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The earth is no more than a huge piece of cooling 
rock. Clinging to its surface like gossamer is 
the biosphere, a living breathing membrane in 

which billions of creatures, including ourselves, live. 
Compared with the size of the earth, it is no thicker than 
a coat of varnish on a door, but infinitely more fragile.

Earth’s greatest enemy is a relative newcomer, us, 
and it is only by the most unfortunate chain of events 
(from the earth’s point of view) we are here at all. 
Like the Ebola virus, for millions of years we were 
confined in tiny vulnerable groups to primeval forests, 
but then our opposable thumbs, stereoscopic vision and 
massive forebrains allowed us to break out onto the 
earth’s fertile plains. 

We have never looked back. From 300 million 
humans at the time of Christ, we are now six billion, 
by 2050 we will be 10 billion. Only insects and bacteria 
enjoy a greater species success. Our problem is that we 
are very large: an ant may breakfast on a single grain 
of wheat, a human being needs a quarter of a pound. 

Ebola, a product of the destruction of the rain forests 
to make way for more humans, will be contained. 
We are far more dangerous than Ebola. Ebola cannot 
read and write, it does not anticipate dangers which 
it can then avoid, above all it has no tools. There are 
no Ebola doctors, farmers, car manufacturers, miners, 
vaccinators, sailors… all manner of trades that keep 
us humans alive and multiplying, spreading and 
destroying. Ebola kills by producing a single chemical 
that interferes with blood clotting. Humans, on the 
other hand, have an infinite variety of means of preying 
on their fellow organisms, and no shortage of prophets, 
seers and priests to justify it. 

We have been egged on in this folly by both the 
left and right. The left, addicted to Rousseau’s myth 
of the noble savage, has peddled the idea that given 
sufficient aid and development, human numbers in the 
Third World will peak and then fall, so that we can 
have the best of both worlds, tribal authenticity and 

air conditioning, rain dancing and brain surgery, feng 
shui and geophysics. The right, addicted to the myth 
of endless economic growth – impossible in a closed 
bio system like the earth – has been happy to allow 
the left to pursue these dangerous dreams. There are 
one and a half billion potential car drivers in China, a 
further one and a quarter billion in India; think of the 
petrol they will buy. 

Enter ISIS, Ebola, and the burning crescent of 
nations around the west and southern Mediterranean. 
Unchecked population growth, habitat destruction, 
failing water supplies, deforestation, AIDS HIV, 
selective abortion and infanticide, mass unemployment, 
a widening gap between rich and poor, no public health 
services, are breeding grounds for the politics of 
hopelessness of which ISIS is a symptom and Ebola a 
sign. It is no coincidence that the refugees clinging to 
the sides of a bare mountain in Iraq are dying of thirst, 
or that America is engaged with the jihadists in a war 
over the giant Mosul Dam. We are watching the early 
shots in an ecowar. Many more such wars will follow.

They are the price for treating the earth as a huge 
farm given up to the monoculture of human beings. 
When it became clear by mid 20th century that this 
would destroy the earth people shrugged it off as mere 
panic mongering. Given a few decades the size of the 
crop would decrease of its own volition and the garden 
would revert to roughly the balance that existed before. 
Clever economic models have been devised to bolster 
this idea, but they are the products of self-deception, 
fear, ignorance, greed, special pleading and outright 
lies. 

The alternative, investing in world-wide economic 
contraction coupled with population control, will be 
to say the least, difficult, but as increasing numbers 
of jihadists come ashore hidden among huge tides of 
refugees arriving in Europe, and with Ebola already 
landing in jumbo jets in America, we now have a clear 
picture of what will happen if we continue as we are.

back to  contents page
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The Beheading of our Culture
Jane Kelly

It was a short, blunt knife, that was a bit of a surprise 
in itself. I think I expected a longish butcher’s blade 
if not a Saudi style scimitar or long sword of the 

type a compassionate mediaeval king might have used 
to kill his wife. But this killing was about stabbing, 
cutting, tearing and hacking off sinew, in the way a 
poacher might kill game. This was the killing of Lee 
Rigby again, transferred to a desert scene rather than 
the streets of London, and again an execution made as 
savage as possible. Even more horrible, the execution 
may have been staged managed. Forensic analysis 
suggests the actual beheading might 
have taken place off camera, with 
Foley forced to repeat lines of his 
plea to stop the American bombing 
then being beheaded off stage like 
a discarded extra in a grotesque 
commercial.

But the main shock about the 
mindless depravity of the killing 
of US journalist James Foley was 
that the alleged executioner, like 
the killers of Rigby, was apparently 
British. A young man whose parents 
chose to live in the West, who no 
doubt with them lived off the fat of 
the welfare state all his life, decided 
to have himself filmed sawing of 
the head of another young man. 

There are no words to really get 
to grips with this; the PM rushed 
home from his holiday and began 
chairing meetings. Philip Hammond, the Foreign 
Secretary said Isis was not just a threat to Syria but to 
our own national security. He said he would fight the 
perpetrators to his last breath, but managed to sound 
rather like a headmaster, as they used to be known, 
fuming over some bad boys who had smashed a 
window in greenhouse. 

Not only do we lack words but also any ideas on 
how to cope with the situation of Islamic savagery 
abroad or in our midst, although that hasn’t stopped 
many people in public life including Rowan Williams, 
former Archbishop of Canterbury, calling 2009 for 
an acceptance of some Sharia Law. He surpassed 
himself last Friday, 15th August 2014, in a speech 
at the apparently annual ‘Living Islam Festival’ in 

Lincolnshire on Friday, discussing what British values 
were and how Muslims could affect them, naturally for 
the better. He said one of their greatest gifts to Britain 
had been bringing back, ‘open, honest and difficult 
public discussion’.

Asked if he thought Islam was restoring British 
values, he said: ‘Yes. I’m thinking of the way in which, 
for example, in Birmingham we have seen a local 
parish and a mosque combining together to provide 
family services and youth activities, both acting out 
of a very strong sense that this is what communities 

ought to do.’ He also emphasised 
that there are no such things as 
British values anyway. 

Comes the hour, comes the PR 
man. The Prime Minister is even 
more hazy about what to make of 
this colossal foreign and domestic 
mess. On Wednesday, a day after 
the video showing the execution 
of Foley was released, he insisted 
the government’s position on Iraq 
is ‘clear’ and said the UK would 
not deploy ‘boots on the ground’. 
Well that avoids any chance of him 
ending up like Tony Blair. But then 
he promised: ‘Britain would use all 
the assets that we have,’ including 
our famous, ‘military prowess’ to 
aid the defeat of the ‘monstrous’ 
Islamic State militant group (IS). 

No one can possibly follow his 
thinking. Despite 9/11 and 7/7 he has continued to 
allow London to be turned into what Melanie Phillips 
irately termed ‘Londonistan’. In October 2012 Scotland 
yard closed off roads around the Finsbury Park mosque 
so that Abu Hamza could preach his message in safety. 
Preachers of hate have continued to visit universities. 
At UCL in March when it was revealed that the Islamic 
society there were conducting lectures segregated by 
sex, the government said this would not be allowed, 
but they knew that it was really a side issue, no right 
minded person could disagree, but the radical imams 
still kept coming. 

The UK is perhaps the cosiest place in Europe for 
radical Muslims to reside. They must know that the 
English and in particular this government wallow in 

Also keen on beheading. Muhammad 
Ahmad bin Abd Allah.’The Mad Mahdi’. 
Led a 19th century version of IS in the 

Sudan 1881.
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equivocation. David Cameron is a former PR man 
after all, and happy to say two opposing things at the 
same time. 

Of course it would be very nice for him to fight a war 
with boots on the ground and win, just like Margaret 
Thatcher in the Falklands, but that takes huge guts 
and a certain amount of reckless courage, not qualities 
found in many PR men sadly, especially not this one. 

Parliament did not need to be recalled to discuss Iraq, 
he added, before returning to his family holiday, and 
Labour observed, with some justice, that Britain’s role 
in the crisis was ‘pretty unclear’.

Holy fools and parliamentary buffoons apart, it is 
obvious from this recent attack that British people 
do have to look at themselves anew, and urgently 
require the ‘difficult public discussion,’ which Rowan 
Williams fantastically imagines we are having. In fact 
we have never had so much as a useful chat, and never 
will have that conversation because people like him 
and the Prime Minister have never had the courage to 
acknowledge that there is a terrible enemy now living 
within our own society. 

Since the Salmon Rushdie affair and despite 9/11we 
have wilfully allowed radical Islam, with its long 
history of warfare and conquest, to thrive among us. 
Obama now calls it a cancer, but it’s too late for regrets, 
no one had the courage to stop the cancer in its early 
stages and now it’s too late. Our culture has allowed 
this Islamic cult of death, this psychosis to grow and 
thrive. Beheading and displaying the decapitated heads 
of the enemy has been part of the gruesome Islamic 
tradition of conquest for millennia, but the use and 
display of British Jihadists is new. This is our baby.

If by some miracle we did have that public discussion, 
what could we say about Britain today? One BBC voice 
described the recorded voice of James Foley’s killers 
as, ‘well educated’. Perhaps that accords with the 
relativist fantasy in the mind of a white middle class 
intellectual who rarely meets members of the under-
class, but to my ears it was the voice of a semi-educated 
feral youth, the type who is educated in our schools 
from five to eighteen, and comes out with low level of 
literacy and no knowledge of British culture. 

The middle class élite who send their children to 
private schools don’t really care to know what the 
real level of education in this country is like. They 
enjoy access to foreign nannies, plumbers and foreign 
food, but avoid seeing how our cities and towns are 
now incised by clear boundaries marking class and 
ethnicity. Foley’s murderer very likely grew up in 
one of the many Islamic ghettos which now stretch 
from east London to Glasgow. We have allowed our 
country to be Balkanised. It’s hard to find people who 
speak with the same voice. That young fanatic with 

the short fat knife has thrived in this multi-culti haven 
of ‘tolerance’ evidenced in the unlimited sale of halal 
meat, early marriage, forced marriage, FGM, and above 
all extreme patriarchy and sexual apartheid, which puts 
boys and men way above girls and women.

The murders of Rigby and Foley were not about 
religion, they were about power. The youths who 
committed them see themselves as divinely chosen and 
approved by their religion because they are male. They 
grow up in the UK, look about and see a society where 
they are given no particular power, the opposite in fact 
as people find it hard to escape ghettos even if they 
want to, especially if they have a poor education. This 
matter will not be settled by theologians because young 
Muslim men culturally require special power and status 
for themselves but in British society they won’t get it. 
Their resulting anger, fuelled by sexual frustration, 
makes them the most volatile and ungovernable group 
in society. 

Our nation has created those young men, allowed 
them to be formed in that way, we have not intervened 
to change them or instructed them to go in a different 
way, heaven preserve us from any form of instruction 
or proscription, even in schools. They are our creation 
and like Dr Frankenstein we have now to deal with the 
monster. 

Sounds Familiar?
2014 The BBC’s substitution 

of the word Militant for 
Terrorist 

In 1938 Maynard Keynes, who was a generous 
encourager of the arts and shared the group’s 
liberal views, paid for the production of On the 
Frontier at Cambridge as he had done for the The 
Ascent of F6. And characteristic of the appalling 
’Thirties, when humbug and hypocrisy were in the 
ascendant, the stuff of British politics, was the Lord 
Chamberlain’s insistence that Scandanavian names 
should be substituted for the original German ones, 
in order not to offend Nazi susceptibilies. This was 
in keeping with the time, when the guilty editor of 
The Times could plead that he spent night after night 
keeping out of the paper anything that could offend 
them, and sacked his able Berlin correspondent 
Ebbott, for reporting the truth about them and what 
they were up to. It was not merely sickening, it 
made one ill.

