally and magisterially, 
is opposed to same sex marriage and it is impossible 
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that this could change. A Roman Catholic Church 
that accepted same sex marriage would no longer be 
the Roman Catholic Church. Naturally, there are gay 
Roman Catholics and some pressure from within to at 
least ‘bless’ same sex relationships is already evident. 
If same sex marriages can be blessed then why not 
conduct the services? The logic of that situation is 
why any ecclesiastical indication of approval is firmly 
resisted by the hierarchy of the Church as the thin end 
of another very short wedge.

Nevertheless, it is inevitable in this age of equal 
rights and potent enforcing legislation, that attention 
will turn to the Roman Catholic Church and that it 
will, along with Anglican and other non-Anglican 
denominations, be expected to conform and perform 
same sex marriages. This is what will lead to the 
destruction of the Roman Catholic Church in Britain. 
An institution that finds itself at odds with the law of 
the land, and not a law it can ignore, must be doomed. 
This cannot have escaped the notice of the same sex 
marriage lobby none of whom, gay or straight, are 
likely to be sympathetic to the doctrines of a church 
that puts masturbation and mass murder on the same 
footing as cardinal sins. The Church has no response 
to the issue of same sex marriage that could enable it 
to survive in Britain. Its only possible response is to 
‘stonewall’ (no joke intended) proposals to recognise, 
bless or conduct same sex weddings. The Anglican 
Church can compromise on most issues by allowing 
special circumstances or creating enclaves and splinter 
groups permitting certain practices or more commonly, 
allowing small groups of adherents to carry on 
regardless of changes in the practices of the church. 
The response to the ordination of women as priests 
and bishops is an obvious example, but the point is 
that it happened. Women were ordained as priests and 
are now ordained as bishops, something unthinkable 
twenty years ago.

The Roman Catholic has no such options open to it 
as it does not generally permit or recognise splinter 
groups. Opus Dei is one notable exception but only 
due to its unswerving loyalty to The Pope – whatever 
he is saying – and this has enabled its survival. It 
is inconceivable that the Church could allow either 
enclaves where same sex marriage allowed or accept 
same sex marriage and create ‘safe zones’ for those 
who could not accept this change in doctrine. 

Thus, the destruction of the church in Britain is 
assured. 

As I was writing this I read an article by Greg Craven, 
Vice-Chancellor of the Australian Catholic University 
in the Inquirer section of the Weekend Australian of 
19-20 August 2017. Craven argued that the Roman 
Catholic Church would not fall under the onslaught of 

the secular atheist agenda. I wish I shared his optimism. 
In Australia the practice, unique to the Roman Catholic 
Church, of Confession is coming under scrutiny by 
the Royal Commission appointed to investigate and 
make recommendations on the alleged and verified 
cases of historical child abuse by members of the 
clergy of the Church. Setting aside the fact that child 
abuse is not unique to the clergy only of the Roman 
Catholic Church and that the vast majority of cases 
of child abuse are not committed by the clergy of 
any denomination, the Roman Catholic Church is the 
unique focus of attention. The Sacrament of Confession 
draws special fire as it has been suggested that this is 
where paedophile priests go to have their sins absolved 
and then continue to abuse. The gross ignorance of the 
sacrament on behalf of the Commission is explained by 
Craven. But, taken to its logical conclusion the work 
of the Commission could lead to a legal requirement 
in Australia on priests to break the Seal of Confession: 
a solemn promise never to divulge what is confessed 
to them even under threat of death. This would, 
essentially outlaw the practice of Confession and such 
a Church – where at least annual Confession is required 
of the faithful – would no longer be entirely a Roman 
Catholic Church.

Therefore, in both hemispheres, the Roman Catholic 
Church is coming under attack and for entirely 
different issues. However, there is no reason why 
success in either issue, in either hemisphere, could 
not spur identical action in the other hemisphere. If 
my predictions are over pessimistic then I rejoice; if 
they are accurate then the key has been found to unlock 
the destruction of the Roman Catholic Church in all 
western style liberal democracies. 

Roger Watson is Professor of Nursing, University of 
Hull.

The	Editor	and	
Staff	of	The 

Salisbury Review	
wish	all	our	readers	a	Happy	

and	a	Holy	Christmas	
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Groping	for	the	Truth
Jane	Kelly

The past is a foreign country and they behave 
very badly there, not like you and me at all. 
However, after hearing Oscar winning actor/

director Kevin Spacey’s abject remorse for an incident 
in 1986 which he cannot remember, I was painfully 
reminded of an event which may have happened to me 
at some time or other, when I reached out and squeezed 
the well formed buttock of a young man standing up 
addressing a table of well oiled journalists in a bar 
somewhere under Kensington. 

He was good looking and very young. I wasn’t sure 
whether I liked him 
but I did fancy seeing 
how he would react. 
He ignored it, finished 
his speech and sat 
down. Neither of us 
said anything about it. 
He behaved with the 
same insouciance as a 
Scottish piper I saw in 
a pub in Soho late one 
Burn’s Night long ago 
whose kilt I lifted to 
have an investigative 
look. I was shocked 
at what I saw, but that 
is beside the point as 
I now realise that I 
assaulted both those men. Worse they could have been 
underage. It’s not easy to tell with Scotsmen. That is 
my only defence. 

Then there was the time that I slept with the wrong 
person. He was not the man I thought he was. Lots of 
women say that, but this time it was true; I returned 
from a party in downtown Katowice, Poland, where I 
then lived, went to bed and someone got in with me. 
I didn’t object as I believed it was a man I’d found 
attractive a few hours earlier. In the coal sodden 
morning light I realised he was not that man, in fact 
he was a local miner, not a minor, thank God. I don’t 
think he ever knew that I’d been so mistaken about 
his identity. He would raise his cap whenever he saw 
me on the tram. Thinking about it now, perhaps he 
assaulted me. 

I probably won’t be getting a solicitor’s letter from 
him but I am not sure about the chap giving the speech. 

He might even now be on his way to a solicitor to report 
that he felt so humiliated by my ‘inappropriate’ gesture 
that he was unable to take up public speaking and fulfil 
his ambition to become Prime Minister. That my grope 
led to his later alcoholism and the breakdown of several 
marriages and removal of his children. 

My only consolation is that if it goes to court, I do not 
have a KBE, film company, TV series or a constituency 
to lose. Even better I have no employer to sack me. I 
will not be joining the increasing line of those disgraced 
beyond redemption by accusations which could 

be anything from a 
hand on the knee in a 
taxi, ‘Wandering Hand 
Syndrome’ (WHS), to 
rape. Although joining 
those testosterone- 
fuelled Alpha males 
culled from show biz 
and politics on both 
sides of the Atlantic 
might not be too bad; 
like many women from 
the Ancien Regime, 
before America and its 
British poodle put on 
the full Puritan, I have 
always liked a saucy 
scamp. 

I can’t say I’d go for Weinstein, Rolf Harris or Max 
Clifford, and I’d have nothing much to say to Jared 
O’Mara, but I don’t mind the idea of a quick canoodle 
with the Nobel Laureate Tim Hunt, sacked by UCL in 
2015 for making a joke about love in Labs. I am also 
partial to Michael Gove and Neil Kinnock, who just 
missed being sent to join the legion of the damned 
for making jokes about Weinstein on the Today 
programme. 

In fact I only really get attracted to men who make 
jokes and it is only a matter of time before repartee, 
now known by the derogatory term, ‘banter,’ will 
disappear. Wit and irony, usually the preserve of men, 
has never been well understood in America from 
where we now take all our social mores and infuriates 
feminists and victim groups. 

We are now approaching a decidedly post-scamp age. 
Flirting, from a compliment in the lift, to a sly wink 
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A	Man	for	Our	Times
Andy	Fear

To read Synesius of Cyrene today is to enter into a 
small circle even among those who study the late 
Roman Empire. His works are not available in 

print in an English translation (though there is a French 
edition) and there has been no major study of him since 
1980s. This neglect is surprising: he has left to posterity 
nine surviving essays, ten hymns (both pagan and semi-
Christian), and over 150 letters. It is even more regrettable 
as his views of the traumatic times through which he 
lived have important lessons for us today. Born near the 
ancient Greek town of Cyrene in North Africa, probably 
in the 360s AD, in a later era Synesius would have been 
seen as an educated country squire. ‘My life has been 
one of books and of the chase’, he remarks in one of 
his essays. If asked, he would have said that he was a 
Hellene, and the preservation of the Hellenic World (ie 

Graeco-Roman civilisation) was his first care throughout 
his life. His father had been wealthy enough to send him 
to Alexandria for his education where he became a pupil 
and life-long friend of the female philosopher Hypatia. 
Indeed, he is probably best known in the English-speaking 
world via his depiction in Charles Kingsley’s novel of 
the same name. It was there that he was introduced to 
Neo-Platonism, which remained the dominant guide 
throughout his life. Unlike many of its practitioners 
however, who turned to inward looking contemplation, 
Synesius remained very much a man of the world. He 
later visited Athens, but was unimpressed. His reaction 
to the famous old town was like that of many today 
towards famous long-standing academic institutions. He 
held that it was but a shadow of a great name. ‘Just like 
an animal sacrifice burnt up in the temple fire’, he wrote 

at an office party, are as over and gone as the elderly 
Colonel who turned up at my primary school every 
week to let us pet his dog.

‘He loves small children,’ the teachers told us 
approvingly. 

Innocent gestures and tentative moves are now 
termed sexual harassment and even assault. Sexual 
activity has been bureaucratised. Yvette Cooper MP 
says there is a ‘need for expertise’ to deal with the 
problem of wandering hands. She wants ‘reforms to the 
process,’ and the creation of ‘support teams,’ on alert 
in Parliament and an ‘Independent sexual advisor in 
every work place, to report to.’ With touching idealism 
she also recommends that women turn to their Trades 
Unions for help. 

For some reason the state is beginning to see sexual 
behaviour as a bigger threat than terrorism. Five years 
ago ‘Stalking,’ what my parents might have called, 
‘mooning after someone,’ became a criminal offence. 
This covers activity from standing outside a loved one’s 
door looking up at their window, or balcony in the 
case of Romeo, to sending thousands of abusive texts. 
Legislation is now framed in a panic which excludes 
nuance. Even the BBC’s Laura Kuenssberg, who quite 
subjectively praised the ‘courage’ of a woman claiming 
to have been raped, has commented on the amount of 
Parliamentary time being spent on rooting out men 
guilty of ‘inappropriate behaviour’. 

As a detached onlooker to Hollywood and 
Westminster, I have to ask; didn’t the young man 

allegedly momentarily flattened under a drunken Kevin 
Spacey three decades ago get up and leave the room 
unscathed? Didn’t the knees of both Miss Hartley 
Brewer and feminist writer Kate Maltby recover 
without too much damage? Even more baffling is the 
way men accused of sexual misconduct, often years 
after the alleged event, with no hard evidence possible 
against them, slink quietly away to the current version 
of Room 101. They do this even if they’ve only been 
accused of making an unsavoury remark or foolish 
joke, as if that is now tantamount to a physical assault. 
So far, only Damian Green MP has shown any sign of 
resisting this bullying and the new insidious culture of 
blackmail by ‘witnesses’. 

However, escape from all this confusion is on its way; 
winter draws on as lewd non PC comedians used to say. 
In a few weeks time the panic about flirtatious texts 
and WHS will be replaced by flat out national alarm 
at the amount of snow falling on our roads. 

Perhaps the questions we should be asking are about 
how witness memory came to be valued above cold 
facts and why in this most comfortable and safe of 
times, the public needs to be kept in a state of perpetual 
excitement and anxiety. Crack those two and we can 
all sleep easily in our beds again, and sometimes in 
other people’s. 

Jane Kelly writes for the Salisbury Review, The 
Spectator and the Daily Telegraph.
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to his brother, ‘there is nothing left but its skin to help us 
to reconstruct that which was once alive’.

Just before the turn of the fifth century, Synesius was 
sent as an ambassador to the capital for his hometown. 
Embassies to emperors were expensive and time 
consuming and Synesius laments ‘these three unspeakable 
years lost to my life’, but his stay in the Eastern Capital 
of the Empire made a deep impression. In particular it 
showed him that the empire was in danger and why. 
His reasoning was apposite both at the time and mutatis 
mutandis has striking resonance for our own day. 
However it is also something which those who dominate 
academic history today don’t want to hear and perhaps 
there we can see a reason for Synesius’s neglect.

During Synesius’s childhood a massive horde of Goths 
had swarmed across the Danube into the Empire. They 
proved impossible to subdue and in AD 378 defeated 
and killed the emperor Valens at the Battle of Adrianople 
in modern-day European Turkey. After this catastrophe 
Theodosius ‘the Great’, the Imperial strongman of the 
day, relied on deals with them to cement his rule. When 
Synesius arrived at the court of his son, the emperor 
Arcadius, he found both a host of Goths there and Gothic 
chieftains established in positions of power. In particular 
one, Gainas, had risen to the rank of field marshal. Gothic 
ghettos had grown up round the city, complete with 
churches for the Goths’ distinct form of Christianity.

Synesius chose to use his ambassador’s speech to the 
emperor (now normally called by its Latin name the De 
Regno) as a general warning to him. Its sharp criticism 
of contemporary politics marks out its author as a man 
of substantial courage and in another work he states that 
there had been plots against him in the capital. Synesius’s 
overall theme is how to be a good ruler. Some of what 
he says is drawn from earlier works of writers that he 
admired. He expresses alarm at the way the emperor has 
distanced himself from his people and in particular at 
the extravagance of court ritual and apparel. He urges 
the emperor to cut away this pointless, debilitating 
expenditure and lead by frugal example from the front. He 
also advises his ruler that he should not treat the empire 
as a ‘business,’ but rather act as the father of his people, 
noting that ‘this tribe of businessmen is the most sordid, 
wicked, and downright petty-minded of all men’. Such 
perhaps are clichés, albeit timely ones as the empire was 
indeed becoming more and more socially fragmented and 
taxes were rising. However, there was, as Synesius saw, a 
bigger and newer danger: that of ‘diversity’. The Graeco-
Roman world had always managed to assimilate outside 
groups, but in the past this had always been accompanied 
by a recognition that Graeco-Roman culture was the 
leading and defining norm of society. That had now 
changed radically. Of the emperor’s Gothic mercenaries, 
he warns ‘a ruler should not give arms to those who 
were not born and brought up under his laws, for he has 

no guarantee of loyalty from such men. It is indeed the 
mark of a fool.... to see and yet not fear of this mass of 
youth, brought up with different customs, pursuing their 
distinct life-style, but at the same time practising the art 
of war in this country.’ 

The centre of Synesius’s objection here is his insight 
that this new and large immigrant group of Goths had no 
commitment to, or felt any identity with, the empire or its 
way of life. It was simply a place to garner wealth that they 
could not dream of in their homelands. This indifference 
(at best) to Rome was as true at the top as at the bottom 
of Gothic society. Speaking of the Goths’ leaders to be 
found at the Imperial court, Synesius observes that they 
‘take off the sheepskins they wear to put on a toga and 
enter the council-chamber to debate on matters of state 
with the Roman magistrates’. But he also sees this for 
the superficial gesture that it was: ‘when they have gone 
a little way from the assembly, they are found once more 
dressed in their sheepskins and when they are again 
among their own followers, they laugh the toga to scorn’. 

Nor had this contempt and cultural-separatism been 
ameliorated when Rome gave these groups land. 
Synesius notes that the emperor Theodosius had ‘raised 
them up from their prostate position, made them allies, 
and deemed them worthy of citizenship. In addition he 
opened up public offices to them, and given over part of 
Roman territory to their bloodstained hands, performing 
through the magnanimity and nobility of his nature an 
act of clemency.’ But such gestures, far from producing 
gratitude among their recipients, were seen as weakness 
by them and only produced contempt, demands for 
more concessions, and tempted others to follow in the 
original Goths’ footsteps to gain similar concessions. 
‘Unfortunately the barbarian does not understand 
chivalrous conduct. From the very beginning down to the 
present these men have treated us with contempt, knowing 
both what they deserved at our hands, and what they were 
then deemed to deserve by us. This reputation of ours has 
encouraged their neighbours to come here too, so now 
hordes... keep pouring forth seeking out our complaisant 
people, begging for their indulgence and pointing out the 
case of these scoundrels as a precedent for it.’ 

Synesius found the reaction of the ruling classes to this 
threat baffling. ‘They must either think all these incomers 
to be as wise as philosophers; or if they, quite rightly, 
have their doubts about that, they must see that the rock 
of Tantalus is suspended over our State by flimsy cables. 
For these men will fall upon us as soon as they think 
that their efforts are likely to succeed. Even now some 
skirmishes of this kind are to be seen....’ As he saw it, 
firm action was required by the emperor to re-assert the 
primacy of the classical way of life and it needed to be 
swift ‘Evils can be overcome in their infancy’, he warns, 
‘but as they age, they gain the upper hand’.

Synesius does not, however, succumb to self-pity and 
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place the blame for Rome’s state entirely on the Goths. 
It is the Romans themselves who are guilty of letting this 
state of affairs evolve. While he tactfully suppresses the 
fact that the Goths had been rather useful to Arcadius’s 
father, he is happy to look at Roman laxity in general 
and denounces the complacency to be found amongst a 
population, which would rather run the risk of destruction 
than engage in necessary labour itself. 

Rather than allow the Goths to be under arms 
here, we ought to seek out from the farms which 
are so dear to them the men who would fight 
to defend our land... the philosopher from his 
study, the craftsman from his lowlier calling, 
and from the shop its salesman. As to the drones 
who spend their lives in the theatre because of 
their unlimited leisure time, we should urge them 
for once in their lives to make haste, before they 
should come to weep rather than laugh….

It was a theme to which he revisited in his letters on his 
return to Cyrene, where he threw himself into organising 
a militia against enemy raids. 

None of us shows any indignation. We remain 
helpless in our homes. We always wait for our 
soldiers to defend us, and what little use they prove 
to be! Yet despite this, we never stop moaning 
about the pay we give them and the privileges 
that they enjoy in peacetime, as if now were the 
time to condemn then rather than drive off the 
barbarians.... When shall we have done with our 
useless chatter? When shall we act seriously?

He was convinced enough of his case to make it again, 
casting it strangely in the form of an Egyptian fairy tale 
(usually called the De Providentia) about a good ruler 
Osiris and his evil rival Typhon. In it, Typhon with the 
aid of the Scythians (ie the Goths) threatens to take over 
the state. It is only a Scythian atrocity against a poor, old 
woman which rouses the Egyptian people to rise up and 
avert the danger into which they are falling (Synesius, it 
seems, feels there is more hope in the common people 
than their rulers).

Synesius had accurately located the twofold malaise 
of empire. He had both a warning and a solution. For 
Edward Gibbon his words were ‘the dictates of a bold 
and generous patriot’. In the 1950s Christian Lacombrade, 
the French editor of the De Regno, speaks of ‘L’honnête 
clairvoyance d’un patriote vigilante’ and likens Synesius’s 
warnings to those given by Demosthenes to the Athenians 
about the menace posed to them by Philip of Macedon 
which had been delivered some eight hundred years 
previously (the warnings came true...). It would be 
interesting to know if Lacombrade’s views could survive 
in academe today, but let Gibbon have the last word: 
‘the court of Arcadius indulged the zeal, applauded the 

eloquence, and neglected the advice of Synesius.’ Again, 
the changes of the times are all too clear. The advice of 
a modern-day Synesius would certainly be ignored, but 
far from generating admiration, his zeal and eloquence 
would more likely be the subject of criminal proceedings. 
The year after Synesius delivered his address, there was 
a major rebellion involving the Goths at Constantinople 
led by Gainas and a leading courtier, also a Goth, named 
Tribigild. It was suppressed only with difficulty; the main 
figure in doing so was one Fravitta, himself a Goth who 
was executed for treason the following year. Some ten 
years later Rome was sacked by the Goths led by Alaric. 
Two generations later, the last western Roman emperor 
was deposed by another German in Roman service.

On his return to North Africa Synesius helped organise 
the region’s defence against barbarian nomads from the 
south. He then, after much self-doubt, accepted the office 
of local bishop. There were conditions though – ‘if I am 
called to the priesthood, I declare before God and man 
that I refuse to preach dogmas in which I do not believe. 
Truth is an attribute of God, and I wish in all things to be 
blameless before Him... I can take over the holy office on 
condition that I may prosecute philosophy at home and 
spread legends abroad.’ One of those legends, as far as 
Synesius was concerned, was The Resurrection. Another 
condition was ‘I will not be separated from my wife, nor 
shall I associate with her surreptitiously like an adulterer; 
to do one is impious, and the other is unlawful. I wish 
and pray to have many virtuous children.’ Given these 
difficulties, why did Synesius accept Episcopal office? 
It was because, rightly or wrongly, he believed that 
Christianity now had changed from being an enemy of 
the culture he loved into one of the few forces that could 
defend it. Alexandria, where he had learnt his philosophy, 
had produced a strain of Christianity which had wished to 
accommodate pagan philosophy (the Alexandrine School 
most famously associated with the name of Origen) 
and maybe he hoped that this would become a general 
tendency. He seems to have worked hard as a bishop 
trying to defend his flock from corrupt secular authorities 
and making strong efforts to extirpate the Arian heresy 
favoured by the Goths.

Sadly Synesius’s end was tragic. All three of three sons 
whom he dearly loved predeceased him. He would have 
heard of the sack of Rome, but does not mention it in his 
letters. His last known letter was written to Hypatia and 
is full of despair. It is unlikely he lived long enough to 
know of her lynching at the hands of a Christian mob in 
AD 415. It remains to be seen whether our own society 
can avoid the traumas he so acutely predicted would befall 
his own. As the De Provdentia ends, the coming days are 
our surest witnesses.