A L Rowse, The Poet Auden  

back to  contents page
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Jim’s Ghost
The 2nd Battle of Gaza 1917 
Myles Harris

We went to Grandma’s every Christmas. 
Grandma’s meant presents, playing with 
new toys and Christmas dinner. The house 

was decorated with holly and there were paper chains 
hanging from the lights. In the front room was a 
Christmas tree. It would have been all quite fantastic 
if it had not been for Uncle Jim. As soon as the door 
opened you could see a picture of him on the wall by the 
hat stand. Jim had been killed in the Great War, which 
was before the war we had just had, at a place called 
Gaza. Grandma said 
Gaza was in Palestine.

The picture was of a 
young man dressed in 
an army uniform. He 
was wearing a peaked 
cap underneath which 
was a soft, worried 
face. Below his picture 
was a scrol l ,  and 
below that, a large 
medal with a picture 
of a tall woman in a 
helmet holding a lion 
by its collar. She wore 
long flowing robes. 
The scroll, which my 
brother told me had 
been written by the 
King, said:

He whom this scroll 
c o m m e m o r a t e s , 
answered the call of 
king and country and 
giving up everything that was dear to him passed out 
of the sight of men. Let those who come after him see 
that he is not forgotten.

Underneath was written: ‘11575 Cpl J Harris. 
A Company 5th Hampshire Regiment’. 

My brother had told me that if you said the King’s 
message backwards, Jim’s Ghost would come back. 
I said that was silly, but I was frightened Jim’s ghost 
was there anyhow.

Upstairs, in the aunties’ bedroom on top of a 

wardrobe, was Jim’s helmet. It was made of cork, 
covered in khaki cotton and had a small air vent at the 
top. Inside was a leather sweatband. Inside the helmet, 
in shaky writing, were the words, ‘Killed 19th April 
1917. Aged 21 years. Battle of Gaza.’ ‘Killed’ was 
written twice but crossed out the second time. Later 
I learnt that the shaky writing belonged to one of my 
aunts who went crazy as a result of what happened. The 
most frightening thing of all was Jim’s banjo. It was 
in a music case which had been kept in the attic for 15 

years and had become 
mouldy. When you 
lifted it out you could 
see that all the strings 
were broken. Grandma 
told me that Jim, who 
was always laughing 
and joking, used to 
jump up on chairs with 
his banjo and sing to 
his sisters.

The problem was 
how to get up the stairs 
to bed before Jim’s 
ghost came after me. I 
had to pass his picture 
in the semi-darkness. 
And even if I made it 
to the bedroom, his 
pith helmet was there. 
It, and his walking 
cane downstairs in 
the hallstand, and his 
banjo would be the 

first things he would come looking for. Then he would 
walk about the house playing the banjo. Sometimes I 
forgot him, especially during the day, but then I would 
suddenly look up in the hall as I was getting into my 
coat, and there he was staring.

There were other bits of Jim in the house, things 
he might want to collect when he came back having 
been away so long. Upstairs in grandma’s bedroom 
was a small wooden box. In it were all the letters he 
had written home. The last one he had written, five 
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days before he was killed, was on very thin paper like 
the milkman left each week with his bill. Jim always 
wrote in pencil in a long thin hand, a bit like mine. 
Grandma told me that, on the day Jim went back to 
join his regiment, he had taken his kitbag, kissed her 
and my aunties and gone off down the street whistling.

14th April 1917

Dear Mother,

I expect you begin to worry not hearing from me 
for so long but we have not been allowed to write. I 
received your letter dated 4th March 1917 yesterday, 
thanks for the birthday greetings. We are getting the 
rest of our mails up today. I am hoping the present 
will arrive with them. I had a pretty cushy day for 
my birthday but have been on the go ever since we 
are now off the desert and have come to cultivated 
land. It is a treat to see trees and green. 

I think young Charley looks fine in the sticky beak. 
I hope poor old Rover is well again by now. We are 
doing well this way, I think it will soon finish. I am 
in the pink myself and safe. Hope you are well. Love 
to all.

Your loving son

Jim 

One May morning a post boy brought a telegram. 
‘The War Office regrets...’ Later they heard what had 
happened. Jim’s company had been advancing up a 
slope toward the Turkish guns. A friend said Jim was 
right behind him but had stopped to put a field dressing 
on a soldier who had been hit. When he turned, Jim 
had vanished. He was never seen again. The present 
Jim had talked about in his letter, was a gold pocket 
watch which grandfather had sent him for his birthday. 
It never arrived. I kept wondering about the watch and 
the hands that had taken it. Were they still taking the 
watch out to tell the time? 

When Jim was killed, my Grandma wrote to 
Grandpa’s commanding officer asking if he could come 
for a few days. Grandpa William was in a poison gas 
platoon on the western front. There was a picture of 
him over Grandma’s brass bed in sergeant’s stripes 
and a huge walrus moustache. He was a volunteer. 
The major had replied saying her husband was doing 
splendidly and they could not spare him. It was a cheery 
‘buck you up’ sort of letter as if it was all a lot of fuss 
about nothing.

A year after the war, my father’s eldest sister Aunty 
Kate died of the Spanish flu. She was eighteen. She 
only lasted five days. Grandma would not talk about 

it except to say it had been a terrible thing with so 
many people being buried, the church bells had never 
stopped tolling. There were pictures of Kate in the 
house wearing a long dress with flowers in her hair. 

Because Grandpa worked on poison gas, they kept 
him in the army for a whole year after the war stopped, 
clearing it out of the trenches. When he came home he 
went back to work for a while but then started drinking. 
My brother said he used to go into the garden and stand 
staring into space four or five hours at a time without 
moving. Grandma said it was shell shock. All I could 
remember of him was his big white moustache when 
I sat on his knee. I only saw him a few times because 
I was very little he died. 

I still have Jim’s banjo and the wooden box with his 
letters, the thin pencil handwriting even more faded 
than when my grandmother first read them, relieved 
that he was alive, only to realise as soon as she put the 
letter down that he might by now be dead. She would 
have comforted herself that he had survived Gallipoli 
with no more than a bad attack of dysentery; but then 
the telegram came. 

His picture hangs in my office, the scroll and 
medallion are in my living room, his banjo in my attic. 
I no longer fear I will wake up one night to hear its 
plunkity plunk. I am glad I have him as a guest. I know 
I would have liked him by his letters. They reveal him 
as a shy conventional man, a believer in authority from 
an ordered world who found himself in a nightmare. 
The details in his letters are domestic, with only an 
occasional reference to war and battle. How else would 
you keep yourself sane? I suspect he knew he would 
not return. He was a soldier and soldiers do not run.

It was General Murray who, underestimating the 
strength of the Turkish artillery, led his army to 
defeat, did for Jim. General Murray, ‘a difficult and 
petulant man’, had previously gone to pieces in 1914 
commanding the retreat from Mons. After Gaza Murray 
was replaced by Allenby, and went home to Aldershot, 
a mention in the dispatches and a knighthood. This 
story of blundering incompetence, rewarded by 
honours and pensions, paid for by the terrible suffering 
of the humble, is the story of Britain’s careless ruling 
class, and remains so to this day, as again they prepare 
to sell the pass on the same killing grounds. 

A visiting grandniece once asked me about the 
medallion, and I told her Jim’s story. As I spoke I was 
aware that her brother and another sister were standing 
in absolute silence behind me listening. Time ceased, 
and four generations became one. We will remember 
him.

Myles Harris is our Editor
back to  contents page
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Money has No Smell
The government thinks yours does
Mark Griffiths

When is your money not your money? Well, 
one answer is when cutting taxes gets called 
‘giving to the rich’, as if their money was 

never really theirs but belonged to the state all along.
Yet there’s another way we’re trained to think that 

our money and possessions have been lent to us by 
governments on sufferance. This is the mysterious new 
crime of money-laundering. 

This is a phrase which appeared in the 1980s, 
apparently as a response to large movements of cash 
internationally, by drugs gangs, and it is explained as a 
way to fight fraud, catch bad 
people, and restore order. Of 
course it does this in the way 
law enforcers always prefer 
to fight fraud and catch bad 
people – by getting someone 
else to do most of the work. 
In this case the additional 
work is now done by law-
abiding people. That’s us 
today, routinely performing 
extra chores to prove we got 
our money transfers from 
somewhere ‘legitimate’. 
Notice that this is instead of 
governments proving that a certain person’s money 
came from somewhere illegitimate. The peril is so 
urgent, the dangers of drug gangs and terrorists…. and 
of course paedophiles! …. are so great that we cannot 
waste the valuable time of these expert investigators. 
Instead we – all of us on planet earth wishing to move 
money – must waste our time for them. 

The fact that (like identity-card laws) this also 
reverses the once-sacred presumption of innocence 
until proved guilty goes almost unnoticed in the general 
excitement about bombs on aeroplanes and Satanic 
child abuse. Quite simply, the onus is now on us to 
prove our money is ‘clean’, not on any prosecutors to 
prove it’s ‘dirty’. 

One of the Roman emperors (probably Vespasian, 
discussing a tax on public latrine tanks) said ‘money 
has no smell’. The very phrase ‘money-laundering’ 
brilliantly reverses this truth, insinuating that sin 
somehow lingers within the fabric of money; as if the 

cash stolen by a terrorist group that killed women and 
children is still tainted even after that money is spent 
on sandwiches and petrol twenty wallets and five 
borders later, soiled by a kind of virtual virus. It isn’t 
really tainted of course, but this term feeds off hidden 
magical thinking. Psychological experiments show you 
can get proudly rational people to turn down the gift 
of a perfectly attractive, freshly laundered, pullover by 
telling them it was once worn by a murderer or child 
molester, as if his wickedness had magically infected 
the fabric. The choice of the term ‘money-laundering’ 

exploits this prehistoric 
superstition – it implies that 
money is dirty, that banks 
can ‘launder’ money (a kind 
of fake disinfection), but 
that banks cannot really 
clean money. Of course only 
specially empowered sacred 
institutions (governments) 
can cleanse money of its sins, 
restoring its state-certified 
moral hygiene. If you want to 
have privacy you are morally 
soiled too. It is you who are 
creepy. Only once or twice a 

decade does a simple pairing of two words do so much 
dazzling manipulation on the minds of so many. 

It goes without saying that some real criminals are 
caught and some serious crimes are stopped by the 
anti-money-laundering regime. Of course, if policemen 
could break down your front door at night and demand 
on pain of imprisonment you prove where all your 
possessions come from, some serious crimes would be 
stopped and some bad people caught. If tamper-proof 
infrared cameras were compulsory in every room of our 
homes 24 hours a day, some serious crimes would be 
stopped too. But most half-intelligent people can grasp 
that even if they were never abused, police powers like 
that would themselves constitute crimes. 

Yet now we’ve reached the stage where a British bank 
branch can tell customers trying to withdraw their own 
money from accounts in surplus that money-laundering 
laws mean they must explain what they want it (their 
own money) for. The BBC in January 2014 heard 
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reports that HSBC was refusing customers permission 
to withdraw sums like £5,000 from accounts in credit 
if customers couldn’t say what the money would be 
spent on. They’re very sorry for the moment, but it’s 
clear that this is the direction things are moving in. 

How did it get to this stage? The initial United 
Nations bureaucracy was set up in the late 1980s to 
track cash movements by drugs criminals. Now that 
many countries are decriminalising some drugs the 
money trackers are lucky they already found a new 
mission just over a decade ago. The 9/11 terrorist 
attacks in 2001 provided that much-needed justification 
to broaden and deepen the powers of officials snooping 
on cash flows. Just in 
time!

Until 1971 the Bretton 
Wo o d s  a g r e e m e n t 
m a n d a t e d  e x c h a n g e 
c o n t r o l s  f o r  m o s t 
countries to protect their 
trade balances. Very few 
economists today believe 
exchange controls worked 
well, but a handful says 
they weren’t so bad. 
However, those controls 
back in the 1960s didn’t 
force anyone to say where 
the money was from or 
what it was for. You would 
just say ‘I’m taking it 
on holiday’. If it was 
under the limit, how you 
spent it would be no more 
questioned than duty-free perfume and cigars within 
the limit get questioned now. Limits are one kind of 
government imposition: today’s documented audit 
trails are something else entirely. 