Andy Fear obtained a double first and was awarded a 
DPhil in Ancient History from Oxford University.
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Back	to	the	Madhouse
Mary	Sullivan

I work in a care home for the former residents of 
our old asylums. Men and women who do not 
speak, but spend their days staring at their hands 

and screaming, men and women who wear nappies, or 
colostomy bags, who perform fast and rigid rocking 
motions, or persist in standing up, sitting down, 
violently flailing their arms, even when you try to feed 
them and even when you sit them on the toilet. The 
food and shit flies everywhere. 

Several times we must clean a man after he has done 
this, whilst he still performs the violent flinging motion. 
He wiped his shitty hands across me and head butted 
me so hard I wanted to head butt him back. But it’s not 
his fault, and that’s a mantra that most support workers 
live by – they are decent, unsung and praiseworthy 
people. All day long they deal with such situations and 
put up with the insults from both the left and the right.

‘We need immigrants because the Brits won’t do this 
work’ says Labour, despite more than half of the staff 
being English. ‘Work hard and you will prosper’ say 
the Tories, but anybody who washes human excrement 
off after a 14-hour shift for a wage that will never put 
them on the property ladder knows this isn’t true.

I am called a ‘support worker’. A conveniently 
vague term, which obscures what it is actually like to 
work with the severely disabled. ‘Support’ gives the 
impression that you just have to help people a bit here 
and there, when in reality you have (often literally) to 
immerse yourself in their most basic bodily functions.

Once upon a time the inmates were looked after by 
the state, often by well-trained or highly experienced 
helpers, now anybody can get the job by just turning up 
at the local Labour Exchange. The home I now work 
in is no exception. 

As soon as I accepted the job I was sent on a three-
day first aid and how to use a hoist course. I hadn’t 
met my managers, I’d had no other training, and my 
contract was sent by post. A few days later I received 
directions to a property that the company had just 
bought off the council, and arrived to get some idea 
of what the work would be like from a woman who I 
was taking it from. It was an awkward meeting – she 
was employed by the council, who paid her between 
£9 and £11 per hour. I had taken her job because I’d 
signed up to say I’d do the same work for £7.50.

Nonetheless, she was personally concerned about the 
level of care the men would receive when she went. 

Like most support workers her first concern was that 
the men were cared for by me as well as she cared for 
them herself. 

‘Who else will be working with me?’ I asked.
‘Nobody’, she said, ‘you’re on your own’.
She then asked me if I was trained to hand out 

medication. I said I was not and she looked confused.
‘Well I don’t know how your company operates’ 

she shrugged. 
The next day I began my shift – 24 hours with a 

sleepover.
I put into action what little I’d learned from her 

– get everybody up, dressed and showered. Make 
breakfast, clean rooms, wash clothes, cook dinner, sort 
finances out, arrange appointments, showers, evening 
medication, then bed, all whilst trying to keep two of 
the men in separate rooms because they hated each 
other to the point of fighting.

‘Front line delivery of care’ the industry calls it. 
Or ‘actually helping people’ as its more commonly 
known, and I found myself enjoying the day, though 
I was followed around and repetitively questioned by 
one of the male residents until I hid in the toilet for 
five minutes.

I was free to cook what I wanted for dinner though 
I wasn’t allowed to sit with the men and eat it like the 
council employees had been. The private care company 
had not only slashed wages and staff, they had done 
away with the mere human triviality of sharing a meal 
together, and the men were left confused as to why 
I was eating sandwiches whilst they tucked into the 
shepherd’s pie I’d made from scratch. 

‘Didn’t I want any?’ they asked.
Still, at least dinner was a success, unlike my next 

task – the evening medication.
I looked over the pill boxes which had been 

highlighted for 8pm. Diazepam, and with no training 
and no supervision whatsoever, I handed them all out.

The first I knew of my dreadful mistake was a phone 
call from head office at the end of my shift demanding 
to know why I had missed out tablets and not filled 
in the MARS sheet. The tone was accusing, and I was 
informed I would be removed from the home forthwith. 
This was only the third conversation I’d had with my 
employers, and I was overwhelmed at the responsibility 
placed on me, and upset that I’d done something that 
could have potentially harmed one of the men.



The Salisbury Review — Winter 201724Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

I lost my temper, ‘Good God I’ve never met you, 
you’ve never met me, I don’t even know what a MARS 
sheet is!’ I cried.

‘I’m just a person off the street, I’m working alone 
and can’t do these things!’

This was met with silence, and later, an apology as 
I was ‘supposed to be meds trained’ apparently. I was 
re-assigned to another home wondering how often such 
dangerous mistakes were made.

While the number of qualified care staff is decreasing, 
the money is just not good enough, the army of support 
workers on minimum wage is growing. A support 
worker may now be anything from an ‘outreach 
home visitor’, meaning taking a resident shopping 
or for outside trips, to a full-time carer. They may be 
working with physical disability, mental disability, 
youth offenders or the elderly. 

I discovered quickly that the most pressing issue 
within the private care industry is staffing. Although 
I’m working with a small team of co-workers in the 
new home, there are not nearly enough staff to cover 
the entire rota, just as there were not enough staff in any 
of the other properties either. Every morning starts with 
phone calls begging and poaching carers from other 
properties for the day. To make it even more difficult, 
this was also a newly acquired property; everybody 
had started their employment when I did.

The residents in this job are much more profoundly 
disabled than my first home, and require significantly 
more care. Some of them have spent the greater part 
of their lives in institutions and as a result of whatever 
unspeakable conditions they may once have been 
subjected to, they do not speak and spend their days 
staring at their hands or screaming. One woman is also 
paraplegic, having suffered a severe stroke as a baby, 
so a certain amount of knowledge of physical care is 
also needed.

There should be nine workers, but there are only four 
of us and so the vacant spots that fill every rota must 
be filled from a random conveyor-belt of agency staff, 
(bizarrely they cost the company more) while those of 
us who are off duty can expect a whiny voice from head 
office on the phone trying to persuade us (with lavish 
amounts of emotional pleading but no extra money) to 
‘just cover the next shift’ or ‘just’ work on their days 
off. The trouble is, they know this approach works, the 
entire business model appears to lean heavily on the 
willingness of support workers to bear the burden of 
staffing shortfalls. The staff – primarily women, find it 
difficult to walk out at the end of their shift when they 
are not certain if the next shift is adequately covered, 
even when they have young children at home, and 
the reason they don’t want to do this because they are 
genuinely concerned about the people they look after. 

The media is fond of creating exposé hidden camera 
shockers of support workers, typically showing grainy 
footage of burly abusive women slapping helpless old 
women and stealing from their purses, but the vast 
majority of people in this kind of work do it because 
they are often among the most decent of human beings. 
It’s not uncommon to find some workers are quietly 
religious or suffered a tragedy in life that compelled 
them to wish to help others. Many are also mouse poor, 
they know suffering when they see it. 

It was difficult for me to believe that I was still in a 
minimum wage job in the new home, and initially, I 
found the personal care difficult. It’s not uncommon 
to get hurt, as well as getting smeared with excrement.
There are not only severely mentally disabled in the 
house – one woman is also a paraplegic and two have 
difficulty in swallowing which means that their food 
has to be blended and their drinks thickened, but 
thanks to the company’s unwillingness to hire enough 
staff, at least once a week there is a new face on the 
team, sometimes every day, and time is lost having to 
endlessly showing the newcomers how to do the job 
without killing the residents.

The house had two managers when it was run by the 
council, but now there is only one (she is paid about 
50 pence extra for the privilege of doing the work of 
two people) and it was this dearth of managers which 
to led to me being on shift once, with only two agency 
workers from Nigeria, neither having worked at the 
house before.

This made me the most senior member of the staff 
for the day, even though I still wasn’t trained to give 
out medicines, and had only been there a few weeks. 
The paraplegic woman was screaming violently, and 
we could not calm her. When I took the colostomy bag 
off, the stoma looked red and swollen. I cleaned it and 
phoned NHS direct – which has become our ‘go-to’ for 
medical advice, as none of us know any better. Was the 
stoma infected? Was she just constipated? Could I put 
anything on it?’ I didn’t know! The agency staff looked 
as demoralised as I did, and after we put the woman 
to bed, the three of us stayed an extra hour figuring 
out their drugs which I’m still not trained to deal with.

The residents are the real victims of the privatisation 
of such small residential homes. Helpless, they cannot 
complain about their distress when each morning 
and evening, they find themselves washed, fed and 
medicated by yet another stranger, never being able to 
predict what level of care they will get, or if they will 
receive care at all. 

Worse after living for years in institutions, they find 
their time in a real home run by the local council with 
permanent staff was only a brief interlude, their days 
of being looked after by the same people, building 
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a relationship with them, have suddenly ended, the 
familiar faces they may have known for years replaced 
by swarms of semi anonymous ‘support workers’. 

I am not sure what the corporate plan is but I can 
make a guess. When a company offers to run a council’s 
residential homes, I suspect that part of the deal is often 
the purchase of the real estate. Private care homes 
were never a viable business model anyway, many of 
the smaller ones are facing closure. Will the profit for 

companies come from the sale of thousands of these 
small, private houses with their residents absorbed into 
big blocks of flats. There is a big block going up next 
to the home I work in. 

Cheaper, faster turnover, low paid staff; the 
economies of scale. 

In other words, back to the madhouse.

Mary Sullivan is a care worker.

Doing	the	Knowledge
Brian	Ridley

The late Sir Christopher Woodhead, Chief 
Inspector of Schools in 1994 and eventually 
deposed by leftish educationalists, was a 

courageous crusader for the transmission of knowledge 
as against social engineering. More recently, Michael 
Gove took up the challenge, but was also defeated by The 
Blob, the name Woodhead gave to 
the education establishment. So, 
the tendency continues for ‘hard 
subjects’ to be downgraded, 
history sometimes rewritten along 
socialist and anti-colonialist lines, 
and school priorities cynically 
focused on league tables. As a 
result, university teachers find 
themselves coping with students 
who appear all too often to be 
illiterate and ignorant. Given 
the continuing emphasis placed 
on equality, social justice, and 
student satisfaction at the expense 
of transferring and expanding 
knowledge, it is scarcely surprising that our top 
universities struggle to make it into the global top ten.

The Blob should not be left unopposed, and it isn’t; 
such is the motivation of the recently-established 
Parents and Teachers for Excellence, who look for 
support. Their aim is for a knowledge-rich education 
for all, a fine aim, but it triggered off in my mind all 
sorts of musings about education.

A knowledge-rich education for all. What does it 
mean? Surely it means teaching that which is true, 
as distinct from that which is false. But if that is not 
the case, can it be other than teaching, not facts, but 
opinions, and if so, whose? Surely, knowledge is what 

we were all taught at school, and what our children and 
grandchildren are being taught to this day. After all, 
knowledge overall may expand, but it does not change. 
Unless, of course, knowledge is merely opinion. Here 
the pure spring waters get muddied by the intellectual 
left and others. Milton remarks that the opinions of 

good men are knowledge in the 
making. With a suitable choice of 
‘good men’ as far as knowledge 
and opinion is concerned, one is 
as good as the other. This implies 
that what we oldies imbibed was 
nothing more than the opinions 
of a dominant class. It is true 
that this class knew nothing 
of transgender issues and the 
sins of fuelling climate change, 
so the older generation, to that 
degree, were left ignorant. Now, 
education is more enlightened and 
up-to-date. It surely includes the 
consequences of the staggering 

advances in electronics that triggered and now supports 
the Internet. But teaching how easy it is to Google 
facts? Knowledge out there for all. What! Does the 
Blob want to commit suicide! On the contrary, if 
schools can relinquish their duty to transmit knowledge 
to the iPad, it can concentrate better on advancing the 
merits of the socialist dream.

But one thing that few got educated about is 
the difference between knowledge and opinion. 
An example – here are my opinions about school 
education, never once having been a schoolteacher and 
never having the knowledge that goes with it.

It seems to me that there are two sorts of knowledge, 
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academic and practical. Academic knowledge is 
provided by mathematics, science, history, language, 
literature, art and music. Everything else, like 
sociology, politics, economics, is opinion, interesting, 
nonetheless, but to be approached only after a good 
school education. Mathematical truths are truths 
logically derived from axioms, providing an essentially 
incontestable range of pure knowledge. Scientific 
knowledge is reliable knowledge, insofar as it is backed 
up by experiment and careful observation. Where 
experiment is impossible, as in the case of phenomena 
associated with uniqueness – our planet, the universe 
– science as climatology or cosmology – loses that 
reliability and becomes scientific opinion, which, 
given Milton’s good men, may yet become knowledge. 
Historical knowledge depends on the existence of 
reliable documents and is of immense importance. 
Nobody in the West should grow up in ignorance of 
European politics and social history, including Greek 
and Roman civilisations. Nor should they be ignorant 
of the histories of Middle Eastern and Asian religions. 
Equally important is an account of the history of ideas, 
covering philosophy, science and the Enlightenment.

Mathematics, science and history provide the core 
of academic knowledge. Awareness of different modes 
of knowledge is provided by the study of language, 
literature, art and music and the acquisition of skills 
in those areas. In these topics, as in the university 
studies of sociology, politics and economics, opinions 
abound, as they do in everyday life. Education must 
not only emphasise the distinction between knowledge 
and opinion, it must provide skills in argument by 
encouraging the writing of essays and organising 
debates in which oratory can be practiced. In both, what 
is sought is clarity and the logic of exposition; indeed 
the arts of rhetoric. It is rare, after all, for there to be an 
incontrovertible fact that settles an argument. The old 
Trivium of grammar, logic and rhetoric was never trivial.

But all is not sweetness and light. It has to be 
acknowledged that in crude terms, an appreciable part 
of the population has less than average intelligence, 
and an education that is solely academic is not for 
them. There must also be practical education available 
for everyone – DIY, woodwork, ring mains, sport etc. 
A ‘knowledge-rich education’ must, surely, include 
both academic and practical knowledge, the choice of 
specialisation left to the student. There is no doubt that 
practical considerations may force a division between 
academic and technical establishments, selection of 
which to be the choice of the student. This suggests 
primary schools for ages 5 to 12, in the belief that 
a child of 12 is old enough to make a choice, and 
technical and academic schools for ages 13 to 16, with 
some provision for ages 17 and 18.

Classroom disruption by the few means that there 
has to be a return of discipline which teachers must 
be able to lawfully exert. There must be the resort 
to expulsion of the uneducable few into specialised 
institutes in order to protect the education of the many. 
Sport has no truck with concepts of equality, and nor 
should the education establishment. Failure in the end-
of-year assessment should mean repeating the year. 
My experience as a school kid is that this can have a 
salutary effect on your class bully.

Finally, the educational establishment should be 
aware that schooling, important though it is, is not the 
sole source of education, so-called ‘extra-curricular 
opportunities’ notwithstanding. There exist parents, 
and those parents have a responsibility for their 
children’s education, which should not be totally 
delegated to the State. In the home they should 
inculcate good manners, helpfulness, some awareness 
of society, behaviour that will help the teacher’s aim 
of producing an educated, well-rounded person. But 
there must also be sympathetic consideration to the 
parent who, for whatever reason, wishes to take the 
child out of school during term. Schooling, whatever 
the Blob thinks, is not the be-all and end-all of a child’s 
education, especially when a month or two abroad is 
on offer. It calls for an exercise in judgement from the 
teacher, rather than a jobs worthy box-ticking.

Not all of these well-meaning admonitions are 
realisable. The underlying assumption throughout is 
that there is a common language (English) shared by 
teacher and taught. In our multicultural society there 
are schools where this is simply not true. Teachers 
coping in this sort of circumstance are little short of 
heroic. Whatever the cultural diversity of the parent its 
acknowledgement must be secondary to the acquisition 
of English, which is the language of our thinking 
and our means of communicating. Those of us with 
a smattering of French or German will be aware that 
there are ways in which a French or German person 
thinks somewhat differently from an English person. 
The difference is small, all of us being European, but 
the differences associated with the Arabic and Asian 
languages must be significantly greater, and less 
able to be assimilated. Two or three years of nursery 
school, where nothing but English is spoken, would 
be desirable.

I am grateful to Sir Roger Scruton for his Spectator 
article that brought the Parents and Teachers for 
Excellence (info@parentsandteachers.org.uk) to my 
notice. As a once university teacher at Essex during 
the 1968-74 troubles, I have some inkling what the 
Blob is about.

Brian Ridley is a Fellow of the Royal Society
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A metastasis of apartment blocks, the ubiquitous 
design differentiated merely by an exterior paint 
job. Cranes mark where another few degrees of 

vista will be obscured. Just when it seems every possible 
gap has been filled, magically another site is cleared and 
the pile-driving resumes. Parsimoniously-sized flats for 
the urban dweller, cheaply constructed with a narrow 
balcony overlooking the railway 
line. Welcome to Walworth 
Road, SE17, a window on the 
rapid physical and demographic 
transformation of London. 

My daily train journey runs 
parallel  to this mile-long 
thoroughfare,  which runs 
due south from Elephant & 
Castle (known in Charles 
Faraday’s time as Newington) 
towards Camberwell. An old 
working-class district of south 
London, it’s a stone’s throw 
from Westminster and the City, 
and it has never been pretty. 
Dilapidated terraced streets gave 
way to concrete construction in the 1960s, including the 
enormous Aylesbury estate, recently demolished. West 
Indians settled here, and the borough of Southwark 
had the highest proportion of black residents in 
London. But the deck blocks were badly designed 
and became hotspots for drugs and crime. For many 
years the Labour Party HQ was at Walworth Road, 
before arch-moderniser Peter Mandelson moved it in 
1997 to Millbank Tower (traditionalists dubbed those 
responsible for this symbolic departure the ‘Millbank 
Tendency’). 

Believe it or not, Walworth Road is reputedly the 
origin of the true Cockney. It’s very different now. 
Traditional pubs such as The Duke of Clarence and 
The Beaten Path have turned into crudely-named 
shops like ‘Buy’n’Save’, SIM card dealers, African 
churches (‘Ministry of Fire’) and an Islamic centre. 
Remnants of the old King’s Head, now a bookmaker 
offering odds too good to be true, include a Watney’s 
crest not worth the effort to remove, and a tiled wall 
promoting ‘Reid’s Stout’. 

Off  Walworth Road is the famous East Street Market, 
pictured in the title frames of Only Fools and Horses. 

This was the birthplace of Charlie Chaplin. Barrow 
boys once had an array of drinking holes to quench the 
thirst of their labours – the British Queen, the Rising 
Sun, but like Rodney and Del Boy, they’re long gone. 
The market, though, is as busy as ever, with mostly 
African and Asian stalls and clientele. 

To some extent there is gentrification, with the more 
fashionable towers nearer 
Elephant & Castle attracting 
middle-class professionals. 
Spit-and-sawdust pubs 
have given way to modern 
tastes, but the architectural 
metamorphosis cannot be 
blithely lauded as progress. 
Walworth Road was rough, 
but at least it was on a human 
scale. Unlike the remaining 
Georgian terraces, church 
and civic halls, the new 
buildings are geographically 
and culturally rootless, and 
could be anywhere. And the 
people are from anywhere. 

Walworth Road is multi-lingual, multi-faith, multi-
everything – except the white working-class, who have 
been completely replaced.

Take an old East Ender who moved to the outer 
suburbs after the war back to the Poplar described by 
Jenny Worth in Call the Midwife, or the Silvertown 
of Melanie McGrath, and these places will be barely 
recognisable. An annual influx of hundreds of 
thousands from west Africa, Afghanistan, the Indian 
subcontinent and elsewhere makes Walworth Road 
the future for our towns and cities. Yet most British 
people seem to keep calm and carry on regardless. As 
such rundown, former industrial areas are revitalised, 
is there cause for concern? 

A mainstream media criticism of Douglas Murray’s 
book on immigration is the title: The Strange Death of 
Europe. There has never been so much life in European 
cities. Neoliberals ask what is wrong with the economic 
growth concomitant with the rising population. Yet we 
are sleepwalking into a country that is still formally 
called Britain, but has little left in its culture that is 
British. White Londoners are less than a minority in 
great swaths of our capital city – they are extinct.

Eel	Pie	and	Skyscrapers
Niall	McCrae
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The Left doesn’t mind; block votes for Labour to 
harvest. In our our fear ridden conversations, any 
comment on ethnic changes may be regarded as 
inherently racist. Downsides of this massive social 
change are not up for discussion, unless you are 
attacking rich landlords thriving on the backs of the 
poor. But most ordinary people, given the opportunity 
for candour, worry about the fate of our culture and 
our heritage against the overwhelming tide of global 
mass migration. Integration? Forget it. 

In this apparently vibrant yet soulless landscape, 
there are fewer social amenities. With an atomised 
existence, the flat-dwellers mix with their own kith and 
kin, but a broader sense of community, shared space 
and identity are lacking. Ironically this is celebrated by 
the Left, whose favourite quote of Margaret Thatcher 
was: ‘There is no such thing as society’ (as most readers 
here know, these words were taken out of context; she 
meant that families and communities are best served 
by each other rather than dependence on an impersonal 
state). 

The Labour Party, dominated by middle-class 
graduates, no longer seems to care for white working 
class culture, which explains why its support has 
declined in Midlands and Northern towns that still 
feel English. 

Neighbourhoods are powerless in stopping this 
demographic juggernaut. The authorities have all 
the power: accountability has been conveniently 
undermined by the demise of local newspapers (which 

kept us informed of planning applications), and 
councils make unholy alliances with big businesses 
who have a green light to maximise their profit in high-
density developments. Effectively, council elections 
are a sham. Whoever you vote for, you get more of 
the same. The priority is housing, and don’t think of 
complaining about the new flats all going to foreigners. 
There are laws against that, you know. 