Which brings us to the new online ‘crypto-currencies’ 
like BitCoin, Flappycoin, Darkcoin…. These new 
private currencies exist only on computers but they’re 
accepted by increasing numbers of normal businesses. 
They have two qualities that are infuriating traditional 
central bankers, accustomed to monopoly control of 
currency creation the last 300 years. Crypto-currencies 
(so named because they’re created using mathematical 
encryption) promise to be more stable in value than 
normal cash, and to be truly anonymous – even online. 

They haven’t delivered on either stability or 
anonymity yet – but it’s coming. That’s why we’re 
being given news stories about drug dealers and 
Russian thugs using BitCoins or DogeCoins. The 
news sounds so alarming (and it’s intended to sound 

alarming) we might pause and reflect that no-one 
suggests gangsters using wads of pound notes means 
no-one must use wads of pound notes. Some bank 
robberies are committed by criminals who drive away 
in cars but that doesn’t make banning cars a rational 
way to reduce bank robberies. 

This idea of tracking every single payment in the 
country as a way to ‘tackle serious crime’ is not just 
‘Orwellian’ as a figure of speech. It’s a standard police-
state approach. Retired Stasi and KGB types often 
bring up the saying ‘if you can’t catch the fish then 
drain the lake’ when explaining over a glass of plum 
brandy how one tracks certain individuals by tightening 

inspection of everybody. 
C r y p t o - c u r r e n c i e s 

are a very interesting 
a n d  p r o m i s i n g  n e w 
development. I’m with 
economists who think they 
will bring major benefits, 
however much some 
expert financiers who got 
it so dangerously wrong 
in 2008 warn against 
cryptocash. The fact that 
genuinely anonymous 
digital cash will also 
infuriate the international 
secretariat of anti-money-
laundering prefects is not 
something that should put 
us off. Optimistic cyber-
libertarians say traditional 
finance cannot stop the 

new technology. Realists will actively defend the new 
(and old) world of anonymous money anyway. 

Anonymous again – the way money always used to 
be, back in the days when investigators had to actually 
prove you’d stepped outside the law instead of making 
you prove you’re staying within the law.  

Mark Griffith is a journalist and former financial trader 
based in Budapest, Hungary. He manages a website at 
http://greenpencilbooks.com 

One of the Roman emperors (probably 
Vespasian, discussing a tax on public latrine 
tanks) said ‘money has no smell’. The very 
phrase ‘money-laundering’ brilliantly reverses 
this truth, insinuating that sin somehow 
lingers within the fabric of money; as if the 
cash stolen by a terrorist group that killed 
women and children is still tainted even after 
that money is spent on sandwiches and petrol 
twenty wallets and five borders later, soiled by 
a kind of virtual virus. It isn’t really tainted of 
course, but this term feeds off hidden magical 
thinking. Psychological experiments show 
you can get proudly rational people to turn 
down the gift of a perfectly attractive, freshly 
laundered, pullover by telling them it was once 
worn by a murderer or child molester, as if his 
wickedness had magically infected the fabric.

Picture: themoneylaundry.com
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Queen of Aussie Hearts
The visit of the Duke and Duchess of Cambridge to Australia put 
paid to republican hopes
Daryl McCann

The April 2014 Royal Tour of Australia by the 
Duke and Duchess of Cambridge was trumpeted 
by headlines that proclaimed ‘Australians 

gripped by royal fever’. Republican Australians, on 
the other hand, were left despairing. For Australian 
advocates of a republic, a declining percentage of 
the population, the elevated popularity of the young 
royal couple reminds them of the growing futility of 
their cause. Anti-monarchists pinning their hopes on a 
renewed republican zeal after the passing of our current 
monarch cannot help 
but be disheartened 
by the enthusiasm 
in Australia for the 
next but two King 
of England, George 
o f  C a m b r i d g e , 
born July 22, 2013. 
H a s  A u s t r a l i a ’s 
republican moment 
come and gone? 
Back in 1999, it was 
widely assumed that 
the referendum on 
a republic that year 
would mark the end of monarchy in Australia. 

The first wave of Australian nationalism, which 
occurred in the last two decades of the nineteenth 
century, was neither anti-British nor republican. The 
establishment of a federated Australian nation in 1901 
did not require the dissolution of official British ties as 
per the American Revolution of 1776. Most Australians 
saw their country, in the first half of the twentieth 
century, as a united and self-governing entity in the 
wider context of the British Empire. Then everything 
changed. The demise of the British Empire in the 
post-Second World War era, not to mention Australia’s 
close military alliance with the United States during the 
Cold War, weakened some of those old certainties. The 
second wave of Australian nationalism, culminating 
in the 1999 referendum, possessed a degree of anti-
British sentiment. Becoming a republic, opined the 
progressive or leftist commentariat of the day, would 
mark Australia’s coming of age. 

During the last three or four decades of the twentieth 
century, a pro-republican disposition gradually became 
de rigueur for the dedicated follower of political 
fashion. Even members of the right-of-centre Liberal 
Party disclosed republican sensibilities, although the 
subject remained a matter of individual conscience. 
The Australian Labor Party (ALP), more collectivist 
in nature, made republicanism official party policy 
in 1991. That same year saw the establishment 
of the Australian Republican Movement (ARM), 

propelled forward 
by an assortment 
o f  c e l e b r i t i e s , 
from the novelist 
Thomas Kenneally 
(Schindler’s List) to 
the former captain 
of Australian cricket 
Ian Chappell.

I n  1 9 9 3 ,  t h e 
K e a t i n g  L a b o r 
g o v e r n m e n t 
e s t a b l i s h e d  t h e 
R e p u b l i c a n 
A d v i s o r y 

Committee, a quango whose orders were to provide 
the wherewithal for Australia’s inexorable transition 
from constitutional monarchy to republic. Virtually 
every Australian media outlet, including the Murdoch 
press, came on board. All that remained, before the 
Commonwealth of Australia reconstituted itself as a 
fully-fledged republic on January 1, 2001, one hundred 
years to the day after Federation, was a constitutional 
conference and a referendum. Easy.

To the utter dismay of progressives, Queen Elizabeth II 
won the referendum in a canter. On November 6, 1999, 
the Australian electorate rejected the entreaties of the 
Australian Republican Movement and affirmed Her 
Majesty as the Head of State in the Commonwealth of 
Australia by 55 over the 45 percent against. It was not 
only a victory for common sense and pragmatism over 
the transient obsessions of Australian progressives, 
but also a stinging rebuke to vulgar inevitablism. The 
fancies of the Left need not be our future reality. In 
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March this year, Prime Minister Tony Abbott, a high-
profile monarchist campaigner at the time of the 1999 
referendum, made an even more authoritative point 
when he re-introduced knight and dame honours for 
Australia. With this unexpected pronouncement, the 
conservative Abbott signalled to the Australian public 
that reform was no longer a one-way street. 

Republicans often bicker among themselves about 
why they lost the 1999 referendum, especially when 
pro-monarchist sentiment had become a minority 
position by that time. We had thrilled at the marriage 
between Charles and Diana in 1981, and the subsequent 
arrival of Prince William and Prince Harry, but those 
days were well and truly behind us. Often it appeared as 
if certain members of the Royal Family were furtively 
in league with the Australian Republican Movement. 
After all, Queen Elizabeth II herself described 1992 
as annus horribilis in the aftermath of the separation 
of the Duke and Duchess of York, the Princess of 
Wales’ kiss ‘n tell, Diana, Her True Story, and Princess 
Anne’s divorce from Captain Mark Phillips. For a 
great number of Australians, the tragic death in a seedy 
Parisian underpass in 1997 of Diana represented the 
end of an age. The Republican movement was perfectly 
positioned to exploit popular disenchantment with 
the Royal Family – the wonder is that they failed so 
miserably.

The reason for the Republican’s lack of success had 
less to do with the vagaries of popular emotion and 
the tabloid press than the extraordinary usefulness of 
monarchy in maintaining democracy. The pro-republic 
camp was split into two factions. The course mostly 
favoured by the Republicans, and the proposition 
put to the public in 1999, involved a ‘minimalist’ 
pathway to a republic. The President of Australia, in 
this scenario, would not be elected by the people but 
selected by Parliament. The so-called minimalists 
feared that a Head of State elected to that post by the 
general public would enjoy a mandate or authority not 
available to a Governor-General, and thus undermine 
the equilibrium that currently exists between Prime 
Minister and Head of State. As a consequence, it was 
the minimalist approach that was put to the Australian 
people – and rejected – in 1999.

However, many Australians, including a number of 
those who were pro-republic, recoiled at the idea of 
a Head of State chosen from the political class, and 
voted ‘No’ in the referendum. All Governor-Generals 
appointed by Labor governments in the post-war era 
have had close associations with the Australian Labor 
Party. This kind of practice has also been the case with 
Coalition governments on occasion. The pro-republic 
movement – torn between minimalist and maximalist 
models – could no more carry the day in 1999 than 

they could win the same referendum if it were held 
again tomorrow. The Australian Republican Movement 
presently attempts to avoid the irrevocable division 
in their ranks by calling for a series of plebiscites, 
starting with a first-round ‘non-binding’ vote on a 
proposition that omits all mention of incompatible 
republican models, and simply asks this question: 
‘Do you want Australia to become a republic with 
an Australian Head of State?’ In other words, The 
Australian Republican Movement believes Australia 
should eschew constitutional monarchy without being 
offered an acceptable and workable replacement. Here 
is progressive thinking at its delusional worst. Clearly, 
the anti-monarchists in Australia have a bigger problem 
on their hands than the soaring popularity of the Duke 
and Duchess of Cambridge.

Constitutional monarchy, UK-style, is a remarkable 
institution. Were the British starting from scratch there 
is small likelihood of them dreaming up this hybrid 
system as an ideal method of governance, and yet it 
works. Societal arrangements that are timeworn often 
prove superior to what – in theory, at any rate – seem 
ideal. There is, of course, the argument that although 
the British monarchy does a magnificent job of serving 
the United Kingdom, what place does it have in an 
independent liberal democracy such as Australia? The 
first, and not least important, riposte by a conservative 
Australian is similar to a conservative British one: were 
Australians today starting from scratch there is little 
likelihood of us conjuring up the current hybrid system 
as our ideal system of governance – and yet it works. 

Late twentieth-century Australian nationalism, 
characterised by an adolescent hang-up about the 
old Mother Country, has declined somewhat in the 
aftermath of the 1999 referendum. Moreover, it now 
competes for the hearts and minds of Australians with 
a more confident, traditional-style patriotism that is in 
many ways epitomised by Prime Minister Tony Abbott, 
a man who happens to be small ‘c’ conservative to 
his core, unlike (say) David Cameron. This kind of 
Australian traditionalism might be ambivalent about 
socio-political trends in modern-day Britain – except 
for a much-admired UKIP – and yet it treasures, as 
codified in the Australian constitution and fixed in 
the national psyche, British concepts of law, justice, 
freedom, democracy and, yes, monarchy. Our British 
heritage is not something to outgrow, like a young adult 
leaving behind teenage self-consciousness, but a way 
forward in an era affected by the soft totalitarianism 
of the PC brigade and ever-increasing nodules of 
Sharia Law. 

On their last day in Australia, April 25, the Duke and 
Duchess of Cambridge made a surprise visit to the dawn 
service in Canberra to mark the commencement of Anzac 
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An Inflated Science
Theodore Dalrymple

There are many schools of economic thought, 
but I personally subscribe to the simplest and 
greatest of them: that of Mr Micawber, which 

was founded in 1850 with the publication of his great 
economic text, David Copperfield. I differ slightly 
from my great master in one thing only: I believe 
that expenditure less than one’s income is merely a 
necessary condition of happiness, not a sufficient one. 
But I have found his sage advice applicable in my own 
case and my woes, such as they have been, were never 
economic in origin. I have always managed to adapt 
my tastes and my desires to my means. 

I  r e c o g n i s e ,  o f 
c o u r s e ,  t h a t  m a n y 
e c o n o m i c  t h i n k e r s 
would find it naïve to 
see in a prescription for 
personal happiness the 
prescription for wise 
public policy. There is 
a world of difference 
between the management 
of the national accounts 
and that of my own 
personal bank account. 
But for the life of me 
I still cannot see, and no one has yet explained 
it to me, how it can be a wise proceeding for a 
government to spend more than its income, not as 
an occasional expedient, but as a matter of policy, 
year after year – unless, of course, the government’s 
definition of wisdom is different from mine. This is not 
Keynesianism, it is improvidence. Nor, naïvely, can I 
see how a policy that results in a government having 
to borrow every sixth pound that it spends be called 
‘austerity,’ just because it once had to borrow every 
fifth pound it spent. But then I am not an economist 
or – any longer – an employee of the public service. 

The level of my economic thinking is primitive, 
although I have known many people whose thinking 

was even more primitive than my own: who believed, 
for example, that some countries are rich and others 
are poor only because the former have exploited 
the latter, that anyone is exploited who does not 
receive the full value of his labour, that the value of a 
commodity is determined by the amount of labour that 
went into producing it, that financial and commercial 
intermediaries are necessarily bloodsuckers, and so 
forth. I should add that such primitive thoughts are 
not confined to the uneducated, far from it. The whole 
of development economics was once founded upon 
such assumptions, refutable as they are and were by 

the most evident and 
obvious considerations; 
and I should be very 
much surprised if there 
were anyone l iving 
whose minds had never 
been crossed by any of 
them. This is because, 
I am afraid, resentment 
at others’ good fortune, 
even or especially when 
earned, is much stronger, 
emotionally, than any 
desire to do good in the 

world. 
My knowledge of economics, such as it is, derives 

from many years of reading newspapers. I used even 
to read the Financial Times and the Economist, but I 
found them dull and unenlightening, especially about 
economics. In the days when I read the latter from 
cover to cover, under the misapprehension that I would 
thereby become well-informed, I used to compare the 
texts at the front of the magazine with the statistics 
given at the rear, and could not help noticing that 
they often contradicted one another. Furthermore, the 
Economist seemed to act as the fifth horseman of the 
economic apocalypse: often when it said that a country 
was doing particularly well, a crisis was just round the 

Day, Australia’s (and New Zealand’s) special day of 
remembrance for those who sacrificed their lives fighting 
tyranny and defending our democratic way of life. The 
young royal couple, respectful and gracious, seemed 
anything but foreign in the eyes of this Australian. 

 Daryl McCann is an Australalian journalist. He has 
a blog at http://darylmccann.bigspot.com.au 
Picture http///rescu.com.au/melbourne-royal-tour-
of-australia-2014/ <http://rescu.com.au/melbourne-
royal-tour-of-australia-2014/> 

bigthink.com:Picture-This-can-a-comic-book-make-economics-the-dismal-
science-fun-and-understandable.jpg
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corner. Since this happened more often than could be 
explained by chance, I suppose it implied knowledge 
or insight of a kind. 

Now it is obvious that a man who derived his 
knowledge of medicine from the newspapers would 
not be a doctor, and likewise, a man who derived 
his knowledge of economics from the same source 
would not be an economist. But there is a difference 
between medicine and economics. Although, as with 
economists, if you put two doctors in a room you will 
soon have three opinions, progress in medicine, though 
it may zig-zag from time to time, is undeniable. The 
Whig interpretation of the history of medicine, at least 
for the last quarter millennium, has been substantially 
correct, or at least plausible; is this the case with 
economics? It seems to me that it is not. 

There may be perfectly good reasons for this. The 
object of study of the dismal science has become 
infinitely more complex since its origins. But still the 
fact remains that, despite the many brilliant people who 
have made it their study, most of the arguments (at least 
as they appear in the newspapers) are as sterile as those 
that doctors indulged in when the theory of the four 
humours held sway. When economists write, at least 
for the uneducated such as I, they exhale staleness, as 
if they had been resuscitated from the grave. 

One of the merits of Le Monde as a newspaper is 
that it often presents diametrically opposing views on 
the same page. This may be because the editor doesn’t 
know what to think (the first sign of intelligence), and 
so does not seek someone to write only to confirm his 
prejudices on the subject. 

Recently, for example, there were two economists 

who wrote about the dangers of deflation. They were 
equally qualified, as far as I could tell, though one was 
French and the other Belgian; one said that there was 
no danger of deflation and the other said that it was so 
grave that the only answer was a hefty dose of inflation. 
I found it easier in my mind’s mind to disagree with the 
latter than the former; for when he said that inflation 
was much less destructive in its effects than inflation, 
and cited Japan as evidence of this, I asked whether 
Japan was worse in a worse situation than Germany in 
1923: but of course he didn’t mean hyperinflation. But 
is the kind of inflation necessary to dissolve European 
public debt into nothingness as easy to control as the 
author would suggest? Was his confidence that he, or 
anyone else, could control inflation by twiddling a few 
economic knobs in the way that the tenor in Hoffman’s 
cartoon controlled his sobs and wobble justified? Given 
that no economists can agree about anything, I rather 
doubt it. 

My economic philosophy is simple and naive. 
Prudence is a virtue and daring is best left to real 
entrepreneurs. A country’s economic success depends 
upon a subtle interplay of policy and national character, 
which may be changed in the long term, for good 
or evil, by policy; but that no economic policy is so 
good that it cannot be wrecked by deficient national 
character. And no national character is so good that it 
cannot be undermined by bad economic policy. I leave 
it to readers to apply this philosophy to our current 
situation. 

Theodore Dalrymple’s latest book is Farewell Fear 
published by New English Review Press

‘I Ron take you Bert’ 
The feminist Law Commission has seen little reason to support 
marriage beyond ‘any other living arrangement’

Patricia Morgan

Same sex marriage might certainly look like the 
coup de grâce for an institution that has been 
under concerted attack for decades. Marriage 

has been relentlessly castigated by academics, mocked 
by media, targeted for demolition, diluted by law and 
penalised by taxation and welfare. The decencies of 
permanence, monogamy, and exclusivity are vaporising 
and the idea of the father as head of the family is a music 

hall joke. Matters like consummation and adultery 
cannot apply when new entrants do not unite as ‘one-
flesh’. Children and the reproduction of society are 
irrelevant. What ‘equality’ delivers is a gutted ‘couple 
relationship’. Matrimony’s friends seem paralysed at 
what to do unless it is to cling to the hope of reversing 
same sex marriage. The abolitionists are left free to 
dispose of the remnants of the old conjugal order. 

back to  contents page
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With agreements deemed to apply even when not 
specifically sought, here is Sir James Munby, President 
of the Family Division and Head of Family Justice, 
calling for cohabitees to have the same rights over 
assets and inheritance as spouses when relationships 
end. He sees an ‘intolerable injustice’ whose ratification 
is ‘inevitable’ along with the feminist Law Commission 
which has seen little reason to support marriage beyond 
‘any other living arrangement’. 

Since ‘love’, self-fulfilment, co-residence, or 
company are bereft of criteria, boundaries or limits, 
there are no principled grounds as to who and how 
many can agree – or be deemed – to be in a union. We 
quickly move on from including an oppressed minority 
whose sexual orientation is an unchanging essence to 
inaugurating flexible bisexuality for all. Here is Anthony 
Giddens’ (Tony Blair’s court sociologist) dream of 

untrammelled choice and joyful 
expression, or the ‘pure relationship’ 
finally freeing humanity from the 
shackles of restrictive demands. One 
wonders how this might co-exist with 
the coming Sharia zones. Is there 
anybody, religious or otherwise, who 
can draw up quasi-marital contracts? 
There is no more an end to the forms 
marriage’s substitutes may take than 
there will be limits to the chaos and 
conflicts which will follow.

Only Leviathan can police the 
ring. Instead of a protected locale 
or legitimised zone of privacy, there 
is a cornucopia for lawyers and 
a highway open to the state. The 
merger of cohabitation and marriage 
and the attribution of agreements 
never made, threaten to impose 
something nobody chose and whose 

form is indeterminate. Where does this leave Policy 
Exchange’s brag about ‘limited government’ if the 
state can no longer define who can enter couple-dom?

Adding to the to-ing and fro-ing of ‘couple relations’ 
is ‘mobile parenting’, meant to be provided by fathers 
dropping into different homes, or children migrating 
between various households. Officialdom has to 
construct clumsy and constantly evaded ways to involve 
‘stake-holders’ with their own offspring, or when, 
where, why and for what parents may see them. Scotland 
is gearing up to assign a Named Person to every child 
up to age 18, able to share information with a range of 
authorities and intervene without parental consent. 

If anything was the tipping point for the slide away 
from marriage it was the divorce reform of 1969/70, 
mocking the bases on which a marriage is entered; 

The facts however remain. Marriage remains the 
ghost at a succession of multibillion extravaganzas 
to counteract poverty, educational failure and crime. 
Family breakdown costs an estimated £46 billion a 
year – more than the defence budget. It is the elephant 
in the room where there is growing violence against 
mothers by offspring and spats over estranged Dads’ 
portions of child time. Despite feminist ideology about 
the ‘patriarchal, nuclear family’ being a dangerous 
place, it is the safest environment for everybody. 
Fathers matter as overseers and models for boys, 
protectors of girls and contributors to the safety of the 
wider community as much as to the home. Marriage 
promotes adult wellbeing, taking the strain off public 
services, amenities, energy, and housing demands – 
where around a half is for single living.

David Cameron launched his move for same sex 
marriage by gushing how he loved 
the institution so much he wanted to 
share it around. To order, his think-
tank Policy Exchange came out with 
a suggestion as ludicrous as it was 
desperate – that marriage would 
gain immensely in popularity and 
status if gays were admitted, when 
we would all join in a tumultuous 
celebration. This could not have been 
more at odds with the aims of those 
supporters out to radically transform 
or implode the hated institution at the 
core of ‘heterosexist’ society. 

Needless to say there has been no 
effervescence and marriage rates 
continue to plummet. Suggestions are 
that only half of today’s 20-year-olds 
will marry. Nigh on half of children 
are now born outside wedlock. Those 
born today will suffer higher rates of 
family breakdown than any previous generation – a 
half by 15 years – not least since cohabitees break up 
at four times the rate of married parents. 

Cameron’s ‘detoxification’ should make it easier 
to confront politicians and policy makers proceeding 
down the dissolution road under the cosy couple banner. 
Pursuing its logic of privatisation, those like Matthew 
Parris urge us to embrace the demise of marriage in 
exchange for purely personal contracts of convenience. 
These need have no sexual or intimate component or 
meaning, purpose or evaluation beyond a person’s 
subjective wants and enforceable understandings about 
property. The parties inhabit an individualistic free 
market of human relations where marriage is whatever 
anyone says it is and therefore nothing in particular. 
Equal marriage becomes no marriage.
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people were faced with an agreement whose terms 
were obscure and unpredictable. Breaking it did not 
much matter. A person might benefit from being at 
fault, since resources must be distributed according to 
‘need’, not desert. As the promise of security became a 
source of trepidation, refuge was increasingly sought 
in more insecure and informal unions of convenience. 

To restore confidence, promote security and deter 
opportunists, the law should specify what the terms 
and consequences for breaking the contract would 
be. The implications of non-commitment will have 
to be clarified as matters of choice, not cases for 
compensation. Fathers’ rights would depend more 
on marrying than a mish-mash of ad hoc promises, 
signatures and impositions. The interdependence 
and mutual support that marriage gives should be 
promoted, not least via full transferability of tax 
allowances for those who care for one another and the 
end of penalisation by the benefits system. 