While citizens have lost their say on their 
surroundings, quality of life is diminishing. Families 
are living in 20-storey flats too small to swing a cat, 
but we all suffer from this overcrowding. Trains so full 
that passengers cannot board, doctors’ surgeries and 
hospital waiting rooms packed with people speaking in 
a myriad of native lingo (needing translators paid from 
your taxes), oversubscribed schools with playgrounds 
built over in a futile attempt to keep up with demand. 
This is unsustainable folly. 

On Walworth Road there is a pattern to the development. 
Each new block of flats is slightly taller than the last. 
But perhaps in years to come this level of residential 
construction will be quaintly modest compared to the 
dizzy heights rising from other cleared sites, where 
builders have carte blanche. London will look more like 
Hong Kong or Cairo, or perhaps the cities of futuristic 
dystopia. Gotham City here we come…

Niall McCrae is a lecturer in mental health. He has 
written two books: The Moon and Madness, and The 
Story of Nursing in British Mental; Hospitals: Echoes 
from the Corridors. 

Letter	from	Australia
Daryl	McCann

The son of a coal bargee from Scarborough, 
Captain James Cook taught himself navigation, 
never flogged his men, was never more than five 

nautical miles out in his reckoning at sea, and observed 
the transit of Venus measurements that foreshadowed 
developments in relativity, one of the means by 
which space ships will one day explore the universe.
He was also the first man to map the eastern coast of 
Australia. A statue of Cook, in the midst of Sydney’s 
Hyde Square, always seemed like a reasonable enough 
memorial to one of the most accomplished seafarers to 
ever live. Not so, in the opinion of identity militants, 
who defaced the memorial in August 2017 with the 
slogan ‘no pride in genocide’. 

The refrain ‘no pride in genocide’ has become the 
catch cry of radicalised Indigenous Australians and 

their left-wing (mostly middle-class) apologists. It is 
a smear increasingly ascribed to almost everything 
that has transpired in Australia since the arrival of 
the First Fleet on January 26, 1788. Australia Day, 
which commemorates that very event, is now regarded 
as Ground Zero in the mythology of ‘no pride in 
genocide’. Our national day of celebration, in a world 
turned upside down, now becomes Invasion Day. It 
was, no doubt, only a matter of time before Captain 
Cook came under attack. 

The critics have found every conceivable reason 
to disparage the Hyde Park statue. Stan Grant, 
indigenous editor for the government-funded Australian 
Broadcasting Corporation, has spoken of the ‘silence’ 
about the Aboriginal perspective in contrast to the 
commemoration of heroic British figures. This might 
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have been true once, perhaps fifty or sixty years ago, 
but today in Australia the Aboriginal viewpoint is 
promoted in a myriad of ways. There are indigenous 
advisory boards to governments and local councils 
around Australia, a state-sponsored indigenous 
television network, festivals celebrating Indigenous 
art and music and the 
Welcome to Country 
and Acknowledgment 
o f  C o u n t r y 
ceremonies, which 
explicitly identify 
Abor ig ina l s  and 
Torres Strait Islanders 
as the traditional 
custodians of the 
land. Moreover, the 
role of Aboriginals 
before, during and 
after the advent of 
European settlement 
happens to be a key 
theme of the national 
history curriculum. 
‘Reconciliation’, as the policy is known, involves 
everything from theme-based sporting fixtures to 
the provision of academic scholarships for young 
Aboriginals. To assert there is silence on the subject of 
indigenous Australians seems almost perverse.

Grant even bemoans the inscription attached to 
Cook’s Hyde Park statue, which reads: ‘Discovered 
this territory 1770’. He claims the caption should be 
discounted as fiction given that Australian Aboriginals 
inhabited the Great Southern Land for some 40,000 to 
60,000 years before the British navy’s research vessel, 
HMS Endeavour, arrived on the scene.

Nevertheless, Keith Windschuttle, historian and 
editor of the conservative Quadrant magazine, 
remarks that by being the first to navigate and chart 
the entirety of Australia’s eastern coast, James Cook 
had, conceptually speaking, discovered this territory. 
Without for a moment questioning the pre-existence 
and superior knowledge of their respective tribal 
lands, Windschuttle makes the sound observation that 
indigenous Australians did not identify the eastern 
seaboard as a cartographical unit: ‘None of them gained 
the view of it that Cook had in his four-month journey 
from Port Hicks to Cape York in 1770. He was the 
genuine discoverer of the whole entity’. 

For the naysayers, though, this is mostly beside the 
point as James Cook allegedly committed a racist crime 
when he came ashore on Possession Island, August 
22, 1770, and claimed the entire eastern coastline for 
the British Empire. Cook’s offence, and the offence 

of the British colonial project that later ensued, was to 
treat the continent of Australia as terra nullius, a term 
interpreted by activists and educators alike to mean 
‘unoccupied’ or ‘land belonging to no one’. The charge, 
to put it bluntly, is that the British Empire annexed this 
new Pacific territory on the basis of a racist lie. 

The problem 
w i t h  t h i s 
a r g u m e n t ,  a s 
Michael Connor 
outlined in his 
2005 book The 
Invention of Terra 
Nullius, is that 
it’s erroneous: 
‘ T h e  p h r a s e 
t e r r a  n u l l i u s 
was  unknown 
t o  e i g h t e e n t h 
and nineteenth-
century Australian 
colonists: it was 
not referred to in 

colonial courts or 
the Privy Council; it was never used by the British 
government to explain their appropriation of New 
Holland.’ Legal academics and historians concerned 
with race relations were shocked to discover, as Connor 
explained to Windschuttle, that the sense in which they 
employed the expression had only been in use since 
1981 and ‘that they had all been simply recycling 
one another’s footnotes without bothering to look up 
the original source’. Not that this stopped them – or 
Aboriginal activists and the publishers of modern-day 
school textbooks – carrying on as if it were true. Today, 
as a consequence, young Australians are uncritically 
taught that terra nullius constitutes the original sin of 
British settlement.

This is significant because modern-day Aboriginal 
activists and most academics, says Windschuttle in The 
Break-Up of Australia, have wildly exaggerated the 
violence between the original British colonialists and 
the indigenous population. The extent of Aboriginal 
acquiescence to Western civilisation is entirely omitted 
from the radical narrative in order to accentuate 
active resistance. Left-wing historians, such as Henry 
Reynolds, did this in order to assert that Australia was 
not ‘settled’ but ‘invaded’ by the British. One of the 
political consequences is the promotion of Aboriginal 
sovereignty at the expense of the Australia’s national 
sovereignty. Windschuttle’s The Break-up of Australia 
makes the case that militants of every hue foresee 
a parallel indigenous state that will challenge the 
legitimacy of a popularly elected parliament to rule for 

Cook’s Endeavour a converted coal barge
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all Australians, Indigenous and non-Indigenous alike. 
Thus, in the name of so-called reconciliation between 
Australia’s ‘First Peoples’ and everybody else, we 
might actually be in a downward spiral to a new form 
of sectarianism. 

The situation might not be so dire if the chattering 
classes throughout the West, not excluding Australia, 
had not fallen in love with a nihilistic fantasy. Roger 
Sandall’s seminal The Culture Cult perceptively 
argues that the ‘heavily didactic semifiction’ of 
Ruth Benedict’s and Margaret Mead’s anthropology 
has shaped contemporary Western middle-class 
sensibilities in ways that are deeply detrimental for 
all concerned. Now, in the soft totalitarianism of PC 
rectitude, the inequities of Western civilisation are 
unfavourably contrasted with a sanitised version of pre-
Colombian or pre-European tribal societies. Sandall 
cited Walt Disney’s Pocahontas as the apotheosis of 
the ‘Noble Savage’ caricature: Immaculate Powhatan 
Native Americans exist in a state of harmony until 
Westerners – ‘uncivilised’ and ‘ignorant heathens’ who 
are ‘beasts’ and ‘filthy savages’ – descend on paradise 
like ‘ravenous wolves’ and ‘devour everything in their 
path’.

It is the same story in Australia. Where once people 
of all political persuasions spoke about the ‘common 
good’, and how Indigenous Australians could best 
benefit from being an integral part of a democratic and 
wealthy country, the 1972-75 Whitlam government 
came up with the idea of Aboriginal self-determination 
and the establishment of land rights in isolated (and 
mostly northern) parts of the country. Many Indigenous 
Australians, on account of this policy, endure an 
almost Third World standard of living. Although the 
Northern Territory government, in 2007, released the 
Little Children are Sacred Report, detailing substance 
abuse, domestic violence and suicide, the legacy of the 

Whitlam remains firmly in place. These days, anybody 
who suggests that self-determination has been a policy 
failure runs the risk of being called a racist.

The irony is that Indigenous Australians who inhabit 
the suburbs of the (mostly southern) towns and cities 
of the continent have experienced, as even Stan Grant 
has acknowledged in the past, a veritable ‘renaissance’. 
Australia, then, is not a racist country but a British-style 
parliamentary democracy that has allowed, at least in 
the long haul, people the freedom to be the architects 
of their own destiny – something that is only possible 
as long as they live in relative proximity to a good 
education and good jobs. That is not, of course, to 
deny that the Aboriginal renaissance has been a long 
time coming. There have been countless tragedies 
and misunderstandings along the way, none of which 
should be ignored, and yet if reconciliation is to really 
mean anything there has to be respect on all sides: the 
astonishing feats of Captain James Cook are worthy 
of some of that respect.

Warren Mundine, an Aboriginal leader on the 
more conservative side of the Indigenous movement, 
described the campaign to remove Cook’s statue as 
nonsense. That said, he advocated more memorials 
for indigenous Australians: ‘In Australia, the problem 
is an absence of memorials, we need more about our 
people, our indigenous people.’ Where Mundine differs 
from the Left – and where he reveals a concern for the 
common good above mindless sectarianism – is his 
denunciation of the ‘no pride in genocide’ campaign as 
Stalinist, an attempt to rewrite the past in order to serve 
the political-correct fashion of today. Or, as George 
Orwell would put it: ‘Who controls the past controls 
the future. Who controls the present controls the past.’ 

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

Sandro Botticelli (Alessandro di Mariano di Vanni Filipepi) (1445 1510) Nativity
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A	Hole	in	the	Stomach
Theodore	Dalrymple

It was while leafing through the Selected Papers 
of Sir Arthur Hurst, published 25 years after his 
death in 1944, that I came across the solution to 

something that had puzzled me during my childhood 
and youth: why had my father belched so frequently 
and so enthusiastically for so long? 

Hur s t  was  t he  mos t 
celebrated gastroenterologist 
of his time. He published his 
first book, Constipation and 
Allied Intestinal Disorders, in 
1909 under his original name, 
Hertz, which he changed 
to Hurst during the First 
World War. The grandson 
of German immigrants to 
Britain, his cousin, Heinrich, 
was  the  d iscoverer  of 
electromagnetic waves and 
his son, Christopher, was the 
founder of a distinguished 
independent publishing 
company.

Sir Arthur Hurst published his paper of aërophagy 
(air-swallowing) in 1910, the year after my father was 
born. 

In most cases [he wrote] it is associated with 
dyspepsia, and particularly with nervous dyspepsia, 
but it may also be associated with organic diseases 
such as gastric and duodenal ulcer. In such cases the 
patient feels some slight discomfort in the stomach, 
which he thinks must be due to ‘wind’, and he 
imagines he can ‘disperse’ it by means of eructation. 
But in the vast majority of cases the attempt to 
eructate is unsuccessful, as there is really no excess 
of gas present in the stomach, and the unsuccessful 
attempt results in the swallowing of air. Often half a 
dozen or more attempts are made without success, 
air being swallowed at each attempt. The stomach 
becomes so distended with gas that an attempt is at 
last successful…

And this produced great relief. Hurst’s description 
fitted my father perfectly. However, the strong desire 
to eructate was the least of his problems. For twenty 
years at least, and probably for much longer, he was 
a martyr to peptic ulceration, commonly known as a 
duodenal ulcer. He would pace the floor at night, unable 

to sleep (duodenal ulcers are characteristically worse at 
night, when stomach acid secretions are high). When 
I consider how much below par I feel after a single 
night’s poor sleep, I can hardly wonder at my father’s 
constant complaints of ill health; he did not have an 
uninterrupted night’s sleep for many years. Sometimes 

he would be doubled up in 
pain.

Efforts to heal his ulcer 
were unavailing. It is true 
that he did not altogether 
help himself by claiming, 
against all the evidence, 
that in his case smoking 
made no difference to the 
activity of the Vesuvius in his 
abdomen (it is amazing what 
we can persuade ourselves 
of when we want). But all 
other measures relieved his 
symptoms only slightly. He 
drank aluminium hydroxide 

as severe and deteriorated 
alcoholics drink alcohol, direct from the bottle. The 
dried white residue was often about his lips. This 
liquid was tinged with peppermint water and the smell 
of peppermint was about the house together with that 
of liquorice extract (reputed to be healing of ulcers) 
and of bland meat such as sweetbreads and white fish 
such as plaice cooked in milk. He tried the Sippy Diet, 
that is to say bed rest over several days with repeated 
drinks of milk and cream to neutralise the acid in his 
stomach, with the slow introduction of such delicacies 
as arrowroot and unseasoned egg. It soothed the pain 
while it continued, but had no lasting benefit. 

My father had two operations to cure him, one of 
which very nearly killed him, but they were completely 
unsuccessful. At the time, a very high percentage of 
abdominal surgery was undertaken to alleviate peptic 
ulcer and bleeding from such ulcers was a common 
surgical emergency, often with fatal outcome.

The cause or causes of peptic ulceration were hardly 
known. Both James Joyce and Napoleon were sufferers. 
In a lecture on the aetiology of the disease in 1924, Sir 
Arthur Hurst blamed three factors: excessive smoking, 
mental and physical fatigue, and the bolting of food. Of 
excessive smoking, he said, ‘It is difficult to say exactly 

James Joyce a martyr to his ulcer
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what constitutes excessive smoking, but in most cases 
the patient knows that he smokes considerably more 
than the majority of his friends.’ Nowadays, of course, 
any smoking is regarded as excessive.

Sir Arthur considered that overwork, especially 
when accompanied by worry, was a causative factor 
in duodenal but not gastric ulceration, a theory that 
was still very prevalent in my father’s day, though 
the Type A personality, that is the person deemed to 
be competitive, aggressive and ambitious, was also 
held responsible. And food swallowed before it was 
properly chewed irritated the stomach and duodenum, 
especially if an alcoholic aperitif had been taken 
beforehand. 

The story of my father’s ulcer, though, had a happy 
ending. He lived long enough to benefit from one of 
the greatest medical discoveries of the late Twentieth 
Century: a discovery great in its beneficial effect on 
hundreds of thousands, if not millions of lives, and 
great in its elegant simplicity.

The first scientific proof came when two Australian 
researchers, Barry Marshall and Robin Warren 
discovered that an infectious organism, Helicobacter 
pylori, caused duodenal ulcers. In order to convince a 
sceptical medical world of the truth of their discovery, 
Marshall swallowed a culture of the organism and 
promptly became ill himself. In this kind of courageous 
endeavour, he had distinguished medical predecessors. 
Richard Mead, for example, swallowed the venom of 
adders to prove that it had to be introduced by bite 
to work its effects; John Hunter inoculated himself 
with both gonorrhoea and syphilis to prove that they 
were infectious; Max von Pettenkofer drank a culture 
of cholera germs before an audience in order to 
demonstrate that Robert Koch’s theory, the organism 
that he had discovered was the cause of cholera, was 
false. (Pettenkofer did not get cholera, but forgot the 
distinction between a necessary and sufficient cause). 

I remember reading with scepticism myself Marshall 
and Warren’s first reports of their work in The Lancet; 
but it was soon enough established that the eradication 
of the germ with antibiotics not merely alleviated but 
cured peptic ulceration (except in rare cases). My 
father benefitted directly from this discovery and 
spent the last decade of his life free of the symptoms 
that had tormented him or decades, and that only too 
understandably had soured his temper.

This account cannot be complete without the 
story of John Lykoudis, a Greek GP and the Mayor 
of Missolonghi, who before Marshall and Warren 
discovered the cause, and who after treating himself 
successfully for his own ulcer with antibiotics in 1958 
guessed ulcers were caused by bacteria and began 
treating patients. He treated over 30,000 and for his 

pains was fined 40,000 drachmas by a disciplinary 
body for using an unproven treatment, as well as being 
indicted by the courts. The Journal of the American 
Medical Association refused to publish an article of his 
nor was he able to get any pharmaceutical company 
interested. 

Never the less never again would very large numbers 
of people be subjected to serious, mutilating and not 
entirely successful surgery. Nor would very large 
numbers of people have to follow unpleasing diets 
of doubtful and at best temporary effect. Nobody any 
longer would make animadversions about the character 
of sufferers from peptic ulceration. It is often said that 
there is no such thing as pure and unalloyed progress, 
but I cannot but think that Marshall and Warren’s 
discovery was an instance of pure and unalloyed 
progress. 

Oddly enough, Sir Arthur Hurst published a paper 
in 1921 that might have led people (but did not in 
fact lead them) to consider the possibility that peptic 
ulcer was an infectious disease. The paper was titled 
Gastric and duodenal ulcer as family diseases, in 
which he recounted the story of whole families with 
the conditions, but this was regarded as a pure curiosity 
and perhaps as indicating an hereditary taint rather 
than an infectious cause. My father might have been 
spared many years of suffering if the clue had been 
followed: but the relief was enormous when it came, a 
real triumph. There will, of course, be other triumphs 
to come.    

      
Theodore Dalrymple’s latest book is The Knife went 
in (Gibson Square).
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Concrete	Carbuncles
Graham	Cunningham	

Goethe famously wrote that architecture is 
frozen music. It is a compelling metaphor 
but if architecture really were music then 

we would all be able to choose to inhabit an urban 
environment composed entirely of buildings of 
beautiful, picturesque or sublime quality. With all 
other art forms, you can seek out what is good and 
shun the rest.... but escaping bad architecture is much 
more difficult. You may even, if you are unlucky, have 
to live in it.

If architecture is frozen music, how then might one 
characterize the architecture that was the concrete 
‘muse’ of most European architects in the early 
post-war era and still survives today as the urban 
environment for millions, especially in poorer areas 
– places like the charmingly reclad Grenfell tower for 
instance? Step inside a UK architecture school to pose 
this question and you might get a shock. Particularly 
if your question relates to the so-called ‘fathers’ of 
the International Style in general and Le Corbusier 
in particular (he of the tabula rasa concept of urban 
renewal in which everywhere ‘must’ be ‘totally rebuilt’ 
using only concrete) and their legacy for the UK 
residential housing stock.

 Almost everyone now understands that the Le 
Corbusian legacy was entirely malign, even if they 
have never heard of the man himself. Everyone 
that is, except in the ivory towers of architectural 
academe; its luminary authors of revered set texts and 
in the more high brow professional journals. I had 
first-hand experience of this at architecture school in 
the 1980’s. In my school, the status of ‘Corb’ (as we 
were encouraged to affectionately call him) as your 
ultimate architectural hero was, quite simply, a given 
and dissenting from this position was risky. Such 
is the power of group-think which universities are, 
sadly, no less prone to than anywhere else. To be fair, 
nobody was still plugging the megalomania aspect 
of their hero; his knock-down-the-centre-of-Paris 
side. All those undeniably God awful tower blocks 
for ‘rationally’ housing ‘the people’ that sprang up 
all over Europe in his name? Well, we were assured, 
they could not be blamed on ‘Corb’; it was just that his 
more pedestrian architectural acolytes hadn’t properly 
understood what he had meant. Anyway, all must be 

forgiven on account of him being such an innovative 
‘genius’.

 Architectural treasures are to be found across the 
globe and (in a Western context) from St Petersburg to 
Manhattan but I’ve always had a particular appetite for 
seeking out the finest frozen music of my own nation 
– that still abounds despite the ravages of mid 20th 
century architectural vandalism. If UK property prices 
are any indication of perceived aesthetic value then the 
mature English suburb is highly prized architecture 
indeed. But try taking any of this as inspiration for 
your UK architecture school design project and you 
can expect an aesthetic dressing down from your tutors.

To be fair to the profession, I would come to the 
defence of much of more recent public and commercial 
architecture in the UK – most of it by architects that 
the public has never heard of but also by famous ones 
like Norman Foster. (It is Foster’s verbalisations that 
irritate me, not his buildings.) Granted there are also 
the misconceived and perversely misplaced alien 
‘carbuncles’ complete with impenetrable pseudo-
intellectual rationales – the Liverpool Ferry Terminal 
Building, for example, (‘angular fun’ we are told) or 
Drakes Circus in Plymouth (just don’t go there!). And 
the recent past has not been such a bad time either for 
the UK built environment more generally, all things 
considered. It is important to remember that building 
– like art and music – never has been of a uniformly 
high standard and the search for some aesthetic final 
solution leads inexorably to something out of the set 
of a sci-fi B movie. The aesthetic and build quality of 
mass speculative housing – typically ‘traditional’ brick-
clad boxes with pitched roofs laid out along residential 
roads and cul de sacs – may fall short of one’s ideal 
but it is probably as good now as in the 1930’s and 
certainly infinitely better than the 50’s to 80’s. 

Between the pre-war past and the reasonably benign 
present we had the Blitz – by which I mean the three 
decade long blitz – as the bombs of Modernism, 
social engineering and megalomaniac town planning 
rained down across poor war-weary Europe. At 
least it’s over now? Well, yes and no. Certainly the 
arrogant certainties of utopian collectivism mercifully 
crumbled in course of the 70’s. Almost everyone now 
understands that to give architects and town planners 
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licence to decide wholesale what society’s ‘needs’ 
are and then dream up megalomaniac schemes for 
the wholesale satisfaction of these needs is akin to 
kitting your small child out with a set of power tools 
and a bag of cement and setting him loose to decide 
what your pride and joy home needs. Wiser people, of 
course, never stopped understanding this in the first 
place but their warnings were drowned out at the time 
and dismissed as ‘reactionary’ and insensitive of the 
supposed brave new 20th century zeitgeist.

The mind-boggling power and reach of the totalitarian 
intellectual mindset in academia in the middle decades 
of the 20th century is hard to overstate. The literature 
– in the field of architecture alone – is as vast as it is 
dispiriting; the pompous, vacuous theorising, the ‘we 
must totally and utterly’ manifestos, the arrogant, ivory 
tower intellectuals casting themselves as champions 
of ‘the people’.

Unless you have – as I was at architecture school – 
been force-fed the Le Corbusier mythology, you might 
well struggle to comprehend just how bizarre is the 
basis of his iconic status. The man himself – according 
to a fairly typical 1988 assessment in the architectural 
literary canon – ‘ranks with Darwin, Freud (and) 
Einstein among major figures who have ever affected 
the world to which we belong.’ 

So here are a few snippets of the great man’s thinking: 
the plan must rule, the street must disappear 
(especially all those Parisian street cafes) 

we must create a state of mind for living in mass 
production housing, 

man must be built upon this axis....in perfect 
agreement with nature and probably, the universe.

......Come again??

The fallacious nature of all such prescriptive 
moralising about architecture was laid bare in David 
Watkin’s seminal work: Morality and Architecture 
(1977); a ground breaking scholarly analysis of 
its whole history, from Pugin, to Le Corbusier and 
Pevsner. 

The Modernist utopian, collectivist fallacy may 
have eventually been debunked in the course of the 
1970s but – in addition to the ‘Corb’ hero worship 
– two related and cancerous aspects of the faux 
radical mindset have survived intact in our schools of 
architecture. One of them is the idea that an architect 
aspiring to greatness must also aspire to novelty. The 
other is the idea that building design has sociological, 
psychological and macro-economic dimensions 
which the architect – simply by virtue of his being an 
architect – is competent to judge. What really matters 

to your average architecture student is drawing – but 
they are emphatically not deep-thinking psychologists, 
not economists and not sociologists and never will 
be because, for the most part, they are not really that 
interested in these disciplines. Which is fine and just 
as it should be until, that is, the idea is implanted that 
their drawings represent some kind of implicit vision 
for mankind. If architects are in need of a statement of 
their mission they need look no further than Vitruvius’s 
ancient and eloquent aphorism – Firmness, Commodity 
and Delight – which still stands as a sufficient theoretical 
basis for any architectural project. But a required part 
of any architecture student’s design presentation, these 
days, must include a verbal rationale – often post hoc 
and invariably half-baked – of how the form, massing 
and materials of the design are expressive of such 
imponderables as the supposed psychological ‘needs’ 
and ‘aspirations’ of the users and the wider ‘community’ 
which the building is to serve. I wish I could recall some 
of these comically glib and shallow rationales from 
my own student days but, of course, the memory has a 
natural tendency to consign trash to its trash can. The 
students were, in any case, simply reciting the bogus 
language of their tutors – in which buildings might be 
said to be ‘fun’, ‘thought provoking’, ‘democratic’, 
‘inclusive’ and other such nonsense. 

In a similarly glib fashion, tradition was, by the 
late 1980’s, once again recognised as an important 
aspect of an architect’s education – at least in theory. 
Of course, by then had come a visceral reaction in 
society against crass modernity – especially tower 
block utopia – and Conservation was fast becoming 
the new vogue. In architecture-school-speak, however, 
respect for tradition does not mean quite what you 
might imagine; it might mean, for example, that you 
still propose to insert some manifestly alien infill 
development into a gap in a row of period terraced 
houses – perhaps even the proverbial upended shark, 
at least metaphorically if not literally. But crucially 
now, instead of bragging of your iconoclasm, you 
would go to equally verbose lengths to demonstrate 
that you were merely respectfully ‘reinterpreting’ the 
traditional forms. Architects now ‘must’ reinterpret 
tradition, with ‘must’ being the operative word. I 
have known of architects who feel compelled to add 
‘contemporary’ sticky-on-bits (on to what are, in all 
other respects, traditional pitched-roof, brick-walled 
dwellings), for no better reason than their belief that 
this somehow lifts them above the level of mere 
speculative housing and into the more rarefied realm 
of ‘contemporary architecture’. There is of course 
nothing wrong with innovation per se; it is the knee 
jerk compulsion to innovate, or ‘reinterpret’ – as a kind 
of moral imperative – that is the malign 20th century 
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Conservative	Classic	—	68
Julian and Maddalo	Percy	Bysshe	Shelley
Nicholas	Shrimpton

aesthetic legacy. So beware of architectural academics 
espousing ‘tradition’.

 You might think architectural academia’s saving 
grace is its very isolation from the real world and 
note that most practising architects ditch much of its 
baggage when faced with the need to make a living. 
Partly true – but the persistence of this quaint reverence 
for octogenarian ‘Modernism’ is symptomatic of 
a much broader malaise – the persistence (in large 
measure) in our academic institutions of the kind 
of cultural Marxist/social engineering assumption 
currently manifest in Jeremy Corbyn and his devotees. 

Of all the Modernist fallacies, perhaps the greatest 
was lumping together all building types into a 
single mould. Many people, including myself, are 
quite happy to be dazzled by steel and glass in their 
airport or corporate HQ but not in their residential 
neighbourhood. A person’s relationship to their home 
is a unique and complex psychology, well beyond the 
grasp of crass architectural theorising. If an individual 

desires to inhabit a dramatic spaceship of steel and 
glass, then that is fine – providing that they don’t insist 
on plonking it on your cherished avenue of period 
Edwardian villas. I am fond of the print on my wall of 
Frank Lloyd Wright’s Falling Water and can imagine 
it being someone’s dream home. For the great majority 
however, their dream of domestic bliss is located in 
some-or-other variant of an archetypal pitched roofed 
dwelling house – and it is this that deserves to be 
‘respected’. To insist that the aesthetics of dwelling 
‘must’ be ‘modernised’ to suit some advancing zeitgeist 
is almost as absurd as proposing that any of life’s 
simple pleasures ‘must’ be modernised; that maybe 
even sexuality be modernised? Come to think of it 
though, I do believe there are some in our society today 
who may indeed be advocating something just along 
those lines too.

Graham Cunningham is an architect.

Paul Foot’s book Red Shelley, published in 
1980, was a slapdash piece of literary criticism 
written in order ‘to pass on Shelley’s political 

enthusiasms to today’s socialists, radicals and 
feminists’. But its central thesis was not wrong: 
‘Shelley thought about politics, intensely, all his life,’ 
and his, ‘revolutionary ideas were the main inspiration 
for the great bulk of his poems and essays.’

Given this, it can be a surprise to find that one 
of Shelley’s best poems, Julian and Maddalo. A 
Conversation is, however reluctantly, a conservative 
statement. Written between 1818 and 1819, it opens 
with a vividly atmospheric description of two men 
riding together on the Lido at Venice – not then a row 
of hotels, bars, and bathing beaches but a ‘waste/ And 
solitary’ place, ‘Matted with thistles and amphibious 
weeds’. One of the riders is Julian, ‘an Englishman of 
good family’ who narrates the poem and very much 
resembles Shelley. The other, Count Maddalo, is 
usually assumed to be Byron. The preface, however, 
identifies him as ‘a Venetian nobleman of ancient 
family’ so he is not in any literal sense the English 

poet. Though prompted by Shelley’s visits to Byron 
in Venice in 1818, in other words, the poem is a 
fiction – and that degree of difference from the real 
helps Shelley, I think, to step back from his customary 
political attitudes.

After their ride, Julian and Maddalo get into a 
gondola, to be taken back across the lagoon to Venice. 
On the way, they pause to admire the sunset and 
Maddalo points out the island then used by the City 
of Venice as its ‘madhouse’ or mental hospital, where 
a bell is ringing to call the inmates to vespers. Julian 
makes a sceptical comment about people praising the 
‘stern maker’ who is responsible for their afflictions. 
Maddalo replies that for him the ‘madmen’ are an 
‘emblem’ of the human condition: fallen, imperfect, 
and necessarily disappointing (‘We sought and yet 
were baffled’).

Troubled by this argument, Julian calls on Maddalo 
next morning and the ‘conversation’ of the poem’s 
sub-title takes place. Maddalo’s pessimistic views are, 
Julian suggests, ‘sick thoughts’. Instead, we should 
adopt a revolutionary optimism:
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 ... it is our will
That thus enchains us to permitted ill – 
We might be otherwise – we might be all
We dream of: happy, high, majestical.
Where is the love, beauty, and truth we seek
But in our mind? And if we were not weak
Should we be less in deed than in desire?

The reply to that question is a piece of sober 
pragmatism:

‘Ay, if we were not weak – and we aspire
How vainly to be strong!’ said Maddalo:
‘You talk Utopia.’

If the poem ended there, it would be a simple 
stand-off between revolutionary (or utopian) and 
conservative ideas. But, as well as being descriptive 
and conversational, ‘Julian and Maddalo’ is also a 
narrative poem, with a developing story. Maddalo 
proposes a practical test of Julian’s idealistic views:

‘My dear friend,’
Said Maddalo, ‘my judgement will not bend
To your opinion, though I think you might
Make such a system refutation-tight
As far as words go. I know one like you
Who to this city came some months ago,
With whom I argued in this sort, and he
Is now gone mad, – and so he answered me, –  
Poor fellow! But if you would like to go
We’ll visit him, and his wild talk will show
How vain are such aspiring theories.’

Julian agrees to make the visit and they set off in 
a gondola (‘Through the fast-falling rain and high-
wrought sea’) to the madhouse.

Once there, they stand unseen and listen to ‘the 
maniac’ (as Julian terms him) talking to himself in 
his room in the asylum. His profound depression has 
been caused in part by an unhappy love affair. But it is 
also a response to the failure of his political hopes and 
theories. He is ‘hurt’ to ‘hear but of the oppression of 
the strong’ and describes himself as ‘a nerve o’er which 
do creep/ The else unfelt oppressions of this earth’. 
He is, it seems, a cause addict or compulsive agitator, 
morbidly sensitive to social problems and injustices 
which he cannot solve or cure.

Julian’s response to this demonstration of the danger 
of unrealistic political aspiration is to suggest that the 
madness is a merely temporary condition. The maniac, 
he feels, could easily be healed:

... I imagined that if day by day
I watched him, and but seldom went away,
And studied all the beatings of his heart
With zeal, as men study some stubborn art
For their own good, and could by patience find
An entrance to the caverns of his mind,
I might reclaim him from his dark estate

But this is where the poem takes its decisively 
conservative turn. For Julian does nothing of the sort. 
Instead, ‘The following morning, urged by my affairs,/ 
I left bright Venice.’ The plan to heal the maniac is yet 
another instance of impractical idealism:

... and this was all
Accomplished not; such dreams of baseless good
Oft come and go in crowds or solitude
And leave no trace ...

As if this were not sufficiently clear, Shelley 
underlines it by bringing Julian back to Venice, ‘After 
many years’, to resume his concern with the unhappy 
madman. Count Maddalo is away, travelling (in a 
Byronic manner) ‘Among the mountains of Armenia.’ 
Julian therefore seeks information from Maddalo’s 
daughter, now a grown woman, about ‘the lorn 
maniac’. ‘The lady who had left him,’ she explains, 
came back. So he recovered? No, because she promptly 
left him again, and he has since died. Once again, 
Julian has failed to do anything which could disprove 
Maddalo’s point that political and emotional wishful 
thinking is futile and potentially fatal. Shelley ends the 
poem by expressing his disapproval of Maddalo-like 
political realists: there is more detail about the last 
years of the maniac ‘but the cold world shall not know.’ 
This, however, is only a gesture. Conservative common 
sense may be ‘cold’ but its claims are uncontested.

Left-wing critics of Julian and Maddalo tend to 
identify Maddalo entirely with Byron and to suggest 
that his views are the ‘cynicism’ of a wealthy aristocrat. 
Paul Foot’s brief account of the poem uses that word 
and argues that Byron was ‘prepared to contain his 
more radical instincts’ when they threatened a ‘sacrifice 
of his fame or fortune’. Cynicism, in this vulgar 
sense, may be a useful word for the polar opposite of 
Shelleyan idealism. But it is not what Maddalo displays 
in the poem. He, like a good conservative, has taken 
practical steps to make the maniac’s life less miserable: 
finding him a comfortable set of rooms in the asylum, 
and paying for them to be furnished with ‘busts and 
books and urns for flowers’. His ideas are similarly 
measured, sensible, and humane – as Shelley the poet 
acknowledges in the brilliant enjambment of ‘I think 
you might/ Make such a system refutation-tight/ As far 
as words go.’ Theory is one thing and reality another. 
In Julian and Maddalo Shelley is, for once, prepared 
to say so.

Nicholas Shrimpton is a former lecturer at Oxford 
University, his most recent publication is an edition of 
Disraeli’s Sybil for Oxford World’s Classics.
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Reputations	—	57
Ezra	(Ed)	Mishan	1917-2014
Merrie Cave

And that will be England gone,
The shadows, the meadows, the lanes
The guildhalls, the carved choirs,
There’ll be books; it will linger on
In galleries; but all that remains
For us will be concrete and tyres

Most things are never meant.
This won’t be, most likely; But greeds
And garbage are too thick strewn
To be swept up now, or invent
Excuses that make them all needs
I just think it will happen soon.

A prophet is never honoured in his own country 
for Ed Mishan, a distinguished economist – he 
was a professor at LSE, only had one obituary 

in the Guardian which is why his passing in 2014 
escaped our notice. He contributed many articles to 
the Salisbury Review in the eighties and nineties while 
his eccentric, charming personality adorned many 
social events. But he was an economics maverick 
who attacked the religion of economic growth, which 
might explain the dearth of tributes. His influential 
but underrated book The Costs of Economic Growth 
which he struggled to publish in 1967 maintained that 
increases in GDP and income would affect happiness 
and social welfare and argued that growth ‘might even 
bring hedonism and a permissive society’. ‘A pre-
condition of sustained growth is sustained discontent’ 
and Mishan warned undeveloped countries that the 
‘thorny path to industrialization leads only to the wastes 
of subtopia’. The enormous increase in European 
populations, particularly in Britain, has been fuelled 
by immigration, a disaster for social cohesion. Worse, 
it has expanded growth of all kinds whereas a static 
population might have resisted it. Like the melancholy 
Phillip Larkin, everything Mishan predicted has come 
true. The obsession with growth beloved by the main 
political parties has changed the face of Britain forever. 
Only in the far north or west are there reminders of the 
beautiful landscapes that we have lost.

He had an interesting background, perhaps one which 
influenced his views. His father was a textile importer 
from Cairo who settled in Manchester during the First 
World War. Before studying economics Mishan got 
a City and Guilds qualification in textile technology, 

subsequently serving in the RAF during the Second 
World War. He was a pioneer in other economic fields 
as well, writing an important textbook in the seventies 
about Cost-Benefit analysis, which is still in use around 
the world. Governments use the technique to make 
informed decisions in areas ranging from infrastructure 
development to health and education. International 
lending agencies need cost-benefit analysis to evaluate 
projects in developing countries. He also worked on 
the statistical valuation of human life: his paper The 
Evaluation of Life and Limb argued that policy makers 
could assess the benefits of a particular measure by 
weighing its cost against how much it would reduce 
the risk of death.

It was surprising that he was a research graduate 
of Chicago University, where Milton Friedman the 
doyen of free market economics reigned supreme. 
But perhaps his studies there convinced him that a 
free market competitive economy carried certain 
risks. He would have certainly absorbed Friedman’s 
most important lesson: that you cannot have high 
immigration and a welfare state together. Market 
failures can result in welfare losses so he believed that 
government intervention was sometimes necessary 
and that there had to be checks and balances. He was 
particularly concerned about market solutions in the 
rapidly changing technology area. 

Mishan’s engaging arguments focus on his definitions 
of the quality of life (the Good Life) and how relentless 
growth mania has destroyed it for many. During my 
lifetime some of our cities have become unpleasant; 
indeed in the developing world some of them are 
ungovernable. Perhaps traffic congestion is one of 
their worst features for improved traffic schemes just 
demonstrate Parkinson’s law. Beautiful town centres 
have been destroyed to make way for ugly shopping 
malls while graceful Georgian and Victorian buildings 
have been replaced by ugly tower blocks. Many 
people must commute long distances on overcrowded 
roads and in overcrowded trains. Tourism is a curse 
for Europe’s most beautiful cities: the authorities in 
Dubrovnik are considering limiting the number of 
cruise ships calling there while here in Oxford there 
have been complaints about the swarms of bored 
teenage tourists obstructing the pavements. The 
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Health Service is a glaring example of a collapsing 
infrastructure, which fails to keep up with the demands 
of increased life expectancy and population growth.

No political party has confronted the problem of 
the destruction of our environment: 67 per cent of 
species have disappeared in twenty years. There has 
been a dramatic shift from farmland to building sites 
while many cities are surrounded by a sprawl of yuppy 
houses, business parks and bypasses. In the wider 
world we face a global ecological disaster particularly 
on the African continent where de-colonisation has 
left a population all wanting to emigrate. Pollution of 
land and sea has been accompanied by the destruction 
of the rainforests, acid rain and the greenhouse effect. 

For Mishan a good life requires a measure of self 
esteem, worthwhile leisure activities and trust in 
family, employer and the immediate community. Many 
formerly close knit communities have been damaged 
or even destroyed by unsympathetic planning while an 

increased pace and complexity of life splits up families 
and discourages long lasting friendships. The decline 
of religion has also had a deleterious effect while many 
people seem to live in a social vacuum, unable to meet 
the demands made on them. A high culture has always 
co- existed with a popular one but fewer people enjoy 
serious music and the other arts, while a relentless 
vulgarity has come to dominate the popular media.

Mishan’s brand of conservatism is now too far outside 
the political mainstream to be comprehensible to more 
than a minority of voters over 60. But who would 
have imagined in 1976 that the Tory party was about 
to adopt the free market views of Hayek after twenty 
years of anaemic Butskellism. What would a follower 
of the protectionist Disraeli or of Lord Salisbury who 
wanted to protect the people from economic liberalism, 
have made of Mrs Thatcher? The Conservative party 
is nothing if not adaptable.

Roy	Kerridge

I have never been to Nigeria, but I have picked up 
a lot of gossip about the place from my relations.

In the nightmare that is Lagos Airport, my 
brother Musa was arrested by armed soldiers for 
wearing an imperialist pith helmet. He had worn the 
helmet all over Southern Africa for ages, in a spirit 
of gentle satire. However the soldiers who guarded 
Lagos Airport accused him of mocking them. They 
held him in custody at gunpoint, only to release him, 
much shaken, without a charge. He just caught his 
plane in time.

I am told that the ‘Mammy Run’ at Lagos Airport 
has now been ended. Until recently some Nigerian 
parents in London would put children of one, two 
or three years old on a Lagos-bound plane and ask 
the stewardess to take care of them. At the other end, 
crowds of women would meet the plane. These were 
the so-called Mammies. The puzzled aeroplane staff 
would read out a child’s name, and a big woman 
would push forward and shout ‘Mine’!

Finally the aeroplane people found that many West 
African householders depend on child slaves as 
‘servants’. Whereas many West Africans in London 
are surprisingly keen to get rid of their children and 

never see them again. So the Mammy Run was to 
the advantage of both adult parties, the senders and 
the meeters. I am told that when the child slaves 
of Lagos grow big, they tend to run away and join 
the homeless underworld of street sleepers. Cousin 
Bisi, a plump cosy looking woman, came to see us 
in London. She confirmed that in Nigeria children 
do all the housework.

‘When we have children we can rest,’ she smiled. 
As a boy this custom took me by surprise, for my 
new stepfather African John Daddy regarded me as 
idle because I had never learned to sweep or clean 
a house. Fancy expecting a child to do the cleaning! 
That’s women’s work!

****

King of all my Nigerian relatives is my imperious 
Uncle Albert, whose kind hearted wife is called 
Victoria. They were affianced in childhood. As you 
might expect they sit side by side on twin thrones, 
receiving petitioners who run forward and throw 
themselves at the chiefly thrones, crawling on their 
bellies and offering gifts of food, usually roast 
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chicken. Uncle Albert grew rich in Academe, and 
became not only a Professor but a pillar of the Baptist 
Church. However the petitioners seem to regard him 
as the incarnation of the god Ogun. He claims to be a 
descendant of this noted god, a god of war and iron, 
just like Woden. The British royal family are said to 
be Woden born, through a Saxon ancestor, Cerdic. 
Uncle Albert is Ogun born. His audience seek wealth 
and jobs, and are usually helped in some way, though 
blood relatives come first. English relatives on visits 
are solemnly given purses of gold on departure. 
Every day there are family prayers, led by Uncle 
Albert and attended by staff and family alike.

Uncle Albert  has a rival in his vil lage 
neighbourhood, an Emir or Islamic ruler, who 
lives in a palace guarded by slaves. Now this Emir 
is regarded locally as a fake, for the family of the 
original Emir were all deposed for sedition under 
British rule and the present Emir’s family put in 
their place. My brother Musa is the heir of the True 
Emir, but has yet to claim his throne. (He is an 
architect who lives in Cambridge) Now I know why 
Musa’s father, Africa John Daddy, wanted the boy 
to be brought up as a Moslem. Having become an 
infidel, Musa has effectively renounced his claim to 
be Emir. But the false Emir doesn’t know this, and 
sleeps uneasily at night, imagining that any day my 
brother will ride in at the head of a band of sabre-
wielding horsemen and take the palace that is rightly 
his. Once the Emir made the mistake of sending his 
warriors to attack Uncle Albert’s compound, but all 
were routed by Uncle Albert’s men, who carried 
modern fire arms.