Instead, in the name of having people enjoy as many 
different types of relationship as can be imagined, 
in reality society is heading toward a word in which 
only the ‘Marx and Engels’ option pertains: all women 
in fulltime work and all children in care. Same sex 
unions are now showcased as models for androgyny 
and egalitarian living. Said to be the result of a ‘public 
consultation’ nobody knew about, the last budget 

increased child care subsidies for working parents to 
£2,000 for earnings up to £300,000 a year.

Mother care is branded ‘oppressive’, but when 
men stay home minding babies it is liberating fathers 
for ‘the role they want’ (Institute for Public Policy 
Research). This enables ‘mothers to return to work’ 
and lessens the impact of birth ‘on their careers’, 
while hopefully undermining men’s employment and 
earnings. Pathetically, some well-meaning pro-family 
campaigners have bought into this – along with the 
amalgamation plans for cohabitation and marriage. 
Like the credulously naïve of 1969/70 who signed 
up muttering how everything will stay as before, the 
belief is that if fathers do the nappy-changing, they will 
‘bond’ with babies and divorce will become a memory.

Most people want security in their marriages, and 
if they break down they want sensible and practical 
laws to secure their future and that of their children. 
The revolutionaries can stay on the road to nowhere. 
Elsewhere, there is a lot going for freedom, certainty, 
and choice. 

Patricia Morgan’s book  The Marriage File is published 
by Wilberforce Publications.

Hare Today, Gone Tomorrow
If the Hunting Act is repealed then this ancient sport will go
Bill Hartley

It now seems likely that there will be no attempt 
to repeal the ban on hunting during the current 
parliament, much to the annoyance of the 

Countryside Alliance. Presumably it would take the 
return of a Conservative majority following the next 
general election to bring the issue under consideration.

Actually the hunting fraternity seem to have adapted 
quite well to the ban. Hunts continue to meet and the 
police show little interest in the activity. Suppose 
though that repeal is considered. It poses the question; 
what to do about Hare Coursing?

For field sports enthusiasts coursing was something 
of a minority within a minority. Before the ban the 
media would show some interest only once a year 
when the sport’s premier event, the Waterloo Cup, 
was staged, the last occasion being in February 2005. 
It was perhaps the most peculiar event in the field 
sports calendar.

First there was the location at Altcar, a speck on 
the map close to Liverpool of all places. Liverpool 
is one of the few big cities in England where the 
visitor can clearly see where it begins and ends 
and this is particularly the case on the north side 
where urbanisation comes to a sudden halt along the 
Southport Road. Abruptly the traveller emerges into 
a wide-open rural space mostly owned by the huge 
Leverhulme estate. It is the only large stretch of arable 
land in Lancashire and as such is ideal hare country, 
hence the location of the Waterloo Cup. 

The event was never well signposted and even the 
open and treeless countryside gave no clue as to its 
whereabouts. Many motorists heading for the meet 
would take a chance and simply follow a line of cars 
turning off the main road, hoping that someone would 
know where they were going. Eventually if you were 
lucky a lone figure at a junction, evidently a marshal, 

Picture: outlinesurvey.org
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appearance of the mounted section of the Lancashire 
Constabulary. Behind them would trail a motley 
collection of anti-hunt activists closely hemmed in by 
more police. The ritual of the token protest had begun. 
Television news pictures of anti-hunt demonstrations 
used to follow a familiar pattern: hapless police 
pursuing nimble footed demonstrators around vehicles 
and riders. If you were an anti it looked like a good 
low risk day out. The Waterloo though was different. 
Here the heavy police presence was required to protect 
the demonstrators. 

It was an interesting cross section who attended the 
Waterloo. In the privileged members’ parking area 

would be the Rolls Royce of the 
late Lord Leverhulme together 
with vehicles belonging to various 
toffs and gentry. Surrounding his 
lordship et al would be former 
Barnsley miners, various rural 
types, an Irish contingent, gypsies 
and Asians from Preston. The 
Hunza hat of the North West 
Frontier could be as common a 
sight as a cloth cap, though the 
wearers did tend to avoid the beer 
tent. 

Doubtless the heavy police 
presence was prompted by 
memories of an occasion back 
in the eighties when a group of 
demonstrators were able to break 
away and launch a kamikaze 
invasion of the course. The 
antis learnt in a painful way the 

difference between working class field sports followers 
and the mounted toffs they’d been used to tormenting. 
As a consequence the police considered it prudent to 
allow the demonstrators no closer than earshot before 
bringing them to a halt. There they would stand, 
impotently chanting slogans as spectators emerged 
from the beer tent to watch the fun.

Whilst apologists for coursing have over the years 
tried to make a case for the activity, one senses that 
they made little progress and should the debate be 
renewed then they will have nothing more to offer. 
Their problem in a nutshell is visibility. Many fox 
hunters will admit that they have never been present 
at a kill. They are as unfamiliar with the foxes’ end as 
the average urbanite. Coursing however is played out 
entirely in public view. An unlucky hare dies in front 
of spectators. Should the Hunting Act one day be up 
for repeal then one senses that hare coursing may be 
sacrificed to improve its chances. 
Bill Hartley was a management consultant.

would direct drivers. Within a few minutes you would 
be joining a queue of traffic being directed into a field, 
less than a mile from the main road but somehow 
invisible until now.

The coursing arena was roughly the size of three 
football fields and spectator comfort was entirely 
absent. Wind, rain and sometimes snow flurries would 
blow in from the nearby Irish Sea. Spectators would try 
to ignore the elements and huddle on a raised earthen 
bank, which provided the best vantage point.

Coursing could be intermittent, since hares are 
not inclined to cooperate. The only indication that 
something might be happening soon would be the 
sight of distant figures out in 
the nearby fields waving flags 
in the hope of driving a hare on 
to the course. Crowd interest 
would grow as a hare finally 
seemed to be heading in the right 
direction. Out on the arena a red-
coated slipper would hold two 
greyhounds literally straining 
at their leashes. The slipper had 
the difficult task of releasing two 
excited animals simultaneously 
aware that anything less might 
give one an advantage.

What followed would be over in 
less than thirty seconds. The hare 
would be given a reasonable start 
and hounds released. A greyhound 
can cover a hundred yards in about 
six seconds, soon drawing abreast 
of a hare. However, being much 
smaller the hare has a tighter turning circle and it wasn’t 
unusual to see a greyhound attempting the same only to 
take a tumble. The idea was not to catch but to ‘course’ 
or turn the hare. Hounds were awarded marks for this. 
To the uninitiated it was difficult to tell who was doing 
what as the hare jinked and turned to avoid its pursuers 
and locate an escape route. Amazingly people were 
prepared to bet on the outcome and a bookmaker did 
brisk business. 

Covering a hundred yards so quickly takes a lot 
out of an animal and if the hare survived the first few 
courses intact (and most did) then it would escape. The 
hounds would lose their pace and the hare would head 
for freedom. Unlike the Irish variation with a closed 
course, at the Waterloo the hare always had a chance 
to escape. Being sight hounds once the hare became 
a diminishing speck on the horizon the greyhounds 
quickly lost interest.

By the middle of the day the off-course entertainment 
would get underway. This would be heralded by the 
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The Crank and the Treadmill
The larger the prison population, the lower the crime rate 
Don Beech

According to government statistics, between 
1993 and 2013 the prison population of 
England and Wales almost doubled; from 

about forty-five to eighty four thousand. During the 
same period and against all the expectations of the Left 
the overall recorded crime rate almost halved. In the 
light of this welcome news, Michael Howard’s 1993 
announcement that ‘prison works’, seems to invite 
some reflection on exactly what this might mean. 

Howard’s claim is especially relevant at the present 
time, when only a few 
months ago a multi-
convicted armed robber 
– Michael Wheatley 
or Skull Cracker as he 
is known in criminal 
circles – was on the run 
after absconding from 
the open prison where 
he was being prepared 
for early release. 

Presumably this was 
a reward for reacting 
positively to the non-
judgemental awareness 
training he received 
whilst inside. Notwithstanding his known liking for 
extreme violence – ‘pistol whipping’ is apparently 
a particularly favourite modus operandi – his 
caseworkers were persuaded of his suitability for 
inclusion in ROTL (release on temporary licence); a 
judgement which in the light of the subsequent police 
warning that he is a dangerous criminal and not to 
be approached at any cost, turned out to be less than 
completely sound. But all’s well that ends well, and 
whilst he still found time to knock-over a building 
society and terrify its innocent employees, five days 
into his bid for freedom Wheatley is again behind 
bars where he belongs. Self-evidently prison didn’t 
‘work’, ie, rehabilitate him, nor many others like him 
with similar vicious biographies. Moreover, given 
such high and persistent rates of recidivism – most 
recent figures show that 47 per cent of adults and 73 
per cent of under 18’s are reconvicted within a year 
of release – as things stand delivering reliable public 

safety in such extreme cases by means of such risky 
methods as ROTL seems at the very least to be highly 
questionable. Even the Prison Reform Trust – hardly a 
friend to conservatism – recently conceded that ‘prison 
has a poor record for reducing offending’. 

But hope springs eternal. Seeking to rehabilitate 
by means of the modern prison has a long history 
and seems to be deeply ingrained in the Western 
humanist tradition. Originating in the penitentiary 
system introduced across Europe during the mid to 

late 18th century, throughout 
the 19th and 20th centuries 
a preference for punishment 
by educating the mind rather 
than marking the body has 
proliferated. Especially since 
the 1974 Rehabilitation of 
Offenders’ Act, a nominally 
progressive industry has 
grown up – the ‘people 
professions’ – committed 
to making prison ‘work’ in 
these humanistic terms. So 
whereas enforced silence, 
imposed  se rmonis ing , 
walking the treadmill and 

pointlessly cranking the sandbox once served to 
encourage self-examination and personal penitence. 
now, education and personally tailored socialising 
therapies are preferred. In reality the only real debate 
is now about successful delivery – is rehabilitation 
best conducted in the private, public or non-profit 
sector? As in the earliest days of modern penal 
theory, contemporary heirs to thinkers such as Jeremy 
Bentham and Cesare Beccaria seemingly hang on to 
the hope that what goes on in prison will touch their 
clients’ souls and ‘turn them around’.

But deciding whether some policy or other ‘works’ 
or not is not simply a matter of aligning correct method 
with desired political and social objectives. Surely it 
is even more fundamentally about what we accept as 
being true of man before we decide on our projects for 
his or her rehabilitation? Of course, we’re repenting 
creatures and not merely in the religious sense. It goes 
on all around us every day. We ‘think better’ of poorly 
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chosen actions; we ‘change our minds’; we ‘put things 
right’ which we have previously done wrong to self 
and others. But at the same time, most people doing 
the repenting are not criminals and have no formal 
‘previous’. Unlike Mr Wheatley, most of us don’t 
exist on the dark side and don’t need ‘turning around’ 
because we are generally facing in the right direction to 
begin with. Clearly, although all men are fallen, some 
are far more fallen than others. But if this is true, it 
raises the question: what do the ‘people experts’ who 
claim to be able to transform the most fallen amongst 
humanity really know about the soul, the human heart 
or what in our extreme individualistic societies we 
now designate the person? Progressive theories on 
this topic abound. Economistic, Freudian, sociological, 
postmodern – the choices are as bewildering as the 
solutions are viciously contested. But bearing in mind 
the high and stubborn recidivism rates, when it comes 
to the criminal soul we seem to opine much but know 
very little. Clearly, we remain deeply ignorant of what 
man is capable of; both for good and for ill. 