Traditional West African villagers live in family 
huts within the walls of a compound. Each hut 
could be regarded in Western eyes as a bedroom, 
the compound wall as the walls of a family house. 
Modern Nigeria is now so dangerous that wealthy 
people live in a version of the traditional style, in 
large bungalows within a very secure compound, 
with an armed guard at the entrance. In Western eyes 
this could be seen as a ‘gated community’. Uncle 
Albert and Aunt Victoria live in such a bungalow 
with other bungalows around.

Uncle Albert placed a governor of his choice as 
the local state ruler. After a while, the ungrateful 
governor decided to kill Uncle Albert, and sent 
thugs to do the deed. Uncle Albert heard of this, 
and arranged a police ambush. All the thugs and 
the governor were arrested. The governor’s house 
was searched and several human heads were 

discovered there, bought from murderers and put 
away for future use as sacrifices. Such sacrifices are 
made at important funerals. Probably the governor 
was keeping them for himself as a kind of death 
insurance. However, the man was duly hung and 
denied heads to take with him to become slaves 
in the next world. Uncle Albert calmly appointed 
another governor.

Far from being one round of excitement, life 
with Uncle Albert seems extremely boring to my 
English relatives. Most of the time the royal pair sit 
on rubber divans watching interminable witchcraft 
videos on their television set. Christian leaders make 
such videos as a warning against witchcraft and so 
the witches always die at the end. While watching 
videos, the family eat enormous meals smothered 
in hot pepper. When my sisters asked to see African 
animals, the perplexed Albert family took them to a 
pool shrine of sacred crocodiles.

‘Why go out, when servants can do everything for 
you indoors?’ Uncle Albert asked.

A visit to a family-run orphanage, endowed by a 
kindly Aunt, was arranged. To the Aunt’s dismay, the 
staff she had appointed to take care of abandoned 
children could not be trusted. They ate the children’s 
food, sold supplies and even sold the children to 
anyone who could pay. Some of the orphanage 
children were themselves regarded locally as 
witches, and risked lynching if they went out. 

All in all, life in the Albert compound and 
neighbourhood resembles the Nigeria of a 1930’s 
Joyce Cary novel. To those well-steeped in Cary 
novels, my account of life in Nigeria will seem not 
fantastic but mundane. Let Uncle Albert have the 
last world: ‘Life in Nigeria was far better under 
British rule.’
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ETERNAL	LIFE

Are we living in the Last Days before the end 
of the world and the Second Coming of Jesus 
Christ to judge the quick and the dead? Many 

times during the last 2000 years, groups of Christians 
– millenarians, apocalypticists and eschatologists – 
have believed so, and there have always been plenty of 
sceptics to laugh and sneer at their ‘fundamentalism.’ 
Believers usually retort that they expect to be derided 
for their faith, because the Bible has predicted as much: 
‘Knowing this first; that there shall come in the Last 
Days scoffers and busy mockers’ (II Peter 3:3).

In various places, the gospels describe signs of the 
end including wars and rumours of wars, earthquakes, 
distress of nations with perplexity, men’s hearts failing 
them for fear. Recently I overheard part of an argument 
between an evangelical Christian and a sceptic. The 
evangelical said, ‘See – all these things are happening 
now and so the Second Coming of Christ is imminent!’ 
The sceptic replied, ‘But those things are always 
happening. Surely Jesus is telling his disciples, who 
asked him for signs of the end, that the times in which 
this comes to pass will be just like any other times?’

Jesus warns against undue speculation about when 
the end will come – because we can’t know: ‘But of 
that day and hour knoweth no man, no, not the angels 
of heaven, but my Father only’ (Matthew 24:36). And 
Jesus tells the disciples clearly what they must do: 
‘Watch therefore: for ye know not what hour your Lord 
will come’ (Matthew 24:42).

So we are not to be preoccupied with times and 
seasons, but to be vigilant and always ready for his 
coming.

But the matter is not so easily settled, for Jesus 
elsewhere says there will be definite signs of his 
coming: ‘Now learn a parable of the fig tree: when his 
branch is yet tender and putteth forth leaves, ye know 
that summer is nigh. So likewise ye, when ye shall see 
all these things, know that it is near, even at the doors’ 
(Matthew 24:32-33). 

I think we can take this further in the light of 
historical experience for, when we look at the whole 
broad sweep of history over many thousands of years, 
we see a pattern which is repeated: civilizations rise 
and fall. Historians and philosophers such as Oswald 
Spengler in The Decline of the West (1918) and R.G. 
Collingwood in The Idea of History (1948) suggest 
that all civilizations have small beginnings. According 

to legend, Rome was founded on the abandoned 
twins Romulus and Remus. Then these civilizations 
burst forth in their first freshness. This is followed by 
a time of consolidation which we might refer to as 
the Classical Stage. Finally, a long period of decline 
culminates in fragmentation and collapse – after which 
the whole process begins again. So the ancient oriental 
civilization gave way to those of the Egyptians and 
the Phoenicians, which also declined and fell making 
way, so to speak, for the rise of Europe and what we 
call the West.

So where are we now in this cycle of events? I 
think we can say that our civilization began with 
the Hebrew patriarchs at the beginning of the Old 
Testament and with the epics of Homer. The time of 
its first freshness was exhibited in the prophetic and 
wisdom literature of the Hebrew Bible and in the Greek 
writers and philosophers such as Plato and Aristotle 
and the great dramatists Sophocles and Aeschylus. 
This was augmented by the rise of Rome and the 
coming of Christianity, and all these various influences 
combined to create the classical Europe called Judaeo-
Christian civilization whose high point was the Middle 
Ages featuring such luminaries as Anselm, Aquinas, 
Maimonides and Dante.

From the time of the Renaissance and the Reformation 
there has occurred a process of gradual chipping away 
at the classical deposit. And this was greatly accelerated 
in the 18th century’s so called ‘Enlightenment’. Europe 
turned in on itself and began to doubt its foundational 
beliefs. The keystone of the whole edifice was the 
sovereignty of God which Aquinas summed up 
magisterially in his affirmation, ‘There is an IS.’ 
Three centuries later this affirmation was replaced by 
a question in Hamlet’s question: ‘To be or not to be?’

Since the 18th century the West has become 
relentlessly more secularised and atheistic. The belief 
that God created the universe is now ridiculed and 
has been replaced by the idea that the universe was 
created by the laws of physics – as if these laws were 
in operation before there was anything upon which 
they might operate. It’s rather like saying that the rules 
concerning deckchairs on Margate sands applied before 
there ever was such a place as Margate. And we no 
longer base our morality on God’s commandments, 
on the conviction that goodness is an absolute. 
Utilitarianism is the basis of our ethics: the notion that 
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values are relative and should be measured only by the 
extent to which our actions produce the most pleasure 
and avoid pain. So ‘value’ is a term whose meaning 
is forever shifting in an endless series of actions and 
consequences, a utilitarian calculus. This means we 
can’t talk about value. Nietzsche called utilitarianism 
‘pig philosophy’. And in personal and sexual morality, 
nowadays anything goes as men are allowed to marry 
men and people can change the sex – but now we must 
call this gender – with which they were identified at 
birth.

The great tradition of western philosophy has come to 
a dead end in what is called Deconstruction – a method 
promoted by Jacques Derrida which announced, ‘Texts 
do not have meanings.’ (He wrote this in a text, by 
the way.) This has been taken to its nihilistic extreme 

in the current doctrine that there is no such thing as 
truth, only your truth and my truth; thus it is alleged 
that we live in ‘a post-truth society’. There is a simple 
refutation of such nihilism: if someone says, ‘There 
is no truth,’ well, is that statement true or not? Either 
way it’s self-defeating.

Our civilisation has thus reached a stage of 
fragmentation so extreme that is appears to be terminal. 
It is difficult to see how we might recover, since all the 
landmarks have been removed. We might be in the Last 
Days, entering our civilization’s final disintegration, 
the apocalypse when ‘Behold he cometh with clouds, 
and every eye shall see him.’ (Revelation 1:7)

But, as Jesus said, we do not, and cannot, know.

Peter Mullen

ARTS	AND	BOOKS
The	Busy	Man’s	Paper

Brian	Eassty

Mail Men, Adrian Addison, Atlantic, 2017, £20

Buried deep in every edition of the Daily Mail, is a 
feature called Answers to Correspondents. Readers 
encountering this column, in which questions about 
the origins of well-known phrases and the inventors of 
everyday objects are posed and answered, and thinking 
it no more than a way of filling space, are unaware that 
this is the Ur-Mail, all that is left of the first publication 
of the Harmsworth brothers. Like a listed building 
around which a city of high-rise buildings has grown, 
Answers to Correspondents remains, with its original 
nameplate design, as a link to those early days, a 
reminder of how far one of Britain’s oldest continuous 
family businesses has come.

This highly entertaining account of all that followed 
that first publishing venture shows how indelible a 
mark the Harmsworths, principally Alfred, the more 
creative of the two, left on the whole of journalism 
beyond the Daily Mail. He also created the Daily 
Mirror, initially as a newspaper for women then as a 
picture paper when photography began to be an integral 
part of journalism, now as trenchant a voice on the left 
in the tabloid market as the Mail is on the right. As the 
mentor of Keith Murdoch, father of Rupert, perhaps 

not quite the Fleet Street outsider that the current West 
End play Ink would have us believe, Harmsworth also 
might be said to have had a hand in the creation of his 
media empire. 

The ascent from being the creator of a magazine 
of curiosities to becoming a force in Fleet Street, 
proprietor of a daily newspaper, selling a million copies 
a day, was a rapid one for Alfred Harmsworth, taking 
only about a dozen years. Its meteoric character was 
partly because of astute marketing. Harmsworth and his 
brother Harold knew how to whip up excitement in a 
publication through competitions and promotions. One, 
offering the unprecedented prize of a pound a week for 
life, led to a delivery of a quarter of a million postcards 
to the Harmsworths’ offices. But, though gimmicks like 
this were enough to draw attention to a publication, it 
required skilled, intelligent journalism to hold it there. 
Lord Salisbury’s description of the Daily Mail as a 
paper ‘run by office boys for office boys’ is true for it 
arrived at a time when there was a gap in the market 
for a paper for the newly literate lower middle class 
but his other description of the paper’s readership as 
‘those who can read but not think’, failed to understand 
just how unreadable much of Fleet Street’s output was 
at the time and how complacent its editors were. The 
Daily Mail was marketed under the slogan ‘The Busy 
Man’s Paper’. This resonated with readers unable or 
disinclined to try to cope with the dense text of The 
Times. It was the first paper designed to keep the reader 
interested on every page, rather than expecting the 
reader to engage as of right. It covered topics which 
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Harmsworth’s more solemn competitors, described by 
Addison as ‘tired old gentlemen who barely noticed 
the change that had come through the fug of their own 
cigars and self-regard’, would consider beneath them.

Reading about the early success of the Mail at a time 
when it again has such a dominant market share, it is 
tempting to think that it has always been a success. 
Addison reminds us that it has had difficult times. 
At one point in the 1970s, under the unimpressive 
Esmond Harmsworth, it was almost swallowed up 
by the Daily Express. The rivalry between the two 
papers was intense throughout the decade and their 
close marking of each other had its farcical side. One 
of the most deliciously funny sections of this book is 
an extended anecdote about the rumoured discovery 
of Martin Bormann in South America, which would 
make a fine Ealing comedy. 

But, for most of the time that the two titles have 
fought for middle market dominance, it has been 
the Mail that has had the upper hand. It has been at 
its most successful when it has been the subject of 
the jealous attentions of a workaholic monomaniac 
either as its proprietor or its editor. Such a man was 
Alfred Harmsworth. There is no record of him having 
any interest in any career but journalism, though, at 
the age of twelve, he was writing an editorial in his 
school magazine, a publication which even included a 
forerunner of the Answers to Correspondents feature, 
declaring that it was to be ‘a marked success’.

One man who showed a similar precocious talent 
for journalism at school is the Mail’s current editor 
Paul Dacre, who claims to have learned that ‘sensation 
sells’ when he secreted a couple of expletives into 
the University College School magazine. At Leeds 
University, he steered the Union News to winning the 
Best Student Newspaper award and then promptly 
relinquished the editorship as soon as that had been 
achieved. Addison charts his progress from the New 
York office of the Express through various jobs at the 
Mail to the editorship of the Evening Standard and 
eventually the editor’s chair at the Mail itself. 

For much of this time he worked fourteen-hour days. 
The Mail has probably not had such a driven individual 
in such an influential position since its founder. Much 
space is this book is given over to a description of 
his style of management which could justifiably be 
described as rule by fear. This is attested to by the 
number of Addison’s interviewees, both current and 
former employees of the Mail, who insist on being 
referred to by pseudonyms. An honourable exception is 
this magazine’s own Jane Kelly, who tells us that Dacre 
even objected to an employee going out for lunch on 
Boxing Day. However, if he expects insane hours of his 
staff, shouting ‘Nice of you to pop in!’ to people who try 

to leave at 8pm it is because he has very little in his life 
apart from the paper. A typical day takes him from his 
home to the car to the office and back again, his shoes 
coming in contact with uncarpeted surfaces so rarely 
that it has been remarked that the leather never wears 
out. For a man who accuses Westminster politicians of 
living in a bubble, and with some justification, seeing 
how much better he reads the public mood than them 
on issues like the EU referendum, he leads a scarcely 
less cloistered existence himself. Even his finest hour, 
the one which makes it very difficult for his detractors 
to get a charge of racism to stick against him, when 
he risked prison by naming the killers of Stephen 
Lawrence, only came about because Lawrence’s father 
had worked as a plasterer on his home.

One of the achievements of this book has been to 
sketch the personality of such a private man. There 
can be few examples of such an important figure 
in public life having said so little about themselves 
on the record. If Addison goes back with wearingly 
regularity to Dacre’s interview on Desert Island Discs, 
it is because, with the exception of a few speeches at 
industry dinners, there is nothing else. 

A final parallel between Alfred Harmsworth and 
Dacre is indicative of the stress and isolation of their 
position. Addison tells the story of how one evening 
on one of his rampages through the office, slashing 
proofs and using his favourite swear word copiously 
in both its noun and adjectival forms, he was stopped 
by an assistant editor with the words: ‘You are mad, 
you know Paul.’ The next day Dacre supposedly 
summoned the underling into his office and asked: 
‘I’m not really mad, am I?’ unconsciously echoing a 
time when Harmsworth, who did go mad, said to his 
news editor, ‘Someone has been saying I’m off my 
head. Not you is it?’ 

Towards the end of the book, Addison devotes much 
space to considering the Mail’s future in an age when print 
journalism is dying. Sadly for the Corbynite students of 
the Don’t Fund Hate campaign which tried to choke off its 
advertising, the Mail is in robust health having neutralised 
both the main threats to the traditional newspaper – the 
free paper and the internet. Metro is hugely dominant in 
the freesheet market, few of its readers probably realising 
that it is a Mail offshoot, while Mail Online is taking the 
Mail brand, albeit with a very different character, into 
parts of the world which have never seen a print copy of 
the Mail. One wonders what Dacre, who does not even 
have a computer in his office, thinks of this. Will the 
newsprint Daily Mail one day be a quaint half forgotten 
relic of the Mail empire as Answers to Correspondents 
is today? Only a foolhardy correspondent would venture 
an answer to that.
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The	Hilarious	Pessimist

Jane	Kelly

The Knife Went In, Theodore Dalrymple, Gibson 
Square, 2017, £12.78 

Dalrymple’s latest work begins with a bang worthy 
of the Sun newspaper: ‘I’ve met quite a number of 
murderers as a prison GP and psychiatrist. I was very 
young when I met my first, a man who strangled his 
wife because she would not leave him to read his paper 
in peace.’ 

Other chapters start with equal tabloid zap: ‘A 
prisoner about to be released told me that the first thing 
he would do when he got out was to kill his girlfriend.’ 
The reader is quickly hooked. Few modern writers have 
had such access to prison life, and apart from Chekhov 
in 1890, who as a doctor visited a penal colony for three 
months, Dalrymple has provided copious objective 
detail while working as a prison doctor in Birmingham 
for fifteen years. Incarcerated, he says, a ‘longer time 
than many a robber.’

Starting in the 1980s he quickly found what has been 
termed, ‘journalistic gold,’ among drug addicts, wife 
beaters and suicidal burglars. Using their words he 
brilliantly illuminates life inside the ‘total institution’ 
of prison, its hidden rituals and language: ‘Tramlining’ 
prisoners slashing each other with razors melted into 
toothbrush handles. The evolution of tattoos including 
the letters, ‘ACAB’ (all coppers are bastards) which 
switches to ‘Always Carry a Bible,’ on arrest. The 
‘black aspirin,’ or punitive use of a prison officer’s 
boot. ‘Nutting off’ or sending someone to an NHS 
psychiatric ward, which Dalrymple says is ‘infinitely 
worse than prison.’ 

For over thirty the years people at the bottom have 
given the good doctor almost thrillingly pessimistic 
glimpses of modern life. In his notorious Spectator 
column and numerous books, he has used his 
experience within the walls of HMP Winson Green as 
a simulacrum for everything he hates about modern 
culture. The Knife Went In is not a discussion about 
the evolution of crime, instead it lays out again his 
many well-known themes, particularly the bureaucracy 
which has seized British life since the 1980s, eroding 
common sense and initiative. 

He believes that many prison sentences should be 
longer because, ‘there is an ethical duty to do something 
for the prisoners,’ but this possibility is destroyed by 
‘vastly more expensive administrative procedures 
introduced almost daily’. He witnessed the arrival 
of the culture of form filling and box ticking. ‘New 

procedures mean new forms. Information gathering 
will solve any problem. It doesn’t do anything about it 
but shows you have done something. Belief in forms is 
to us what belief in rain-makers was to African tribes.’ 
He lambasts our target driven, ‘Gadgrindian’ culture, 
detailing the dismissal of a teacher of creative writing. 
‘There were no statistics to show that writers reduced 
the rate of recidivism. All policy and expenditure these 
days had to be ‘evidence-based.’ Dalrymple does not 
believe much of the ‘evidence’ produced. 

Almost unique in being an openly conservative- 
thinking doctor, he insists on seeing men as individuals 
not as classes and groups. At the start of chapter two he 
says, ‘There is a permanent tension between regarding 
men as individuals and as member of a class.’ 

Against all modern belief, he dismisses the culture 
of dependency and victimhood demanding each takes 
responsibility for themselves. ‘Yes, they had terrible 
childhoods but still there was no intrinsic, or simple 
causal connection between their experience and what 
they had done.’ ‘They had decided to do what they 
had done.’ ‘The well springs of conduct remained an 
impenetrable mystery.’

So much for Freud and the ‘tepid therapeutic broth’ 
institutions now bathe in. He dismisses the idea that 
heroin addicts are victims suffering from a brain 
disease, which is strongly believed in America. Or 
that murder can happen by accident because someone, 
‘loses it.’ ‘The dialogues of Plato are infinitely more 
valuable than the case histories of Freud,’ he says. 
Life should be about examining one’s own mind and 
motives and taking responsibility for ones actions. 

While he’s at it he excoriates rotten British architects 
who can’t even design a jail properly, forgetting to put 
in a proper ventilation system,  the Victorians would 
not have made such a mistake, planners responsible 
for building ‘dispiriting British cities,’ and modern 
parenting: ‘It is difficult not to conclude that in Britain 
the hysterical fear of paedophilia is (an) expression of 
guilt about the way many now bring up their children, 
a mixture of neglect, over indulgence and violence.’ 

His irony and detachment must be baffling for 
younger readers now that those qualities are in 
such decline. He rejects popular jargon. He calls 
‘shooting up,’ ‘injecting’ as that’s what it is. There is 
no ‘judgemental’ for him, he is a ‘censorious’ man, 
knowing that to be the adult word.

His language is delightfully non-PC, one of the joys 
of reading him. He relishes words like, ‘vice,’ ‘wicked,’ 
and ‘bad,’ rarely heard now from doctors or clergymen. 
If he had been a teacher he would probably have been 
imprisoned for verbal ‘abuse.’ He still uses outlawed 
terms such as, ‘sub-normal,’ and ‘mentally deficient.’
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Euro-Trash

Norman	Stone

Of his strange pseudonym, he wrote that he ‘chose 
a name that sounded that of a gouty old man looking 
out of the window of his London club, port in hand, 
lamenting the degenerating state of the world.’ That old 
man lives in the Victorian era or is addicted to Dickens. 
His speech and constructions are often irritatingly 
arch: ‘He came no more to prison.’ ‘I was prey to a 
strange melancholy.’ ‘(Prison) was still not such as 
would attract most people.’ ‘The coroner’s failure to 
control the mother of the dead man was a symptom of 
the decomposition of public culture.’

Despite his demand for precision and clarity, the 
book is peppered with literal errors, as if it has been 
put together hastily. It’s not always possible to know 
what he means: ‘their relations with women give rise 
to jealousy, often insensate.’ This ‘Dalyrymple’ he 
has created tends to have enemies who are tall, with 
eccentric moustaches. He doesn’t like experts, coroners 
or most other doctors, yet is rather proud of being an 
expert himself. He is often able to destroy defence 
barristers in court. ‘The court, including the judge but 
excluding defence counsel collapsed in laugher. Oddly 
enough the latter never regained the initiative.’ 

‘Yes,’ I replied meekly, delighted at the direction in 
which he was going. I knew I had him in my power.’ 
‘Defence counsel’s face grew redder, almost purple. 
I am sorry to have to repeat myself,’ I said. ‘But you 
are getting everything exactly the wrong way round...’ 
‘ (One of) The relatives of the victim murmured, 
‘Brilliant’ as I went by... I heard afterwards that defence 
counsel had collapsed and died of a heart attack a few 
weeks later... I felt a slight pang of guilt.’ 