In societies like ours which now overwhelmingly 
privilege the scientific worldview, refusing to admit 
how complex and mysterious the motivations of man 
really are illustrates the greatest of the many dangers 
of progressive modernity – its hubris. But from its 
inception, in its unwarranted scientific pretensions, 
criminology has been guilty of precisely this. So, at 
the outset, Bentham’s utilitarian calculus assumed the 
causality of man’s inner preference for pleasure over 
pain. Loitering in the prisons of Naples studying the 
shapes and sizes of convicts’ heads, eyebrows and 
ears led Lombroso to the causality of heredity. The 
Webbs’ Fabian eugenics promised to improve society 
and man by finding ‘the causes of things’ (the motto 
of the LSE) within external determinations such as 
economic relations and oppressive social structures 
(wicked capitalism, obviously). It goes on and on. In 
the 1960’s a particularly idiotic current of sociological 
criminology going under the rubric of ‘labelling theory’ 
even traced causes of crime not to the decisions of 
criminals but to those responsible for making the laws! 
And as recently as April this year a well advertised 
BBC Radio 4 programme The Crime Conundrum 
confidently reported the discovery of the price of 
goods, level of boredom, necessities of age, and even 
the amount of lead in petrol as having ‘substantial 
causal effects on crime’. In a classic liberal triumph 
of abstract hopes over concrete common-sense and 
experience, the people professions and their media 
supporters remain beset by this fantasy of causation 
and, let’s be honest, the abuse of scientific language 
where it doesn’t belong. 

So, seemingly imagining the person of the criminal 

as a kind of particle whose behaviour is determined by 
objective forces, in 1997 Tony Blair weighed into the 
debate by promising to be tough not only on crime but 
also ‘on the causes of crime’. But what on earth could 
he possibly have been thinking of here? After all, as any 
17 year-old physics student will tell you, post-Aristotle, 
a (Newtonian) cause is not actually something even 
Tony Blair can be ‘tough on’; a cause just is. Causes are 
constant and can’t give rise to varying effects. Where 
causes pertain, effects are preordained and hence can’t 
be otherwise – the perpendicular fall of the apple for 
example. In the material reality of nature, which, after 
all is the only object real science claims to address, a 
causal force cannot be wished away, dispensed with 
or ‘addressed’ no matter how unwelcome it may be. 
Strictly speaking therefore, if Wheatley’s bad ways 
are shown to be the effect of a cause, then surely, 
in the logic of science, he is irredeemable! Self-
evidently the people professions choose to ignore 
the fact that although man is part of nature, in the 
abyss of their creativity for evil that marks the likes 
of Mr Wheatley’s thoughts and actions, man has also 
cheated determination by it. And until neuroscience 
tells us otherwise this will remain the case.

So, whilst authority can and should remain open-
minded on the uses of rehabilitation, it seems more 
sensible that policy ought to depend more on what we 
know for sure – that a correlation between the size of 
the prison population and falling levels of crime now 
exists – than on what we can never know about man 
and the ‘true’ causes of his wrong-doing. If feeling 
more collars and filling more cells continues to bear 
positively on the level of recorded crime, we will 
be able to say with Howard that prison does indeed 
‘work’. After all, in contrast to £200,000 per year for 
a single abandoned child, at £40,000 (for ‘hotel’ and 
containment services but excluding prisoner education 
and therapy) the cost of keeping us safe from Mr 
Wheatley and his like starts to look a bargain!

Don Beech is a sociologist
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The Teacher’s Tale
Now that 11 year olds sit on interview boards for new teachers is there 
any future in education?
Anonymous

Four years ago, Nigel Stanton made the biggest 
mistake of his teaching career: he quit his job 
teaching maths in a London comprehensive. 

It wasn’t too bad as schools go these days, yet most 
of the teachers avoided the corridors during breaks. 
Nigel’s traditional approach to teaching and discipline 
was contrary to school policy, but he was popular with 
pupils and parents alike. Even more to the point, all of 
his pupils got excellent exam results. 

His decision to leave was 
prompted by the arrival 
of a new head, a ‘vibrant’ 
young woman with a PhD in 
Education from Cambridge. 
Like all ambitious education 
professionals, she was more 
than capable of thinking 
three impossible things 
before breakfast. One of 
her first innovations was 
to give pupils the right to 
complain if a lesson was 
boring – the pupil and the 
accused teacher would be 
summoned to answer the 
charge in her office. Nigel 
was sure this would never 
happen to him – any pupil 
who ratted on him would 
be sent to Coventry by the 
rest of his pupils. But this 
fact alone put his position at 
risk: in her heart of hearts, 
the trendy new head almost certainly knew that Nigel 
commanded more loyalty than she could ever hope 
to inspire.

Nigel had never before had a problem finding a 
new teaching post – maths teachers were always in 
demand. However, New Labour had doubled education 
spending in real terms, supporting a new army of 
qualified teachers charged with implementing their 
flagship programme, Every Child Matters (ECM). 

When Michael Gove turned off the tap, many of these 
teachers were made redundant and were forced to apply 
for jobs that actually involved teaching – for most of 
them, it was either that or a job in a call centre. 

Considering his ability to get excellent exam results, 
Nigel thought he would still be in demand. However, 
his salary had crept up over the years, and now he 
cost almost twice as much to employ as a newly 
qualified teacher. As he soon discovered, money 

was very tight and there is 
now a gross over-supply 
of teachers – even maths 
teachers. For the next two 
years he did agency work, 
mostly covering for teachers 
on ‘medical’ leave. Every 
time he took on a new set 
of pupils, he could easily 
imagine the relief of the 
teacher being relieved.

At one school – one which 
had an excellent reputation 
and a long waiting list – 
two of his Year 10 pupils 
turned up ten minutes late 
for his class, slammed their 
bags on their desks and 
shouted out to their mates. 
He quietly confronted them 
and threatened to phone 
their parents if they didn’t 
behave. They calmed down 
a bit, but continued to make 

little challenges. Much to everyone’s surprise, Nigel 
actually made good his threat, and within minutes the 
news had been texted around the school. At the end of 
the class a nervous secretary came in waving an inch-
thick wodge of paper and said, ‘Mister Stanton, you 
can’t just phone parents like that – you have to follow 
procedures! It’s all in our behaviour management 
policy’. 

At the end of the school day, the department head 
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came to talk about the situation and Nigel calmly told 
him that if his actions were unacceptable, he would 
leave – effective immediately. He knew that exams 
were two months away, and his Year 11 pupils needed 
a lot of work if they were to make even a passable 
showing. He also knew that the great majority of 
supply teachers make little or no effort to teach. The 
department head – whose copybook would be seriously 
blotted by a sudden rash of Es and Fs in maths – said 
he’d sort it out. Nigel had already thrown the behaviour 
management policy in the bin. 

The following day, the original miscreants sat quietly 
down to work, and another pupil kicked off. Nigel went 
over to his desk and whispered, ‘You see your friends 
over there – I phoned their parents yesterday. Would 
you like me to phone yours?’

Nigel might have carried 
on working for agencies 
i nde f in i t e l y  –  supp ly 
teachers may not have any 
job security, pensions or 
benefits, but at least they are 
spared all the meetings. But 
when his wife lost her job a 
year ago, he decided that the 
meetings were a price worth 
paying for their daughter’s schooling. One of the dirty 
little secrets of the teaching profession is that a fair 
few teachers in comprehensive schools educate their 
children privately – they know only too well what the 
alternative is like, even in the ‘better’ schools. 

At Nigel’s first interview, the panel included two 
Year 11 pupils – nothing unusual since the introduction 
of ECM. One of them asked him if he could perform 
Michael Jackson’s ‘Moonwalk’ (don’t ask). Without 
thinking, he dismissively answered ‘Of course not’, 
immediately regretting it. Nonetheless, he got the job: 
as he later discovered, his refusal to truckle to the little 
toe rag impressed some of the school governors who 
were less than enthusiastic about the new concept of 
‘student voice’ embodied in ECM.

ECM was launched in 2003, ostensibly in reaction to 
the death of Victoria Climbie, but in reality to comply 
to the UN Convention on the Rights of the Child. This 
treaty, which came into force in 1990, has been ratified 
by every nation save the United States (ironically, the 
country largely responsible for its contents), Somalia 
and South Sudan. In essence, it charges governments 
to regulate virtually every aspect of childhood; despite 
lip-service paid to families, it effectively places 
government between parents and their children. 
Children, it would seem, can do no wrong – quite 
unlike the adults they will eventually become. Nowhere 

in this cumbersome document will you find any 
suggestion that rights carry responsibilities. 

Perhaps the most mischievous of its provisions 
is article 12, which enshrines children’s right to 
‘participate in decisions that affect them’. Prior to 
the launch of ECM, the UN Committee on the Rights 
of the Child (UNCRC) – which is charged with 
implementation of the Convention – complained that 
in the UK:

...there has been no consistent incorporation of the 
obligations of article 12 in legislation for example ....
in education ... school children are not systematically 
consulted in matters that affect them.

No doubt UNCRC has sternly admonished Pakistan 
and Saudi Arabia for somewhat more violent intrusions 

on children’s rights, but I 
rather doubt they are ready 
to send in the blue berets 
quite yet. Indeed, Britain – 
one of the more complaisant 
countries, as we will see – 
earned nothing more than 
a stern admonishment for 
allowing parents the right to 
use ‘reasonable chastisement’ 

when their children misbehave. UNCRC condemned 
this as ‘a serious violation of the dignity of the child’. 

Most of the Convention is unenforceable, even in 
countries like the UK where children’s rights advocates 
have a dominant role in education and social services. 
For instance, UNCRC’s interpretation of article 12 
is broad almost to the point of lunacy. In 2009 they 
decided that:

Research shows that the child is able to form views 
from the youngest age, even when she or he may be 
unable to express them verbally. Consequently, full 
implementation of article 12 requires recognition of, 
and respect for, non-verbal forms of communication 
including play, body language, facial expressions, 
and drawing and painting, through which very young 
children demonstrate understanding, choices and 
preferences. 

Already, nursery workers are trained to photograph and 
record children’s ‘non-verbal forms of communication 
including play’, although it is not entirely clear what 
they are supposed to do with the evidence so produced. 
Indeed, the whole project is rendered pointless by 
the fuzziness of the articles and the impossibility of 
determining in advance how one should respond to 
them. There is nothing whatever to prevent a teacher 
from ignoring ‘pupil voice’, very much as Nigel 
Stanton did when asked to demean himself with a bit 

At the end of the class a nervous 
secretary came in waving an inch-
thick wodge of paper and said, 
‘Mister Stanton, you can’t just 
phone parents like that – you have 
to follow procedures! It’s all in our 
behaviour management policy’. 
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of ‘dad dancing’. Nothing except the possibility of 
being without a job.

Pointless or not, article 12 provides our educators 
with a legal fig leaf for their utopian empire-building 
activities. All schools, including Academies and ‘Free 
Schools’, are required to have at least 22 policies 
designed to save teachers and heads the trouble of 
thinking for themselves. Technically, schools can 
write these policies to suit their ethos, but they must 
conform to a rigid format prescribed by the DofE – as 
we discovered when we attempted to open the Phoenix 
Free School. After I submitted a draft of our policy for 
special educational needs (SEN), the DofE replied:

There is no reference to children and young people 
being at the core of decision making and discussions 
about themselves. Is this intentional? There are no 
references to children and young people helping 
with policy developments, and efforts made to secure 
the views over the decisions that are important to 
them. We would see this as important to include 
in the principles section 
and indeed throughout the 
document.

I replied: ‘This omission 
is deliberate and it is at the 
heart of the Phoenix project. 
Although we specifically 
believe that children should 
be encouraged to make 
choices where they have the 
maturity and capacity to do 
so – such as in the choice 
of optional subjects, sport and enrichment activities 
– we do not believe that the wishes of the pupil are 
necessarily a good guide to their education. If we 
really believed this were the case, education would 
not be compulsory, nor would we be raising the school 
leaving age to 18 (a measure which I expect will prove 
impossible to enforce). We already have a situation 
where almost 7 per cent of England’s secondary school 
pupils are persistent truants.’ 

‘Learning basic skills, which is at the heart of most 
SEN instruction, is a crucial point. When pupils reach 
secondary school with poor literacy or numeracy 
skills, a significant percentage of them will regard any 
remedial instruction as both humiliating and useless. 
If we were to routinely consult them, we would either 
have to ignore their wishes or condemn them to a life 
at the margins of society. I am aware of the extent to 
which interpretations of ECM and the UN Convention 
on the Rights of the Child have influenced policy, but 
it is a question of where we draw the line between 
legitimate adult authority and children’s rights. From 

the media response we have had, it would appear that 
a substantial percentage of the population would agree 
with our contention that it is in no one’s interests to 
grant children ‘rights’ when they are neither capable of 
understanding the consequences of their impulses (eg, 
‘sexting’ and indiscreet entries on social networks) nor 
the responsibilities that accompany rights. Although 
the Phoenix ethos strongly favours encouraging 
children to make decisions that affect their lives and 
the lives of others, this only becomes possible to the 
extent that the pupil has the maturity and knowledge 
to make informed and moral choices. Requiring that 
they be consulted irrespective of this is a step we will 
not undertake unless forced to do so by law.’

To which the Department replied: 
This stance will be contradicted by the new SEN 
code of practice that will shortly be released for 
consultation to compliment [sic] the Children 
and Families Bill, which will come into effect by 
September 2014. The points raised in the initial 

feedback will be required 
by law and formalizes 
what is already expected 
in the current code. The 
department would find it 
troubling if Phoenix were to 
treat this as an imposition to 
be paid lip service and failed 
to embrace the spirit of the 
new code once it becomes a 
statutory requirement.

In fact the DofE found our 
whole approach to running a school so troubling that 
our project was cancelled at the end of February this 
year. 

Ironically, when children were actually consulted in 
a survey just conducted by Teach First and Pearson, 76 
per cent responded that they wanted stricter discipline. 
Often, children have more sense than we give them 
credit for: they know that they are the victims when 
adults abnegate their authority, leaving the field clear 
for disruptive pupils and bullies. That is why teachers 
like Nigel Stanton are invariably popular, and why we 
remember them long after all of our other teachers have 
faded from memory. 

‘Anonymous’ was sent to us without an address. As it 
obviously comes from a teacher and such is the grip 
of left wing orthodoxy on the profession,  that teachers 
can endanger their careers by publishing right wing 
views, we decided to publish it without an author. Nigel 
Stanton is an assumed name.

At Nigel’s first interview, the panel 
included two Year 11 pupils – nothing 
unusual since the introduction of 
ECM. One of them asked him if he 
could perform Michael Jackson’s 
‘Moonwalk’ (don’t ask). Without 
thinking, he dismissively answered ‘Of 
course not’, immediately regretting it. 

back to  contents page



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 201422Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

From Tea Boy to President
The Indian Election of 2014 
Christie Davies

The BJP, the Bharatiya Janata Party, the Hindu 
nationalist party led by Narendra Modi, 
won an overwhelming victory in the Indian 

election of 2014. Modi, the new Prime Minister of 
India, now commands a large majority in the Indian 
parliament. By contrast the Indian National Congress, 
the Congress Party, which came to power at the time 
of Indian independence in 1947 and has provided most 
of India’s governments since, suffered a humiliating 
defeat, gaining only 44 seats out of 543 in the Lok 
Sabha – its worst performance ever. It was a landslide 
victory for Narendra Modi who had campaigned for a 
return to growth and prosperity in India through free 
enterprise and unfettered capitalism and the opening up 
of the Indian economy 
to foreign trade and 
investment, a policy 
h e  s u c c e s s f u l l y 
employed when Chief 
Minister of the Indian 
state of Gujarat from 
2001 to 2014. 

T h e  C o n g r e s s 
Party’s main platform, 
despite its lengthy 
manifesto, indeed 
a l m o s t  i t s  o n l y 
platform, was that its 
leader, Rahul Gandhi, 
was the son of the 
assassinated Prime Minister Rajiv Gandhi, the grandson 
of Mrs Indira Gandhi, another assassinated Prime 
Minister of India, and great grandson of Jawaharlal 
Nehru, India’s very first Prime Minister and before that 
leader of the Indian independence movement. Nothing 
like keeping it in the family. Dynasties are usually 
associated with autocratic monarchies and it is a mark 
of how fossilised Congress has become that it is still 
dependent on the hereditary principle. Sonia Gandhi, 
Rahul’s mother, Rajiv’s widow and the daughter of an 
Italian fascist, who had led the opposition from 1999 
when the BJP was last in office, was asked by Congress 
to be Prime Minister when they won the election of 
2004. She chose instead to be Party President and has 
held the office for fifteen years. Congress will no doubt 
in time bounce back after this defeat but it may be the 

end of the road for the Nehru-Gandhi dynasty.
Modi does not come from a privileged background. 

Like Mrs Thatcher he comes from a family of grocers 
and unlike Nehru, that elevated Kashmiri Brahmin, 
he belongs to a disadvantaged caste. He began life as 
chai wallah, selling tea at a railway station. He is a 
self-made man, with an extra-mural degree from Delhi 
University, unlike the Nehru dynasty, most of whom 
were educated at Trinity College, Cambridge, except 
for Mrs Gandhi who had to leave Somerville College, 
Oxford, after she failed her first year exams.

Modi is now seeking to eradicate the disastrous 
economic legacy of the former ruling dynasty, a task 
begun in 1991 by P V Narasimhao Rao. Rao became 

the first long serving 
C o n g r e s s  P r i m e 
M i n i s t e r  f r o m 
outside the dynasty 
after Rajiv Gandhi’s 
assassination just 
be fo re  the  1991 
elect ions.  I t  was 
R a o  w h o  b e g a n 
d i s m a n t l i n g  t h e 
s o c i a l i s t  I n d i a 
created by Nehru. 
The socialist era, 
1947-91, was one of 
economic stagnation; 
many Asian nations 

enjoyed rapid economic growth but India, isolated 
from the world economy and world trade, did not. It 
meant grinding poverty for a majority of Indians and 
corrupt gains for those with access to government 
power, especially those having influence with Congress 
politicians. It was a planned economy known as the 
‘permit/licence Raj’. A businessman could not make 
an investment, import an item or change the salary 
of a senior manager without getting permission from 
some ill-informed, often ill-paid official. Those who 
got the licences and permits enjoyed a valuable private 
monopoly so it was well worth bribing the officials 
who handed them out or the politicians who controlled 
them. I can remember travelling by train from Bombay 
to Gujarat in January 1974 in a compartment whose 
other occupants were all senior Indian businessmen. 
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Their conversation for several hours was exclusively 
about their experiences of corruption and nepotism in 
government. The Poles during their own experience of 
socialism used to describe such conversations as ‘filthy 
togetherness’. Even Mrs Gandhi and her elder son and 
heir apparent, Sanjay, had at that time been accused of 
corruption in the Maruti scandal and the ‘Nagarwala 
mystery’. At one point the highest rate of income tax 
in India was 97.5 per cent. Tax evasion and corruption 
were inevitable and utterly necessary to the continued 
functioning of this mad economy, the English Fabian 
dream of Soviet planning in a democratic society.

By 1991 India was nearly bankrupt, almost without 
foreign exchange reserves and unable to borrow. Rao 
brought in Dr Manmohan Singh (later to become 
Prime Minister), an Oxford-trained economist without 
political connections, as his finance minister and 
they began the dismantling of the restrictions of the 
Nehru-Gandhi era that had crippled the economy. 
Regulations were scrapped and tariffs and tax rates 
drastically lowered. There was an immediate influx 
of foreign investment and Indian economic growth 
soon became one of the highest in the world. Indian 
gross domestic product nearly doubled during the next 
decade and there was a marked improvement in literacy 
rates, particularly among girls. Only China grew 
faster, mainly because that country showed greater 
determination in dumping its socialistic economy. 
Critics have claimed that the situation of the rural poor 
has not much improved and point out that in general 
they still lack proper sanitation and medical care. The 
question then is, ‘why was there so little improvement 
in the position of the poor during the long night of 
Nehru socialism?’

Recently the Indian economy has been flagging and 
there is considerable impatience with India’s inefficient 
paper-pushing central bureaucracy. Modi has promised 
to tackle these problems with more market reforms, 
further opening up the Indian economy to the world. 
President Obama and Mr Cameron have rushed to 
congratulate him on his victory in the hope that their 
countries will gain from the new opportunities and 
have asked him to visit them. They really are a pair 
of humbugs. Until it had become clear that he was 
going to win the 2014 election, Modi was banned 
from visiting America and boycotted by Britain. The 
reason given was Modi’s alleged complicity in the 
communal riots in Gujarat in 2002, shortly after Modi 
had become Chief Minister of the state, riots in which 
several hundred Muslims were killed. 

Modi has been absolved of blame, though it is likely 
that some senior members of his Hindu nationalist 
party and administration were involved. The accusation 
against Modi is largely a smear tactic used by the 

leaders of the Congress party. It is utter hypocrisy 
on their part, given the heavy involvement of senior 
Congress officials in the widespread and organized 
massacres of Sikhs after Indira Gandhi was killed by 
her Sikh bodyguard in 1984. Congress party officials 
gave the mobs lists of the addresses of Sikh homes 
and businesses and even provided them with kerosene 
to burn their premises down and kill the inhabitants. 
The police did not intervene and thousands of Sikhs 
were slaughtered. Given his stated indifference to the 
violence, why was Rajiv Gandhi, who had succeeded 
his mother, not pilloried in the way that Modi has been?

Congress’s main motive in smearing Modi has been 
to gain Muslim votes. Congress’s main electoral ploy 
has always been to appease the leaders of a variety of 
regional groups, castes and religious bodies in return for 
votes – the ‘vote bank’ policy. In particular, Congress 
seeks to woo Muslims to vote for it rather than for one 
of their own religious parties. It has done this through 
its policy of ‘pseudo-secularism’; distancing itself 
from India’s core Hindu identity, while making major 
concessions to Muslim demands, notably in regard 
to personal law. Whereas successive governments 
have thoroughly reformed and modernised Hindu law 
concerning marriage and inheritance, thus improving 
the position of Hindu women, Congress has done 
nothing for Muslim women, on whom the oppressive 
provisions of Sharia law are still imposed. It makes 
a nonsense of their claim to be a secular party, one 
upholding the secularism enshrined in the Indian 
constitution. 

A flagrant instance of this kind of appeasement 
occurred during Rajiv Gandhi’s premiership in 1986. 
A wealthy Muslim lawyer decided to take a much 
younger second wife, as Muslims are entitled to do, 
and subsequently threw his original wife and her five 
children out of the family home. In 1978 he stopped 
supporting the first wife and her children, rendering 
them destitute, so she went to the secular courts to 
ask for maintenance. Her husband now unilaterally 
divorced her under the provisions of Sharia law and 
said that she was no longer his responsibility. The case 
went to the Indian Supreme Court which ruled that 
he had to pay maintenance. The Muslims protested 
vigorously at the legal interpretation of Islamic tradition 
by non-Muslims and at the use of civil law to over-
rule Sharia. In order to gain Muslim votes at the next 
election Rajiv Gandhi and his Congress government 
passed the Muslim Women (Protection of Rights on 
Divorce) Act 1986 which nullified the Supreme Court’s 
decision and decreed that a woman divorced by her 
husband was only allowed maintenance for 90 days, 
the precise time allotted under Islamic law. Only the 
BJP protested against this unjust legislation, calling it 
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an appeasement of the Muslim leadership in order to 
buy votes.

Yet in the 2014 election campaign Congress had the 
impudence to denounce Modi and his party for denting 
‘India’s secular reputation’. It is unlikely that the new 
BJP government will do anything so outrageous in 
support of a religious anachronism like the Congress 
party’s upholding of Sharia law. No doubt they will 
make more use of Hindu symbols and rituals on public 
occasions and assert the Hindu identity of India but 
what is wrong with that? It is what Britain does or ought 
to do in respect of Christianity. Hinduism has been the 
ancient religion of India for thousands of years and is 
the begetter of the religions of the Buddhists, Jains and 
Sikhs. It is what makes India distinctive and gives it its 
national identity. Islam by contrast is an alien religion 
brought to India by conquest and imposed by force. 