Don’t come up against Dalrymple if you are looking 
for Methadone or trying to get someone a shorter 
sentence. He leaves the world gasping at his expertise. 
His last chapter is called, ‘Pride goeth,’ and perhaps 
he is becoming slightly complacent. He retired as a 
psychiatrist in 2005 and may be out of date in some 
areas. Members of the underclass are no longer called 
‘Dwayne’ that has been superseded by ‘Jaden,’ and 
appropriately ‘Jaylen.’ 

He writes that there are few old people in prison. 
When I worked in a London prison in 2007 there 
were increasing numbers. They are the fastest growing 
group behind bars. Sometimes his insistence on seeing 
only the individual and not their context doesn’t work. 
Although he has worked in South Africa he seemed 
puzzled by an African mother who had blinded her 
son in the belief that he was harboring a demon. Such 
ideas are common in parts of African community and 
have been widely reported in the UK. 

Perhaps, no longer a captive of his own success, the 
time has come for him to put prison behind him and 
get out into the fresh air a bit more. 

Jane Kelly is the author of ‘Inside’ a memoir about 
working in HMP Wormwood Scrubs.

And the Weak Suffer What They Must? Europe, 
Austerity and the Threat to Global Stability, Yanis 
Varoufakis, The Bodley Head, 2016, £16.99.

Ten years ago, if Turks took the ferry to that Aegean 
island where burning Sappho wept and sung, they 
were greeted by patronizing customs officers who had 
been instructed to say ‘welcome to Europe’. Now, if 
they go there, here is a vague smell of excrement from 
the overcrowded refugee camps, and if they go on 
to Athens, they find boarded-up shops, Afghan rent-
boys in the public parks, and a general air of hopeless 
despondency. Greeks now head for for jobs in Turkey, 
where their enormous clevernesss and adaptability 
makes them many friends. The Turks are not very 
good at irony, but their customs officers might say, as 
these Greeks come in, ‘welcome to Asia’. For Europe 
– or rather southern Euro-Europe – has turned into a 
place of the skulls. The Euro has been a calamity. The 
author of this book, Yanis Varoufakis, should know, 
as he was Greece’s finance minister in 2015, wrestling 
with mountains of debt, bad banks, and European 
technocrats, especially Germans, who understood 
nothing. He lost his job after a few months because he 
annoyed the Brussels technocracy so much – lecturing 
them with power-point economics (he is a professor). 
When he started, Dr Schäuble, the German finance 
minister, would not shake his hand. But Varoufakis 
has triumphed, for he has a gift for public relations 
which these grey souls utterly lack, and he writes 
with venom about them. The word ‘inane’ comes up 
is these pages often enough. His title comes from an 
ingenious reference. In Keynes’s papers he discovered 
a copy – in the original – of Thucydides’ Peloponnesian 
War, in which the Athenian generals’s response to the 
Melians’ plea for leniency were dismissed. Keynes, 
then desperately trying to get the Americans to go 
easy on the debt-ridden British, had underlined it. It 
reads, ‘the strong do what they can and the weak suffer 
what they must’. The weak in this case are old age 
pensioners who cannot get their pills because the Euro 
rules otherwise. A good title for this devastating book.

It is really two books: a history of the Euro, 
interleaved with memoirs that give it bite. In the days 
when the European Union was a success story, the 
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various stages in its construction were scrupulously 
studied in university courses. In the days when Turkey 
was a plausible candidate, I tried conscientiously 
to teach graduate students about it, but how do you 
make the Werner Report on Monetary Union (1970) 
come alive for a class? Eyes glazed, and I therefore 
vastly admired the energy and clarity of Varoufakis’s 
account. He can cut through a jungle of bureaucratese 
and get to the heart. He puts the effort at monetary 
union in the context of Bretton Woods, the Americans’ 
arrangement, with fixed exchange rates, to establish 
financial stability after 1945. It broke down in 1970, 
because the USA ceased to have a trading surplus, and 
also started running up a huge debt; the dollar had to 
be devalued, as happened to the Pound Sterling, a vital 
part of the system, three years earlier (I still have six 
handsome Mappin and Webb silver tankards which 
I bought for £180 as a hedge at that time). But what 
would happen to trade, if exchange rates were awry? 
Efforts at co-ordinating European currencies went on, 
with ‘the Snake’, the Exchange Rate Mechanism, the 
European Monetary System. They all failed to work, 
mainly because the French spent and the Germans 
saved. In the 1980s, when everyone wanted to invest 
in America, the Dollar rose, and the Europeans 
decided to set up their Euro as rival. Oddly enough the 
original idea and even the name had been suggested 
by an official of the Marshall Plan, who saw separate 
currencies as a nuisance, an interference in trade 
(Varoufakis’s bibliography should have had room for 
the works of Alan Milward on this subject). In 2002, to 
fanfares, the Euro entered the game. As an old Marxist, 
Varoufakis well understands the hard-faced interests 
behind all of this, and has done a wonderful job in 
explaining a subject that is desperately intractable. 
He is a chivalrous man, and he speaks favourably of 
Margaret Thatcher, who saw through the whole thing 
in the later 1980’s, and lost office for her recognition 
of the truth. As he says, there had not been an anti-
Thatcher demonstration that he did not join. If only the 
snowflake generation Left had that kind of chivalry. 
He is also respectful of Norman Lamont, whose Brexit 
speeches have indeed been impressive.

The Euro’s first years went well, and tidal waves of 
money went from surplus Germany, where interest 
rates were low, to southern Europe, where they 
were high, and the fact that southern Europe used 
the indestructible Euro meant that such investments 
would be safe from the devaluations of the past. In 
Greece, there was whoopee. In 2008, when the Lehman 
Brothers crash came, the European banks were found to 
be just as exposed to toxic loans as the American ones, 
and governments could not pay their own debts, Greece 
in the lead. At this point, Varoufakis loses his temper, 

and rants, with a splendid philippic against Angela 
Merkel in particular. How could she tell the Greeks 
to pay their debts, and balance their budgets, while 
offering no proper relief? European ‘bail-outs’ only 
really saved French and German banks. This was inane, 
on a par with the inanities of the early 1930’s, when the 
French clung to the Gold Standard and ran themselves 
into the ground. No wonder he used elementary power-
point to explain to the Brussels technocrats what all this 
was about. They, by all accounts, just regarded him as 
a fantasist and worked to have him removed. But he 
is a much bigger man than they are, and writes much 
better prose. I have just the same a grumble or two. 
Like others of his stamp – Joseph Stiglitz of the World 
Bank a case in point – he is a nostalgist for the 1960’s 
and would love to be regulating away. But the 1970’s 
did not come from nowhere, and were an exceedingly 
difficult time, with the combination of stagnation and 
inflation, when Moscow could quite plausibly suppose 
that the Atlantic world was disintegrating. Reagan and 
Thatcher did put a stop to that. And should not a Greek 
at least admit that the Greeks had some responsiblity 
for this mess? The German press produced story after 
story as to how they abused the system, with early 
retirement and lavish pensions. Why should German 
savers pick up the bill? Of course Varoufakis must 
be right, that a multi-national currency will not work 
unless there is a central fund to direct funds to countries 
with chronic deficits, and he must also be right to 
savage the people who thought up the Euro without 
that kind of safety net. And we can also be very grateful 
to him for giving us a very, very strong argument for 
Brexit. Any organization that produces a mess of this 
class needs to be abandoned, forthwith.

Animal	Holocaust

Celia	Haddon

The Great Cat & Dog Massacre. The Real Story 
of World War II’s Unknown Tragedy, Hilda Kean, 
University of Chicago Press, 2017, £19.95.

In the first week of World War II, animal charities were 
working day and night to kill at least 400,000 thousand 
pets. These cats and dogs had been handed in by their 
owners. Outside one small animal shelter there was a 
queue nearly half a mile long of pet owners waiting 
for their animals to be put to death. 

The big animal charities did not encourage this mass 
slaughter. Only the Cats Protection League suggested 
‘making the decision that would make their cats safe 
from the horrors of war’. And those who took their 
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animals to be destroyed were not the most callous. 
Some owners just turned their animals loose to fend 
for themselves. 

Bristol Zoo killed their polar bears and handed over 
their rhesus monkeys to scientist Solly Zuckerman for 
use in experiments to see what explosives might do to 
their bodies. Thanks to his gift for political networking 
he went on to become the President of the London 
Zoological Society and to commission dysfunctional 
animal enclosures designed by his influential friends. 
London Zoo released some of their birds into Regents 
Park, killed all their saltwater fish, many of their 
snakes, one of their elephants and then lied about it.

There was no government order for this mass 
slaughter of animals in homes or zoos. Not a single 
bomb had fallen in this period. There was no shortage 
of food at this point of the war. Though in Germany 
dogs were killed for their corpses, which were then 
transmuted into glycerine and fertilizers, in Britain 
there was no thought of using canine corpses for the 
war effort. 

So why did they do it? Why get rid of their pets and 
zoo animals at a time when there was absolutely no 
need? The British have always prided themselves for 
being kind to animals. Perhaps some of the owners 
had their pets destroyed to prevent future suffering, 
but others did it out of mere convenience. One family 
decided to evacuate London without taking their pet 
rabbit Minnie with them. Instead, they ate her in a pie. 
While one of the children refused to eat the former pet, 
her sister ate remarking: ‘If someone had to eat her it 
was nice that it was us.’

But compare the fate of Minnie the rabbit with that 
of cat Muschel, living in Dresden with his Jewish 
academic owner, Victor Klemperer. Among the 
innumerable humiliations and cruelties inflicted on 
Jews was a ban not just on keeping pets but even 
on finding new homes for them. Any pets had to be 
handed over to the Nazis but Mrs Klemperer sneaked 
out, at great risk to herself, and had Muschel put down 
humanely by a vet before this could happen.

Dogs that followed the soldiers in France also fared 
ill. At Dunkirk, for instance, those dogs that had been 
temporarily adopted as regimental pets by the soldiers 
were just discarded. While some individual soldiers 
and sailors smuggled these dogs or even stray kittens 
on to the rescue ships, the military police shot all the 
dogs they could find on the beach and threw their 
bodies into the sea.

Propaganda made much of the fact that Germans 
were inferior to the British in their care of animals. 
It is Hilda Kean’s bleak but plausible conclusion that 
the British pet massacre of l939 was no aberration. 
The apparently animal-loving British did what they 

always do, even now. When keeping a pet becomes 
inconvenient, they just get rid of it. Less convincingly, 
she suggests that for those pets that remained, the war 
changed the relationship between them and their human 
owners, creating a closer bond. 

Certainly, after that first week of killing cats and 
dogs, some of the animal charities were anxious about 
what was happening. Rather late in the day an unpaid 
body, the National Air Raid Precautions Animals’ 
Committee (NARPAC) was formed to advise on animal 
problems in wartime. NARPAC campaigned against 
killing pets. It also gave advice on what scraps could 
be fed to dogs and pet food continued to be produced 
throughout the war. Humans and their pets shared 
meals of non-rationed fish, horsemeat and offal – 
‘cross-species sharing’, Hilda Kean calls it.

Three and a half million animals from cats to pigs 
were registered with NARPAC, supplying identity 
discs so that lost animals could be returned to their 
owners. Volunteer street animal guards helped reunite 
cats and dogs with their owners after bombing. And 
these efforts had the apparent support of the state, 
which acknowledged that animals, even just pet ones, 
were important to their owners.

However, NARPAC itself collapsed because of 
unreliable funding and a failure of the state to help 
with the petrol permits and other grants given to the 
Civil Defence volunteers. Its demise was hastened by 
the rows that broke out between the various charities 
and the veterinary organisations.  As a civil servant 
wrote: ‘anyone who knows anything about Charitable 
Societies knows that in relation to one another, 
charitableness is their least conspicuous virtue.’ 
A Home official commented, ‘the Dumb Friends 
League have in a short time acquired an extraordinary 
reputation for a compete lack of any sort of tact or 
discretion.’ Not much has changed since in the charity 
world. 

Hilda Kean maintains that, nevertheless, the state’s 
acknowledgement of this body helped give recognition 
to the status of domestic animals. Set against the 
behaviour of those who had their pets killed at the 
beginning of the war, she tells the stories of the many 
good Samaritans who rescued animals.

A Miss Barnett of North London, for example, re-
homed twenty-two cats by making them honorary 
members of the Tail-Waggers Club for dogs, with free 
collars and identity discs. Cats were valued as mousers 
and acquired a reputation for predicting when the 
bombs were about to fall – not impossible due to their 
immense range of their hearing, superior to both dogs 
and humans. Many air raid wardens helped rescue not 
just humans but also animals. King George offered part 
of the Royal Mews for an emergency horse hospital. 
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Keeping pets had its difficulties, of course. Buckets 
of sand placed in the house ready to put out fires were 
sometimes used by cats as litter trays. The noise of 
bombing so terrified many dogs that the RSPCA 
suggested a special head covering, a sort of snood, 
with cotton wool in both ears. ‘Few cats will tolerate 
anything of the kind,’ the writer admitted. 

There have been many books about animals in war 
usually about cavalry horses, war dogs and heroic 
pigeons. This scholarly book looks at the behaviour 
of people, not animals, at a time of great stress and 
anxiety. Our pride in the British love of animals may 
be misguided. Then as now, while some people risked 
their very lives to save their beloved animals, others 
discarded the family pet without a second thought. 
Or, as with Minnie the rabbit, ate it.

Dining	for	King	&	Country

John	Jolliffe

British Embassies. Their Diplomatic and 
Architectural History, James Stourton, Frances 
Lincoln, 2017, £40.

This spectacular book contains superb photographs 
of 26 British Embassies round the world. Its visual 
impact is what one would expect from a former 
Chairman of Sothebys UK, who is now a member of 
the Heritage Memorial Trust. He is the author of the 
much praised recent official biography of Kenneth 
Clark, and in his youth owned and ran a small high 
quality printing press. His qualifications for creating 
the visual ensemble of this book are perfect.

But he has also assembled a wealth of important 
detail about a number of important events that have 
taken place in the Embassies over the years. He 
explains that an Ambassador’s function is to advance 
British interests, with either the help or hindrance of 
the Foreign Office and the Foreign Secretary, and to 
get support for British policy. He must ensure, when 
possible, that the Government to which he is accredited 
understands the British position on all subjects which 
concern both countries. He must promote a whole 
range of contacts, cultural, scientific, academic and not 
least commercial with his hosts. Recently, of course, 
counter-terrorism has become a very high priority.

Sir Nicolas Henderson, an outstanding success in 
Washington at the time of the Falklands War, once 
explained that it is often imperative that an ambassador 
should not claim to have pulled off a triumphant success, 
or the other country may feel that it has given too much 
away. Negotiations are often laborious, even exasperating, 

and while they are still in progress, never sensational. That 
is why the media’s endless idea that a rabbit can always 
be pulled out of a hat to satisfy their appetite is so stupid. 
Why Ministers never seem to fall back on H H Asquith’s 
masterly advice to ‘Wait and See’ is a mystery. It would 
save a lot of prevarication and hot air.

Stourton helpfully sketches in the backgrounds to 
the most significant eras in the histories of many of 
the embassies, starting with the most glamorous of 
them all, the Hotel Charost in Paris, once bought and 
redecorated by Napoleon’s sister Pauline Borghese. 
Queen Victoria stayed there a number of times on her 
way to and from her beloved South of France, And 
later, when the hugely popular ambassador Lord Lytton 
died in 1877, a crowd of 3,000 followed his coffin to 
the Gare St Lazare. Sadly, things are very different now. 
Recently, a senior diplomat, who had survived in two 
life-threatening posts, was asked if the Paris embassy 
might soon become available for him. ‘I wouldn’t 
touch it’, he replied. ‘It’s only a post office.’ How are 
the mighty fallen.

Today, of course, the Washington Embassy has the 
highest profile. Senior politicians of authority and skill, 
such as Lothian, Halifax, Ormsby-Gore and Cromer 
have all served there, but Sir Cecil Spring-Rice, author 
of I vow to Thee, my Country, who was there from 
1913 to 1918, was recalled after a disagreement with 
the leader of an Economic Mission, Lord Northcliffe. 
The New Building was a triumph for the architect, Sir 
Edwin Lutyens. In spite of difficulties which included 
the Wall Street Crash of 1929 the crucial role of British 
ambassadors there both during and after the Second 
World War, can hardly be overestimated, and makes 
fascinating reading. ‘For many reasons, the Washington 
post remains the most demanding in the Service.’

On the other side of the world, the Moscow Embassy 
has witnessed occasions of almost equal importance. 
Here, Churchill sparred with Stalin, Bevin with 
Molotov, and Mrs. Thatcher consolidated her proudest 
foreign policy achievement in her early recognition of 
Gorbachev. And it was the Russians who coined the 
nickname by which she became known throughout the 
world. Earlier, the Russians had been our consistently 
uncomfortable allies against Hitler. Without them it is 
doubtful if Hitler could have been defeated. But Stalin 
never cared how many lives he destroyed, and when 
his advancing armies came across minefields, ranks 
of human minesweepers had to march across them.

Such were the major establishments. But in the 
second rank came Tokyo, in spite of occasional 
earthquakes. In 1921, the young Emperor of Japan 
came to stay at Buckingham Palace with King George 
V. He was amazed by the comparative lack of ceremony 
that he found there, and developed a taste not only for 
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golf but also for bacon and eggs for breakfast which 
he is said to have enjoyed every day until he was 
seventy-five. Princess Margaret opened a major Trade 
Fair there in 1969, and later Mrs. Thatcher succeeded 
in establishing a Nissan factory in Sunderland.

As a building, nothing can really compare with the 
Rome Embassy in the Villa Wolkonsky, where the 
garden contains 36 arches of a ruined aqueduct of the 
First Century. When the time came for new office space, 
the notorious Sir Basil Spence was commissioned, and 
Stourton, himself the perfect diplomat, claims that his 
work ‘still has the power to surprise and impress.’

At a more domestic level, the Stockholm Embassy, 
built in 1914, has a situation of unique charm beside 
a large lake on the outskirts of the capital. In 1940 the 
Swedes were largely pro-German, but the King was 
careful to preserve neutrality. In spite of the generally 
anti-British atmosphere, the Ambassador, Sir Victor 
Mallet ‘maintained excellent relations with everybody 
who mattered in the country’, although the Embassy 
became wholly dependent on the BBC for war news.’

There are various other success stories , and, it seems, 
remarkably few reverses. Sir Eugene Millington-Drake 
in Uruguay intervened with the outstanding result that 
the German battleship Graf Spee, after causing havoc 
among British merchant shipping, was bottled up in 
Montevideo, and was scuttled. 

Rather to my surprise, this is one of the most 
fascinating books that I have read for a long time, and 
the production is superb.

Caught	in	the	Net

Anthony	Daniels

The Square And The Tower: Networks, Hierarchies 
and the Struggle for Global Power, Niall Ferguson, 
Allen Lane, 2017, £25

Conspiracy theories are popular for a number of 
reasons. They reassure us that events are under 
conscious human control, even if that control is malign; 
insofar as others do not accept them, they persuade us 
of our own superior understanding; and they allow us 
to assign blame, which is always pleasurable, however 
much we may disclaim the pleasure. 

Of course, conspiracies do sometimes, or perhaps 
often, occur, but, as Niall Ferguson argues in this 
book, what appear to be conspiracies are often just 
the workings or natural consequences of the tendency 
of human beings to form networks. Indeed, our most 
brilliant, prolific and popular historian seems to see in 
network theory a new explanatory key to many events 

or processes, like revolutions. 
He contrasts networks to hierarchies, though the 

latter is a simply network of a special type, in which 
power is concentrated at the apex of a pyramid. States 
(apart from Switzerland) tend to be hierarchies, whose 
power, legitimacy and effectiveness networks often 
sap. Networks, in which relationships are complex, 
interrelated, and at least partly reciprocal, end up, 
once they achieve their aims, as hierarchies, for even 
in the most complex networks not all actors are equal. 
Hierarchies are rigid, bring order to society and are 
better at managing some kinds of crisis; networks are 
more flexible and seemingly less elitist, but they often 
bring about chaos. There is a constant ebb and flow 
between hierarchy and network – such, at any rate, 
seems to be Professor Ferguson’s underlying thesis. 

He illustrates the difference by what amounts to a 
romp through history, from China to Peru. His range of 
reference is impressively wide, and he is enormously 
erudite, but he never clarifies the basis on which he 
selects his illustrations other than that they illustrate 
what he wants them to. Considering the breadth of his 
reference, it is unsurprising that there are occasional 
mistakes: the Amerindian civilisations of South 
America were not Mayan and he omits the Netherlands 
from his list of European nations that remained neutral 
during the First World War. More importantly, though, 
the pace in his book never falters, and while I cannot 
claim that I read it at a single sitting (the praising cliché 
of all book-reviewers), I can honestly claim to have 
read it at two, even though at 574 pages it is not short.

Certainly the concept of networks is particularly 
salient today, when so many of us spend so much of our 
time glued to screens several hours each day (Ferguson 
quotes very interesting statistics on this), sending 
and receiving often what amount to banalities. But 
networking through the ludicrously misnamed social 
media has in addition become a powerful historical 
force in itself, as much for evil as for good. The Arab 
Spring, so-called, has done little good for the Arab 
world with the possible exception of Tunisia, for the 
wide diffusion of toxic messages is no advantage, 
especially where the particular culture does not 
encourage critical thought – if any does nowadays. 
People are much more likely to fight for power than for 
freedom, especially the freedom of others; and when 
chaos reigns because there is no underling consensus, 
hierarchy is the only solution. 

 A little reflection should tell us that networks are 
not a new phenomenon. The Industrial Revolution, 
one of the most important in world history, did not 
take place because someone at the top of a hierarchy 
decreed that it should. Rather, a network, or networks, 
of inventors, manufacturers and merchants worked to 
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no preconceived plan. They changed the world. 
So, even more profoundly or fundamentally, did the 

network of printers that, at no one’s decree, spread 
in Europe after Gutenberg’s invention of moveable 
type. Luther would most likely have remained a 
minor sectary had it not been for this invention 
and its dissemination. Luther’s ideas, with all their 
consequences, could not have spread as far or as fast 
without it (Ferguson is a great proponent of explicitly 
counter-factual history, though it seems to me that all 
history that offers an explanation is implicitly counter-
factual). Graphs of the price of books and personal 
computers show a very similar trajectory, though what 
took three decades with computers took a century and 
a half with books. And books spread conflict at least 
as fast as they spread enlightenment. 

The immense changes wrought on human life by both 
the printed word and the computer were unforeseen and 
undirected. And, incidentally, all that has been urged 
against the computer, the tablet and the smartphone, 
has been urged against the book. When we read the 
lamentations of Schopenhauer, for example, we could 
be reading a modern jeremiad against the mentally-
destructive effects of modern electronic devices:

When we read, another person thinks for us: we 
merely repeat his mental process... Accordingly, in 
reading, the work of  thinking is, for the greater part, 
done for us. This is why we are consciously relieved 
when we turn to reading after being occupied with 
our own thoughts… And so it happens that the person 
who reads a great deal — that is to say, almost the
whole day, and recreates himself by spending the 
intervals in thoughtless diversion, gradually loses 
the ability to think for himself... Such is the case with 
many men of learning: they have read themselves 
stupid. For to read in every spare moment, and to 
read constantly, is more paralysing to the mind than 
constant manual work, which, at any rate, allows  
one to follow one’s own thoughts.    

At the end of this book, which is less than the sum 
of its parts, one is not quite sure of what is being said 
or why. Is a new dialectical theory of history being 
propounded, of the eternal struggle between hierarchy 
and network? And is this all in the pursuit of power, 
the final goal of human existence? Or is it a plea for a 
compromise between hierarchy and network?  

The	First	‘M’

Scott	Grønmark

M: Maxwell Knight, MI5’s Greatest Spymaster, 
Henry Hemming, Preface Publishing, 2017, £20.

Maxwell Knight started out as a rackety, unfocussed 
young man who couldn’t settle to anything. In the early 
1920s, he hung around London nightclubs, played the 
clarinet in an unsuccessful jazz band, populated his flat 
with a bizarre menagerie of exotic animals (including 
a bear and a bush-baby), and, after his father died, 
was forbidden any contact with his highly respectable 
family by his older brother. He eventually drifted 
into a career as a spy in the private sector, working 
for a businessman who unofficially fed whatever 
information his agents gleaned to the government. 
Tasked with spying on the burgeoning British Fascisti 
movement, Knight became a member in 1924. While 
reporting back on their activities, he simultaneously 
infiltrated half a dozen fascist colleagues into 
the British Communist Party. As a visceral anti-
communist, he was sympathetic to many of the aims of 
the early British fascists, who saw themselves as King 
& Country patriots rather than ideologues wedded to a 
particular political theory. Convinced that a communist 
coup was imminent, the early fascists saw it as their 
duty to save the country by resisting and disrupting the 
Bolshevists when the revolution came, and to leave the 
stage once order had been restored. Knight became a 
close friend and admirer of the charismatic little street 
fighter, William Joyce, and married a leading member 
of the movement. 

When the General Strike failed to produce a 
Bolshevik coup, British fascism fizzled out (albeit 
temporarily), and Knight and his wife decamped to 
Exmoor to try their hand at running a pub. Knight 
was bored, and spent most of his time fishing. In the 
early ‘30s, he was recruited by the government to 
identify domestic communist spies – which he did 
successfully, breaking up a major Soviet-run spy ring, 
which was stealing British military secrets. As the 
threat of Hitler grew, the former Labour MP Oswald 
Mosley hijacked and resurrected the moribund fascist 
movement, accepted funding from Mussolini, added 
anti-Semitism, military-style uniforms and mass rallies, 
and adopted a distinctly pro-German stance. Mosley’s 
brand of fascism didn’t appeal to Knight, but he was 
initially reluctant to treat it as a serious national threat. 
It was only when war seemed inevitable that he turned 
his attention to rooting out fascist spies. He was again 
successful, preventing a plot to release memos between 
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Churchill and Roosevelt which could have scuppered 
the possibility of America entering the war in Europe. 
Despite this, and despite later denials, it seems likely 
that Knight phoned William Joyce to warn him that he 
was about to be arrested, thus precipitating the traitor’s 
flight to Germany and his eventual reincarnation as 
Lord Haw-Haw. Whether Knight did this out of fear 
that Joyce would reveal too much of his own fascist 
past, or because of a sentimental attachment to an old 
friend whose courage and toughness he admired, it’s 
impossible to say.

Knight practically invented the art of ‘running’ 
agents. He had received no official training as a spy, 
and, when he became a fully-fledged MI5 spymaster, 
there was no existing template to follow. He had to 
invent what’s now universally known, thanks to the 
novels of John le Carré – one of Knight’s recruits – as 
trade craft. Knight followed his own instincts. For 
instance, he was happy to ignore the law by breaking 
into suspects’ homes. He also ignored the long-running 
British prejudice against using female agents: he 
thought women were in some ways better suited to 
undercover work than men. He recruited six of them 
– mostly posh young ladies – and they performed 
brilliantly. For years, he resisted pressure to use his 
official office to run operations, preferring to meet 
agents at his London flat, which still served as a private 
zoo. Perhaps that’s not as odd as it sounds, given that 
he was in effect applying the lessons he had learned 
from handling animals, for which he evidently had a 
great natural gift, to handling agents. 

Perhaps the greatest contradiction in this master of 
the secret world’s complex character was his desire 
for publicity. In the 1930s, while head of MI5’s M 
Section, he was actually known as ‘M’ – he wrote a 
series of flamboyant Bulldog Drummond-style spy 
thrillers which were published, albeit without much 
success, under his own name. In 1946, while still an 
MI5 chief (he wouldn’t retire until 1961), again using 
his own name, he produced the first of 34 books about 
animals. By the time he retired from MI5 in 1961, he 
was one of the country’s best-known naturalists, having 
made numerous appearances on radio and television. 
He was even a guest on Desert Island Discs, where 
he chose a record by the legendary New Orleans jazz 
musician, Sidney Bechet, who had once given him 
clarinet lessons. Suspicions that he might be more than 
a somewhat eccentric animal expert were aroused by 
his habit of arriving at Broadcasting House in large, 
chauffeur-driven cars with blacked-out windows. As 
he was a senior member of the state security apparatus 
at the time, why didn’t he use an alias? Somehow, his 
secret remained safe, and friends and acquaintances 
from the worlds of naturalism, publishing and 

broadcasting who attended his memorial service 
in 1968 were apparently mystified by the army of 
anonymous men in brown felt hats who were also 
paying their respects.

The rights to this riveting account of one of the most 
fascinating Britons of the 20th Century have been 
bought by a television production company, and filming 
is due to start next year. It’s about time. As I read the 
book, I kept wondering why Maxwell Knight hadn’t 
previously attracted the attention of documentary-
makers and dramatists – after all, Anthony Masters 
published a biography of the spymaster in 1985. I 
suspect it’s because of Knight’s association with the 
early British fascist movement and that, although he 
left fascism behind, he remained a man of the right. 
Hemming tells us, ‘…his unit would always be more 
right-wing, more daring and more maverick than any 
other MI5 section.’ If his unit had been the most left-
wing in MI5, or if he had been revealed as yet another 
secret service communist traitor, we would probably 
never have heard the end of him. 

Hegelian	Parlour	Games

Peter	Mullen

Secularisation, Pentecostalism & Violence: 
Receptions, Rediscoveries and Rebuttals in the 
Sociology of Religion, David Martin, Routledge, 
2017, £115.

I think it must have been the snappy title that first 
attracted me to this book. It is David Martin’s own 
summary of his life’s work in those three areas of 
sociological study with a further summary of scholarly 
responses and a yet further summary of his reflections 
on these responses. It’s a sort of Hegelian parlour game 
for a wet Sunday afternoon when you can’t find the 
playing cards; an apologia pro vita sua with millions 
of cross-references. But, far from taking refuge in 
academic detachment, Martin speaks forcibly and 
bravely: Marxism and Islamism are ‘…among the 
worst dystopias ever to haunt the human imagination.’ 
Martin is an Anglican priest but there are judgements 
here that will not please those who consider themselves 
to be the Establishment. He recounts how Stephen 
Sykes, ‘a friend in the Anglican episcopate,’ asked him 
to condemn the worldwide Pentecostal movement, but 
he refused saying that, ‘…if these really number 600 
million, then it is not so clear where the mainstream 
runs.’ The implication is that it no longer runs through 
Canterbury or even Rome.
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The vexatious issue of our time is Islamic terrorism 
on four continents and this forces us to ask whether 
religion in general causes wars. He answers that indeed 
it does, but he claims that wars are generated by an 
‘us versus them’ mentality which means that anything 
precious and thus coveted can provoke strife: oil, land, 
food or water. Religion is a similarly important part of 
life, and that is why we fight over it.

This book is agreeably various and there is an 
illuminating section on music, especially on Handel 
– ‘the first composer to be memorialised in his own 
lifetime’. Though he is surely mistaken to identify 
Egon Wellecz (b 1885) as ‘the most direct Viennese 
heir to Mahler.’ That accolade should go to Arnold 
Schoenberg (b 1874) who in the 1890s, in Gurrelieder 
and Verklarte Nacht, out-Mahlered Mahler for 
Romantic effect and then went on to develop first 
atonality and then the twelve-tone system. And he 
seems to believe that nationalism in Europe began in 
Handel’s day (1685-1759) when really the Protestant 
Reformation a couple of centuries earlier consolidated 
the nation states: or does Henry VIII’s proclamation 
of himself as head of both the English state and the 
English church count for nothing? 

Another surprising judgement is Martin’s ‘I simply 
could not have guessed in 1966 that the churches would 
be riven by issues of sexuality.’ Really? The churches 
were already divided on this topic nine years earlier 
with the publication of the Wolfenden Report which 
recommended the decriminalisation of homosexual 
acts between consenting adults. We debated this in 
our church youth club in the late 1950s and there was 
blood on the carpet! 

Martin seriously misreads Bishop Robinson’s 
controversial 1963 book Honest to God and claims that 
Robinson said, ‘…that our image of God up there has to 
go.’ Precisely, this is not what Robinson said. He wrote: 
‘For in place of a God who is literally or physically up 
there we have accepted, as part of our mental furniture, 
a God who is spiritually or metaphysically out there’ 
(HTG p.13). It was not the God supposedly in the sky 
whose existence Robinson was keen to deny; it was 
the God out there of metaphysics. By his misreading of 
Robinson’s book, Martin misunderstands the character 
of the most important theological debate of the second 
half of the 20th century.

I can’t understand why he says, ‘There was a shift in 
public moral attitudes in Britain from Kantian criteria 
of right and wrong to Benthamite criteria of least 
harm.’ What – the British public reading Kant! That 
must be a joke. Kant never buttered many parsnips 
in England and for centuries we derived our sense 
of right and wrong, the moral absolutes, from The 
King James Bible and The Book of Common Prayer. 

As one of the founders of the Prayer Book Society, 
David Martin might have been expected to notice 
this. He speaks of ‘the transition from the Siennese 
masters to Canaletto’(1697-1768) when actually the 
replacement of religious subjects by secular humanistic 
themes happened much earlier: T E Hulme traces this 
secularising spiritual and aesthetic revolution back to 
Pico della Mirandola who was born in 1463.

David Martin writes with impressive candour of 
how he never played the academic game. For a long 
time he didn’t understand that career development 
involved attending the ‘right’ conferences and replying 
to the most fashionably ‘important’ academic papers. 
Thus it is quite astonishing to discover that a man 
of such prepossessing innocence could have spent 
decades as a pre-eminent, globetrotting internationally 
distinguished lecturer, have his work widely published 
– even in Chinese – and end up a Fellow of the British 
Academy.

I have picked out some of the big issues where I 
find Martin’s opinions puzzling. These are not mere 
quibbles. I have tried to conduct similar sorts of 
reflections on aspects of his oeuvre to those he makes 
himself and I would say that anyone seeking a summary 
of the main currents in the sociology of religion in our 
time could not do better than read this book – even if 
it’s not cheap and its prose style reminds me of that 
bird we used to sing a rude song about in the bath 
after rugger: the one that goes round and round in ever 
decreasing circles until it finally disappears up its own 
fundamental orifice. 

Russia’s	False	Gods

Martin	Dewhirst

Russia’s Dead End: An Insider’s Testimony from 
Gorbachev to Putin. Andrei A Kovalev, Potomac 
Books, An Imprint of the University of Nebraska Press, 
2017, $34.95.

Since 1991 a number of high-ranking Soviet and/
or Russian Federation officials and their families 
have, for a variety of reasons, been relocating, quite 
legally, to other countries around the world. The 
‘Great Experiment’ of building communism had 
apparently been a failure, but were the Yeltsin and 
Putin regimes any better or, in some ways, even more 
disgusting? Does socialism, however defined, still 
have a future, as the compulsory study of ‘scientific’ 
historical materialism in the USSR had asserted? For 
a variety of reasons most of these re-settlers have kept 
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pretty quiet. Some of them have close relatives back 
at home, others like to make an occasional or regular 
trip back to their native country, yet others are rightly 
worried about the unexpected mysterious deaths in 
the West of people like Mikhail Lesin, a former top 
colleague of Putin who knew a lot and just might have 
been thinking of passing some of his knowledge on to 
certain foreign agencies. Yet others (libel laws in this 
country prevent me from naming any suspects) do go 
public but are, to put it mildly, very economical with 
the information they divulge and much less economical 
with the disinformation that they disseminate to 
gullible Western audiences.

Andrei Kovalev is different. He pulls no punches 
and has published perhaps the most profound, and 
consequently the most depressing, book about ‘post-
Soviet’ Russia that I have read. He is an ethnic Russian 
and patriotic Russophile, but that does not prevent him, 
like some of the greatest Russian writers, from criticising 
his fellow-countrymen for their ongoing inability, on the 
whole, to take their rulers to task. They are victims, he 
suggests, of traditional Russian messianism, and it will 
probably take three more generations to shake this off. No 
quick fix, as attempted in 1992, will do the trick. I would 
add – Kovalev hints at this– that Russia, as a result of 
Yeltsin’s and Putin’s policies, is now in an even worse and 
more dangerous psychological state than it was in 1991, 
when Gorbachev, despite his mistakes, was at least trying 
to improve things for most of the population. Then there 
was hope. Now there is widespread despair or resignation. 
It was so much easier for the West to deal with Gorbachev, 
then still a communist, than with what some consider, 
perhaps wrongly, to be the gang of immoral crooks now 
in power in the Kremlin. Yeltsin and Putin have led their 
country into a dead end, but that does not mean the end 
of Russia. The tunnel will be a long one, in due course 
Russia and Russians will see some light ahead of them, 
but this will not be soon.

In chapter 1 the author explains how and why it was 
that the Soviet Foreign Ministry played the leading 
role in the internal democratic developments in the 
USSR in the second half of the 1980s. Chapter 2 gives 
readers a unique insight into the still very weird coup 
and counter-coup in Moscow in 1991 (Kovalev was 
then working in and near Gorbachev’s office in the 
Kremlin). Why were the ‘putschists’ treated so very 
leniently? Chapter 3 regards the 1990s as a ‘Lost 
Decade’, still not well conceptualised, especially by 
foreigners. Chapter 4, ‘How the System Really Works’, 
helps us to see through the deceptive and superficial 
appearance of the ‘new’ regime. Chapter 5, ‘Inside the 
Secret Police State’, makes it clear that the various 
Russian security services, fronted by Putin, are even 
more powerful now than they were in Soviet times. 

Chapter 6, ‘Strangling Democracy’, explains why 
opponents of the present regime, whether led by the 
murdered Nemtsov or the fighter against corruption 
Navalny, didn’t and don’t have a chance. Chapter 7, 
‘The New Russian Imperialism’, suggests that Putin 
and his team, whether highly corrupt or not, do have 
an ideology (I would call it neo-Eurasianism) and a 
strategy: Russia must again be a really great imperial 
power. It must not become a mere nation state. It is 
therefore inherently aggressive and firmly engaged in a 
new Cold War against the West. Is the West fully aware 
of the dangers this huge, over-stretched nuclear power 
presents? How will Russia’s leaders act and react in 
a critical situation which is almost bound to come 
about sooner or later? Not being an armchair alarmist, 
Kovalev leaves it to his readers to draw the appropriate 
conclusions from his narrative. If disaster happens, 
it will be the West’s fault as well as the Kremlin’s. 
Do read at least the Foreword by Peter Reddaway, 
the Introduction and the Conclusion! They alone are 
worth the price. 

Funny	Money

William	Gisby
The Econocracy; On the perils of leaving economics 
to the experts, Joe Earle, Cahal Moran & Zach Ward-
Perkins, Penguin/Random House, 2017, £9.99.

Criticisms by practising economists, of the field of 
economics, are nothing new. In 1994, for instance, Paul 
Ormerod, a leading economic thinker, published the 
best selling The Death Of Economics. In Ormerod’s 
view orthodox economics was increasingly losing 
touch with reality as economists preferred to draw on 
ever more abstract theories rather than empirically 
established economic facts. He went on to argue that 
the field was offering up too few enduring insights 
to be properly useful, and compared the state of the 
discipline unfavourably with the state of natural science 
in the Middle Ages.

This 2017 bestseller by the economists Joe Earle, 
Cahal Moran and Zach Ward-Perkins stakes out similar 
ground to Ormerod, namely that the approach taken 
by economists to the practice of economics needs to 
be challenged. In their The Econocracy we are offered 
three distinct criticisms of the discipline: (i) That 
economists are frequently tasked with responsibilities, 
such as management of the national economy, that are 
in fact well beyond their abilities; (ii) That economic 
policy is too important to be entrusted to putative 
economic experts and that our nevertheless having 
ceded responsibility for economic policy solely to 
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economists has created a worrying democratic deficit; 
and (iii) That too many issues are now referred to 
primarily, if not exclusively, in economic terms, as if 
this is the only measure that matters. 

That the limitations of economic science mean that 
economists are frequently inadequately equipped to 
succeed at many of the tasks they take on resonates with 
Ormerod’s 1994 claim that much economic science is still 
in an early stage of development. It would therefore seem 
that little has changed between the release of The Death 
Of Economics and The Econocracy, and that we should 
consequently continue to be wary of the economists’ reach 
exceeding their grasp.

The second concern expressed in The Econocracy 
is that our surrender of economic decision making to 
the economic experts has created a democratic deficit. 
The authors think that is a particularly worrisome 
issue because in the era following the Second World 
War, economic policy has come to dominate UK 
political discourse, with most other political aims 
now relegated to a subservient position. Earle, Moran 
and Ward-Perkins argue that the way to move beyond 
this unhealthy situation is to undertake an overhaul 
of the discipline, and making its approach to analysis 
more relevant and transparent. This should enable the 
electorate to re-engage with economic questions rather 
than step away from them because they are too complex 
for lay people to understand.

The third area of concern identified in The Econocracy 
is will be of most interest to conservatives. This is the 
claim that ever more areas of life are being evaluated 
primarily in economic terms, as if this were the only 
measure that mattered. Immigration, for instance, is 
increasingly analysed in purely economic terms, with 
ever fewer mentions made of its negative impacts 
on the culture, life chances or mental health of the 
indigenous population. A list of other examples of 
economic reductionism would include the debate over 
the legalization of prohibited narcotics, discussions of the 
value of a university education, and the value of the arts. 
Indeed, the authors of The Econocracy express surprise 
that no one has yet worked out the value to the national 
economy of the works of William Shakespeare!

Traditionally conservatives have tended to be light 
touch about economic doctrine, preferring to leave 
deliberation on matters monetary to liberals on the 
political right (think Adam Smith and David Ricardo) 
or to socialists on the political left (think Karl Marx 
and Friedrich Engels). Even more recently it was 
the neo-liberal elements within the, so called, New 
Right (think Margaret Thatcher) who most frequently 
provoked the criticism that ‘Conservatives’ knew the 
price of everything, but the value of nothing. This was, 
of course, a charge that could be levelled at very few 

actual conservatives and is possibly the key distinction 
between conservatives and those who don’t share their 
outlook. For conservatives it is values, particularly in 
the form of social ethics, which matter most, whereas 
for those on the political left (look at Das Kapital) and 
those on the political right (look at Atlas Shrugged) 
the defining doctrinal focus is invariably on money. 

By contrast, for conservatives, social values such 
as loyalty, the embrace of tradition, obligation, social 
cohesion, and embrace of heritage are the ones that 
really matter, and not just in terms of pounds and pence. 
This is why conservatives are likely to find common 
ground with the authors of The Econocracy who want 
a return to public policy making in which economics 
plays only a supporting role, rather than the defining 
role. The Econocracy is calling for a retreat from a 
trend that panders to those who prefer to dismiss the 
values that should matter most. For those conservatives 
who feel that a call to halt this trend is long overdue, 
the support offered to this cause by Earle, Moran and 
Ward-Perkins is to be warmly welcomed.

Was	Ezra	Pound	Mad?	
Ron	Capshaw

The Bughouse, Daniel Swift, Farrar, 2017, £25.

As George Orwell lay dying from TB in a hospital bed 
he practically drove himself into in his haste to get 
Nineteen Eighty-Four into print, the writer was able 
to summon up one last burst of energy.

The occasion was a requested response to the pro-
fascist poet Ezra Pound receiving a literary award 
in 1949 sent by Partisan Review, a vaguely leftist 
American magazine. The question centered around 
whether the Bollingen Foundation was correct in this 
action, given that the American poet committed treason 
against his country with a series of anti-American radio 
broadcasts while residing in Mussolini’s Italy during 
World War II.

Although Orwell supported the award if it was based 
on Pound’s literary merit, the writer nevertheless spent 
the bulk of his essay bringing Pound’s ‘disgusting’ 
politics into the mix, and criticized the Award 
Committee for not mentioning the poet’s fascist beliefs. 
Always autobiographical, Orwell’s essay revealed how 
his belief that one should not judge a writer’s literary 
ability on their political beliefs, no matter how odious, 
was being put to the test.

Which begs the question, what were Pound’s political 
beliefs that were so toxic to Orwell that the British 
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writer almost violated his own maxim?
Daniel Swift, in this excellent book, quickly 

acknowledges that Pound was a fascist two decades 
before the broadcasts. But with his focus on Pound’s 
incarceration from 1945 (after turning himself over 
to the American army), first in a military prison and 
finally in a federal hospital for the criminally insane 
that lasted 13 years, Swift is able to ask whether Pound 
was truly insane or if the poet was merely acting that 
way to avoid the death penalty.

In doing so, Swift poses an important question 
as to whether one’s attraction to extremist political 
movements is a mark of mental instability. For every 
Hitler and Stalin, both of whom were in and out of 
sanity because of their homicidal paranoia, there was 
the highly-educated and rational Albert Speer.

Swift does not plop down on either side of whether 
Pound was a fruitcake or a rational manipulator. Instead 
he takes the complex – read grown-up-view that the 
poet was all of the above.

Swift offers proof that Pound could be rational; those 
who visited him in what Swift shows was a bizarre 
form of literary salon such as T S Eliot found him 
very lucid. And if one accepts that good poetry has 
to come from a stable personality – this is certainly 
debatable as Jack Kerouac’s flight-from-reality poetry 
reflected the beatnik’s mental instability, then Pound 
was able to hold it together long enough to write his 
award-winning poetry.

And there is also proof that, far from being a drooling 
nutcase, Pound knew how to placate his critics. 
Although he publicly denounced his wartime anti-
Semitism which he held since the 1920s, upon release 
from the hospital in the late 1950s, he privately stuck 
to his view that the Jews were a string-pulling world 

FILM
ZULU

Directed by Cy Enfield

Scott	Grønmark

If you’re in the mood for a rip-roaring, jingoistic, 
pro-Empire, pro-war film about a tiny handful of 
plucky British redcoats triumphing against a horde of 
blood-crazed primitives, you should avoid the 1964 
box-office hit, Zulu. Despite its reputation, there’s 

conspiracy, and that they were behind the Civil Rights 
Movement.

At the same time though, Swift shows how Pound 
could be politically all over the map, which at the 
least showed a scrambled mind. The poet who bashed 
American democracy and pined for the same kind of 
mass murder of the East European Jews to be carried 
out against the American ones also loved the American 
Constitution. The committed fascist foe of world 
communism nevertheless praised Joseph Stalin. 

But the overlap between Mussolini and Hitler 
and Stalin could also have been simply a love of 
unrestrained power that the sanity of those who hunger 
for it has never been agreed upon by the psychiatric 
community then and now.

Having established this important question, Swift 
abandons it too quickly in favor of focusing on the 
meetings Pound held with the poets who visited him. 
The bulk of the book involves Swift trying to ascertain 
what was discussed between Pound and not only his 
contemporaries who visited him but also his young 
disciples. And he does not make as much of how Pound 
was initially brutalized by the American army. For 
two months, he was housed in an outdoor six by six 
cage among rapists and murderers that did not provide 
Pound with protection from the elements.

However toxic Pound’s beliefs he was being punished 
in this instance for merely speaking out rather than 
carrying out any criminal acts against the Jews. Swift is 
a historian, not an essayist, and thus is not confined to 
shaping his work around a controversial point. Instead 
he can look at the whole man, and show that Pound 
was a fascist, but also entertain the possibility that the 
poet was both manipulative and insane.

barely a patriotic statement in the whole of its 139 
minutes, nor any suggestion that the Empire was A 
Good Thing. Zulu is far more subtle, complex, and 
politically-nuanced than many of its conservative 
admirers suppose. As for leftist detractors who dismiss 
it as an old-fashioned, overtly racist celebration of 
colonialism, they couldn’t be more wrong. 

Zulu’s lack of flag-waving and the constant drip of 
anti-war sentiment shouldn’t surprise us. Its American 
director and co-writer, Cy Enfield, had been blacklisted 
by Hollywood for his communist sympathies, while 
his British co-writer, John Prebble, was a former 
Communist Party member who went on to write 
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become a single leader with a single purpose.
While Baker and Caine deal with the theme of 

the traditional, class-based order giving way to a 
new ability-based, utilitarian hierarchy, it’s the two 
prominent ‘other ranks’ figures who deliver the film’s 
other main messages. Private Henry Hook is that 1960s 
stock anti-hero figure, the malingering, rule-breaking 
rogue whose unconventionality proves invaluable 
when the chips are down. Played with louche, truculent 
charm by James Booth, Hook finds himself leading 
a desperate defence of the hospital, where he and 
his retreating comrades battle Zulus hand-to-hand 
in tiny, cluttered, smoke-choked spaces. Before that, 
when he is still refusing to take part in the battle, 
Hook inadvertently reveals the ethos which explains 
the soldiers’ crazy courage. Another of the hospital’s 
inmates is a delirious, fever-stricken sergeant, whom 

Booth  fur ious ly 
denounces for once 
getting him 28-days 
field duty without 
pay on a (justified) 
charge of theft. ‘Do 
you know what he 
did?’ Booth shouts, 
angry and confused. 
‘He sent money to 
my missus! What did 
he do that for?’ It’s 
loyalty to comrades 
– rather than to 
queen, country, class 
or regiment – that 
ultimately motivates 
men like Booth.

For me, though, 
the main message 
of Zulu is embodied 

by Colour Sergeant Frank Bourne. Played quite 
superbly by Nigel Green, Bourne is fixed, permanent, 
an archetype. On the one hand, he represents Blighty: 
phlegmatic, disciplined, fair, sensible, tough, infinitely 
decent. On the other – and more importantly here – he 
is Duty personified. As they await the first Zulu assault, 
a young soldier, trembling on the edge of panic, asks 
the age-old question, ‘Why us?’ To which the stern but 
kindly Bourne quietly responds, ‘Because we’re here, 
lad. Just us. Nobody else.’ Here we have the central, 
deeply unfashionable theme of the film: the over-riding 
importance, when all the blether has achieved nothing, 
of buckling down and simply doing one’s damned 
duty. I suspect this is ultimately why Zulu resonates 
so powerfully with conservatives.

What’s most surprising about Zulu is the almost 

Culloden, a book and television drama which (along 
with subsequent works on the Highland Clearances) 
were highly critical of the British Crown and its agents. 
That leaves the mystery of how two lefties came to 
produce a film many conservatives – myself included 
– feel is on ‘our’ side: it regularly features on lists of 
‘Best conservative films’. 

Partly, it’s the sheer quality of the film-making: the 
acting, direction, writing and cinematography are 
all first-class. I’m always surprised by how visually 
sumptuous it is: the dusty grandeur of the Drakensberg 
Mountains, the lustrous brown of Zulu skin, and 
the startling red and white of the soldiers’ uniforms 
combine to stun the eye. The director paces the film 
expertly: the build-up to the first assault is almost 
leisurely. While cranking up the tension to an almost 
unbearable level – by the time the fighting starts, we 
are as convinced as 
the British soldiers 
that they’re all about 
to die; this approach 
also enables the film’s 
four main characters 
to emerge fully.

Stanley Baker ’s 
L ieu tenan t  John 
Chard represents 
mode rn i ty.  He ’s 
a  c l e a r - h e a d e d 
e n g i n e e r ,  w h o 
takes charge simply 
because he’s the right 
man for the job, only 
to reveal at the end 
that this is the first 
time he’s seen action 
(‘I came here to build 
a bridge’). Lieutenant 
Gonville Bromsgrove, a callow, puffed-up, leopard-
hunting fop played by Michael Caine in his first 
starring role, resists Chard at first, after all, most of 
the men at Rorke’s Drift are under his command, and 
he comes from a long line of generals. But, in his 
heart, he knows he isn’t up to the challenge. He starts 
by being resentfully supercilious, but by the time 
Chard is wounded, bellows ‘We need you!’ Caine’s 
performance initially barely rises above unconvincing 
caricature – he admitted that no British director would 
have chosen him to play a toff. Fortunately, that 
makes his transformation into an effective second-in-
command wholly believable. By the time we reach 
the scene where Bromsgrove and Chard rapidly echo 
each others’ command, ‘Fire!’ ‘Fire!’ one of the most 
thrilling sequences in all cinema, they have in effect 

On the set of Zulu 1964
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complete absence of baddies. The only real contender 
for the role is Reverend Otto Witt, a sanctimonious, 
cowardly Swedish missionary played with gusto by 
Jack Hawkins. When the psalm-spouting old peacenik 
downs a bottle of brandy and starts undermining 
morale, Stanley Baker has him locked up. After the 
initial Zulu attack, Baker orders the pastor and his 
hysterical daughter to be bundled onto a wagon and 
sent on their way. As the Reverend Witt exits, he 
shrieks ‘You’re all going to die!’ like some demented 
Remainer determinedly ignoring the will of the British 
people.

The charge of racism is routinely levelled at Zulu, 
and it apparently enjoys a certain vogue among white 
supremacists. They must all be confusing it with 
some other film. In an early scene, Reverend Witt 
and his daughter witness a mass wedding ceremony 
presided over by King Cetshwayo (played by his 
great-grandson, Chief Mangosuthu Buthelezi). As the 
Swedes leave, one of the warriors humiliates Miss Witt 
by grabbing her as she mounts their buggy. The King 
barks an order, and the offending Zulu is instantly run 
through with a spear: the Zulus have their own code 
of conduct, and the penalty for failing to follow it is 
evidently rather severe. When Miss Witt is similarly 
manhandled by a British soldier, it’s treated by his 
mates as a lark. Any suggestion that the Africans are 

barbarians is immediately dismissed: ‘I think they 
have more guts than we have, boyo.’ They can run 50 
miles in a day and fight a battle at the end of it. Their 
discipline is frightening: when the first Zulu ‘assault’ 
amounts to nothing more than warriors halting some 
way off and allowing themselves to be shot before 
retreating, a Boer scout explains that the King is 
sacrificing his men in order to count the British guns. 
Even their singing ability is praised: ‘They’ve got a 
very good bass section, mind.’ Throughout the film, 
the Zulus are treated with enormous respect.

How can Zulu not be patriotic, given that its most 
famous scene, the one that makes us cry involves 
Welshmen singing ‘Men of Harlech’ to counter the 
demoralising effect of the African warriors’ minatory 
chanting? This strikes me as more tribal than national 
– these are two warrior tribes stiffening their resolve 
by singing the songs of their people. And when the 
Zulus eventually decide to retreat, they first raise their 
voices to salute the courage of the rival tribe’s warriors 
before slowly disappearing over the hill: ceremonially 
honouring valour invariably touches conservative 
hearts.

Zulu is a reminder that conservatives and leftists 
once shared many basic assumptions and attitudes. 
One shudders to imagine what a New Left remake 
would be like. 

ART
Looking	to	Heaven	
Stanley	Spencer		

Jane	Kelly

I think I could have reached all I wanted 
without going from the kitchen door; it would 
have suited me to be tied to Ma’s apron strings. 
Before the 1914-18 war, when I used to push 
Ma about in a bath chair, I could look at things 
with the impersonal eyes of an animal...’

This paragraph from the preface to an unwritten 
autobiography in 1935, takes us into the strange 
pictorial world of Stanley Spencer, one of our 
greatest painters and mystics, in the uniquely English 
tradition of William Blake. 

Spencer, who died in 1959, made numerous 
haphazard attempts to write his autobiography, 

starting in 1915, but never managed to do it. Instead 
he kept a series of journals, noting things down and 
sketching the things around him. Those journals are 
now in the Tate Gallery Archive. This lavish book 
is the first of a three volume set of those abridged 
journals, published for the first time. Running to over 
two million words, they are what Lynn Barber in the 
Sunday Times called, a ‘labour of love’ by Spencer’s 
Grandson, John Spencer. Stanley didn’t believe in 
chronology, like a modern historian he hoped to find, 
‘correspondences’ through time. He said he didn’t 
want ‘A tidy book’. In the preface, which begins 
Volume I, he wrote: ‘In order to make me in this 
book I need all the ingredients that I know in myself.’ 

According to John Spencer this made editing his 
memoirs almost impossible.

 ‘My Grandfather was both a genius and pain in 
the neck,’ he wrote, adding, ‘And it’s been wonderful 
getting to know him!’

His labour allows us all to do that, whisking us 



The Salisbury Review — Winter 2017 57 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

right into Stanley’s Victorian childhood in Cookham, 
Berkshire.

 ‘The story of my childhood is really the story of 
how I became an artist,’ he writes. Even without 
seeing the development of a singular genius it’s a 
fascinating historical document about the world we 
have lost. Spencer was born in 1891, the eighth of 
nine bright children. His father was a music teacher 
and church organist, who taught them to play the 
piano and violin. Family life involved walks in the 
countryside, cribbage, church-going, big Sunday 
lunches, cycling, rowing on the Thames, constant 
reading by both parents to their children, and keen 
ambition. 

Stanley’s older brother Will, a child prodigy, 
appeared at the Queen’s Hall in London, aged 
fourteen, playing Beethoven’s Emperor Concerto 
to a packed house. He was sent by the Duke of 
Westminster to the Royal College of Music. When he 
won a full grand-piano in an open competition he was 
too shy to tell his parents, who were stunned by its 
arrival on their humble door step. His brother Harold 
was also a successful violinist and astronomer. He 
taught music to the local aristocracy and astronomy 
to the two Lowy sisters who became Mrs Victor 
Gollancz and Mrs Harold Rubinstein. Gilbert 
became a successful painter. 

From an early age, Stanley made notes and 
sketches about everything. The volume also contains 
memories and anecdotes from his siblings, who were 
often naughty, devious and full of rivalry. 

‘Harold remembers being told to feed Stanley. 
After Mother had left the room he amused himself by 
trailing the bottle around the legs of a chair watching 
Stanley crawl after it with his mouth wide open.’ 

The volume takes us through Stanley and Gilbert’s 
time studying art at Maidenhead Technical Institute, 
the Slade School in London, where Stanley was 
known as ‘Cookham’ as from 1908 to 1912 he went 
home by train to his mother every evening, into the 
Great War, which made him a man and a painter. 

His ‘Travoys Arriving with Wounded at a Dressing-
Station at Smol, Macedonia, September 1916,’ is one 
of the greatest war paintings. Now in the Imperial 
War Museum, it shows an operating table seen from 
above and outside, looking in from among the mules 
with their stretchers bearing men contorted in pain. 
The British War Memorials Committee had asked 
him to paint a religious service, but he looked back 
to his own experience and decided to paint instead, 
‘God in the bare real things, in a limber wagon, in 

ravines, in fouling mule lines’.
Although he has for some reason dropped out of 

public view, there was no chance of his lugubrious 
face ever appearing on the new ten-pound note while 
Tracey Emin’s face was of course a contender. The 
public are probably familiar with the astounding 
work he produced at Sandham Memorial Chapel in 
Hampshire, nineteen large scale canvasses which 
took six years to complete. They graphically describe 
the day to day routine of combat. These journal notes 
and letters show the thoughts and feelings which 
spawned that work. He wrote in 1935: ‘I was always 
glad when the work allowed the free wandering of 
my thoughts... this is why I didn’t mind scrubbing 
the floors. Every portion of the floors I scrubbed was 
because of all I contemplated when I did it, a kind 
of work completed.’

Four chapters covering the war come almost 
entirely from Spencer’s wartime letters. He was 
not permitted to write about wartime events so he 
wrote about books he had read and those he hoped 
to. His ‘starvation’ for painting and music is a 
prominent theme. We see something of the way his 
mind switched between wonder at the consequences 
of war and life’s precious realities back in beloved 
Cookham. 

Life moves on, even in Spencer’s fixed reality. 
The next volume will deal with one of his would be 
specialities, sex. In the preface to this volume he says 
he intends to include every aspect of himself and that 
‘F****** is often a part of some work I am doing, 
and the experience is incorporated in my doing the 
work... I love the ungainly, clumsy or thought to be 
ridiculous positions and happenings that occur in 
the bedroom and in bed.’

He’s still a virgin when this volume ends in 1918. 
The next one will explore his weird and wonderful 
love affairs and the domestic life his daughter Unity 
recently termed ‘a tragedy’. Again it is illuminated 
by his own writing.
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IN	SHORT
The Book Smugglers of Timbuktu, Charlie 
English, William Collins, 2017, £20.

This is really two books not one. The first half is 
concerned not with any smugglers but with the 
discovery of West Africa and its populations, by 
mainly British and German explorers in the 18th 
and 19th centuries. This is interesting material, well 
researched, well handled and some of it riveting. 
The second half (just as good) is a very different 
affair.

I fear that potential readers may expect this to 
be an adventure story rather along the lines of 
those by Rider Haggard or John Buchan. The dust 
jacket and title give that impression, as do some 
of the chapter headings (‘The Pope of Timbuktu’, 
‘Alqaeda to the Rescue’, ‘The terrible Twosome’) 
and so on, but it is certainly nothing like that. It 
opens in April 2012, in the Moslem state of Mali, 
(independent since 1966). In Timbuktu, not its 
capital but its principal trading city, an ‘Islamic’ 
revolution has been launched with, among other 
violences, the littering of the streets of Timbuktu 
with ancient manuscripts stripped out of museums 
and private houses. Almost all of them, many 
hundreds of pages we are told, are copied from 
parts of the Koran; so why are Moslems doing 
this? We are shown the growth of a political 
movement which, trifling in itself, is part of a 
larger aim: the domination of the civilised or semi-
civilised nations by the de-civilised Third World. 
Its bogus ‘caliphate’ emerging in one place or 
another, is the ‘Party’ and its aim is the eventual 
control of the civilised nations by the de-civilised. 
Put bluntly, this is a contemporary adapted form 
of Nazism. The ‘caliphate’ is the party of a new 
Hitler, who may or may not have emerged.

The black flags of Isil are floating, however over 
the mud and stone houses and narrow streets of 
Timbuktu. The Director General of UNESCO 
is distraught and an appeal has gone out from 
74 countries and from Yale, Harvard, Oxford, 
Cambridge and the Sorbonne. Vast sums of money 
have been raised by the EU and UN for the rescue 
of these historic treasures and their distribution to 

the cultural centres of the world.
Who are the villains of this story? Their leaders 

are educated and the rank and file are very well 
equipped with modern weapons. Al Qaeda has 
been mentioned but only cautiously, ‘as an 
outstanding threat against the teachers of French 
in Mali’.

Never mind the Koran: its present followers 
have their own versions of it. Charlie English has 
given a very good account of the highly dangerous 
rescue of the manuscripts, without putting himself 
forward, and at the same time gives a glimpse of 
how a city or nation, especially a young one, can 
be infiltrated and de-stabilised, and its people 
driven like dumb animals to uncomprehending 
self-destruction. 

Penelope Tremayne

China’s War with Japan, the Struggle for 
Survival, Rana Mitter, Penguin, 2014, £10.99.

Some books are so exciting that you read them 
voraciously but regret coming to the end. This 
book is one of them. Rana Mitter has provided 
a scholarly but gripping account of the most 
neglected theatre of the Second World War as 
well as an explanation of how the war shaped 
China’s future. The war began for the British in 
1939, for America and Russia 1941, but China 
had been heroically resisting the onslaught of the 
Japanese since 1937 when fighting on the Marco 
Polo Bridge near Peking escalated into an all 
out war. France, for instance succumbed to the 
Germans very quickly in 1940. For years China 
was always considered as a minor player compared 
with the United States, Soviet Union and Britain 
while we have never sufficiently realized the 
dreadful price of China’s resistance to Japan: 14 
million deaths, massive refugee problems and the 
destruction of the country’s nascent infrastructure. 
The great and the good didn’t think that China 
could possibly survive yet this backward country 
held down 800,000 troops from one of the world’s 
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most militarized countries . Without the Chinese 
sacrifice the Japanese would have overrun the 
whole of Asia 

There were three main personalities in China’s 
war: Chiang Kai-shek, Mao Zedong and Wang 
Jingwei. Westerners have tended to dismiss 
Chiang as a corrupt failure – cash my cheque 
went the joke, but before the war Chiang had 
wanted to modernize and had began social welfare 
reforms. We didn’t understand that from 1941 
American interests overrode Chiang’s military 
strategies, while the interference of the difficult 
General (vinegar) Stilwell hardly helped. Even 
the Communists realized that he was the only 
leader who could represent all of China. Nowadays 
mainland China gives a more positive picture of 
his resistance against Japan with no mention of a 
bourgeois reactionary lackey. The war made Mao 
a great leader. When it started he was the head of 
a small party that had been forced into exile in the 
remote northwest. By the end he controlled vast 

areas of the country and an army of a million. 
Wang Jingwei is little remembered now but he 
had been a more prominent revolutionary in his 
youth than either Mao or Chiang and was second 
in command to the legendary Sun Yat-Sen. Mitter 
considers his story as one of the great tragedies 
of contemporary history for his decision to 
collaborate on a large scale condemned him as a 
‘traitor for a thousand generations’. 

The Cold war especially the toxic feud between 
America and China buried the true history of the 
Sino-Japanese war. Mitter argues that his book 
is an example of the opening up process in the 
nineteen eighties when the Chinese government 
decided to revive memories of when Communists 
and Nationalists had united against the Japanese 
in spite of their doctrinal differences. Museums 
appeared about the war with much archive material 
becoming available for scholars.
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