Muslims as individuals must be given the same 
rights as all other Indian citizens but there can be no 
place for collective Muslim support for legal apartheid 
in the twenty-first century. A directive principle built 

into the Indian Constitution says that there should be 
a single civil code for all communities, but successive 
Congress governments while supporting it in principle 
have been too dependent on Muslim votes and fearful 
of Muslim ire to implement it. Ironically the BJP, an 
explicitly Hindu party, may do so because it does not 
need and will never gain substantial Muslim support. 
A ban on cow slaughter would be a small price to pay 
for such a reform of personal law.

But first Modi must deliver on economic freedom, 
the only possible road to Indian prosperity. Modi as a 
member of a disadvantaged caste is probably shrewd 
enough also to realise that the large, free impersonal 
market places of capitalism are the places where the 
rigidities and inequities of caste are most likely to be 
dissolved.
Christie Davies was a visiting scholar in India in 
1973-4. He has been a frequent visitor to India, most 
recently earlier this year.
Picture of burning ghat courtesy of Dr Stevenson

Most of the criticism of wind turbines until now 
has, with every justification, been directed 
at their economic folly and spectacular 

inefficiency. They only work when the wind blows 
above 7 mph; in a good year they typically operate at 
a quarter of their stated capacity, and they shut down 
when the wind blows too hard – typically in excess of 
50 mph. And for the vast tracts of land they take up, 
they also have a low power density, producing only 
1.2 watts per square metre – compared with 53 watts 
per square metre for a gas power station. In a small 
country like Britain, what a criminal waste of space!

What then is the point of building them? 
The answer is that their installation is entirely 

subsidy- and penalty-driven. Power-producers are 
required by law to produce a growing percentage of 
their output from renewables or pay someone else to 
do so. Some may shrug their shoulders and accept 
the official explanation that this is the price we pay 
for preventing future global warming, through the 
reduction of carbon emissions. This is based on the 
mistaken assumption that intermittent renewables are 

Wind Turbines: Even Worse 
Than We Feared
Russell Lewis

a better way to reduce CO2 than gas or nuclear power. 
But as the penetration of intermittent renewables rises, 
the only way they can be accommodated for backup 
when the blades are not turning requires an unseen 
armada of mobile and dirty diesel generators to quickly 
match power demand, whose emissions make a joke 
of the professed aim of CO2 reduction.

The good news is that the tide is turning. The Prime 
Minister – or someone close to him – made a famous 
outburst about ‘green crap’ and seems finally to have 
realized that people don’t like ballooning fuel bills. 
Some also have the most powerful of reasons for hating 
them in terms of pounds, shillings and pence. There is 
mounting evidence that the proximity of wind turbines 
threatens the value of your property. Not long ago, a 
study by the London School of Economics showed 
that the value of homes close to wind farms could be 
slashed by 11 per cent. 

There may be even more extreme consequences. 
There have been cases in America where an individual 
possessing a home near a wind farm found that it was 
unsellable. All this is without even considering the 

back to  contents page
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report that claims that only one in ten wind farm fires 
are reported. The real number has been about 1500, 
including one in North Ayrshire in 2011 in which a 300 
foot turbine was burnt out. In general, the report says, 
these fires tend to be ‘catastrophic’ – ie the end of the 
turbine and a total loss to the taxpayer and the investor.

There are other very good reasons why people don’t 
fancy having a wind turbine near their home. 

Scientific studies have shown that wind farm noise 
harms sleep and health, causing headaches, anxiety 
and stress. Apparently it is not what you can hear 
that does the damage, but what you can’t. Known 
as the infrasound, or low frequency noise, is what 
does the physiological damage. 
This is perhaps the main factor 
in the rise of anti-wind energy 
groups of which there are now 
400 in Europe. They are well 
represented even in Denmark – 
often considered the Mecca of 
wind energy enthusiasts. The 
consensus among the opponents 
of wind turbines is that they 
should be located at least two 
kilometres from any residence. 
No such requirements however 
exist in the UK. 

 Wind  tu rb ines  a re  no t 
merely damaging to humans  
paradoxically for environmentalists, they are lethal to 
wildlife. According to the research group SEO/Birdlife 
in Spain alone, these avian death traps kill 18 million 
birds and bats every year. Of course it’s not that easy to 
measure, because to use the jargon, you can’t account 
for ‘scavenger removal’ – and offshore at sea, well, 
pick a number. 

The unfortunate thing is that birds, particularly 
rare-ish soaring birds like eagles, disorientated by the 
artificial change in air currents from wind turbines, or 
migrating flocks blindly following each other and a 
magnetic field, are very prone to get the chop. 

 In America there has always been official concern 
about protecting rare and valuable species of birds like 
the bald eagle. The Obama administration, which has 
been active in prosecuting oil, gas and other businesses 
for harming protected bird species, has turned a blind 
eye to the deaths of the same creatures caused by wind 
turbines. 

It’s a tragedy then that the Royal Society for the 
Protection of Birds is far too committed to policies 
aimed at protecting the planet against global warming 
at the end of the century to make a fuss about the 
appalling massacre of birds by wind turbines in the 
present day. The situation is even worse for bats, for 

which there is much protective legislation to conserve 
them as they breed very slowly. That is why the finding 
that German turbines slay three million bats a year is 
particularly worrying for nature lovers. For bats, their 
final moments are different to birds and this type of 
death is known as barotrauma. They are attracted to 
turbines as they think they look like tall trees from 
which to attract a mate. But on approach, the dramatic 
change in air pressure near the turbine blades gives 
them the bends and may cause their lungs to explode. 

As if all that wasn’t bad enough, wind turbines are 
not only dangerous but ugly and ever more of a blot 
on the landscape. The latest extra-large version is as 

tall as the London Eye! 
Studies show that they are 

driving tourists away from the 
loveliest parts of our countryside. 
Over two-thirds of those surveyed 
were put off visiting Scotland 
by wind farms. The Scottish 
Nationalists have particular 
reason to be worried because it 
is their announced intention to 
produce 100 per cent of Scotland’s 
electricity from wind power. The 
trouble with this policy – apart 
from its economic insanity – is 
that, since the wind farms are 
generally at a long distance 

from their market in the urban areas, their pernicious 
growth must mean swathes of the countryside being 
populated with pylons, making the landscape even 
more unappealing to visitors and odious to the locals. 

One might expect that all landowners would 
heartily welcome the boon offered them by the 
hugely subsidised wind farms. However The Duke of 
Northumberland, the biggest landowner in England, 
who owns 100,000 acres, has no time for wind farms 
and refuses to have a single wind turbine on his domain. 
The Crown Estate also has large acreages suitable for 
wind farms, but Prince Philip has expressed strong 
opposition to them. He told a wind farm developer 
that wind farms were absolutely useless, completely 
reliant on subsidy and an absolute disgrace. ‘You don’t 
believe in fairy stories do you?’ he asked Mr Wilmar 
of Infinergy, who expressed surprise at the Prince’s 
very frank views. 

I really can’t think of anyone I’m happier to have 
trumping my detestation of these evil, misbegotten 
and inhuman machines.

Russell Lewis was a journalist on the Daily Mail.

back to  contents page
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Reputations — 44 
François Mitterrand
Christie Davies

François Mitterand, President of France from 
1981 until 1995, was a scoundrel. That is all you 
need to know about him. The rest is interesting 

detail, which casts light not just on his murky political 
career but on the dire consequences of his policies, not 
just for France but for Britain and Europe.

Mitterrand’s earliest political affiliation in the 
1930s was with the VN, les Volontaires Nationaux, 
the National Volunteers, a group with strong fascist 
connections. He was photographed attending various 
demonstrations for fascist Italy and against the 
employment in France of foreign doctors, many of 
them Jewish refugees. Some of his friends and family 
were involved with the Cagoule, a French terrorist 
organization funded by Mussolini.

Not surprisingly Mitterrand was given a wartime 
administrative post under the Vichy regime, and was 
awarded la Francisque, Vichy’s highest medal for 
civilians. He later denied it saying he had only accepted 
it as a cover for his resistance sympathies. In 1942, 
once it became clear that the Nazis would lose the war, 
Mitterrand did contact the Resistance, to ensure that 
he had a foot in both camps. He later ratted on Vichy, 
joined the Resistance and went to London, to make sure 
he ended up on the winning side. He used this tactic 
throughout his career. Nonetheless Mitterrand revered 
Pétain all his life and, until it became too dangerous, 
kept close ties with his Vichy associates, whose past 
excesses he excused. The most notorious of these was 
René Bousquet, the Secretary General of the Vichy 
police, who had organized the arrest of French Jews and 
their deportation to the death camps. Bousquet, by then 
a wealthy financier, funded Mitterrand’s presidential 
campaign in 1974. After Mitterrand was elected 
President in 1981 this Vichy ex-police chief who had 
deported Jewish children to their death, was a regular 
visitor at the Elysée palace and one of Mitterrand’s 
closest political advisors. Mitterrand only dropped him 
in 1986 when it was clear that he was going to be put 
on trial for his role in the Holocaust.

Mitterrand’s defenders claim that he was a convert 
from fascism to socialism, neglecting the close 
similarity between these two forms of anti-capitalist 
collectivism. Bousquet described himself as a 
‘radical socialist’. There are marked continuities with 
Mitterand’s fascist past, notably his consistent pursuit 

of a powerful centralized state run by unaccountable 
functionaries, whether employed by France or by the 
EU. In 1981-83 President Mitterrand nationalized 
several major French industrial groups, including 
computers and pharmaceuticals and the 36 biggest 
French banks and under him the State took a large 
shareholding in many other companies. In total 2,000 
enterprises came under State control. He was the 
complete corporatist, opposed to the free market and 
to Anglo-American individualism. Mitterrand’s other 
fascist quality was his disregard for legality and his 
willingness to go outside the law and resort to force. 
As Minister of the Interior in 1954-55 and Justice 
Minister in 1956-57, he authorized the use of torture 
and usually refused to commute death sentences 
imposed on Algerian insurgents. 

In 1985 French agents blew up the Greenpeace 
ship, the Rainbow Warrior, in Auckland harbour, 
New Zealand, sinking the ship and killing Portuguese 
photographer Fernando Pereira. Greenpeace is a 
mendacious outfit, but on this occasion it had a 
point. Long after other countries had abandoned the 
atmospheric testing of atomic weapons, the French 
carried out another 41 tests at the Polynesian atoll of 
Moruroa between 1966 and 1974. They only stopped 
in 1974 because the New Zealand government sent two 
frigates, HMNZS Canterbury and HMNZS Otago, to 
the scene. The French now drilled a shaft 800 yards 
deep into the volcanic rock beneath the atoll, but one 
of their nuclear bombs got stuck half way down before 
exploding and caused a landslide and a tsunami. There 
were and are fears that the trapped radioactive material 
in the atoll will leak into the sea. So Greenpeace 
decided to sail a flotilla of small ships to the atoll, led 
by the Rainbow Warrior.

Mitterrand was worried by this development, 
because he feared it would encourage protests from the 
inhabitants of the French- governed Polynesian islands; 
they were not happy about being used as a testing 
ground. Sending out a gunboat would make matters 
worse, so Mitterrand set up a secret act of sabotage 
within the harbour of another sovereign country. Two 
French frogmen would quietly attach a couple of limpet 
bombs to the hull of the ship and ‘boom’ – all France’s 
troubles would be over. Admiral Pierre Lacoste, the 
head of French Intelligence, assured Mitterrand that it 
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could be done without trace and without ‘France being 
implicated’. The French called the scheme Opération 
Satanique ; they don’t do irony.

Then it went wrong. The French hitmen got away 
but the vigilant New Zealand police caught two other 
members of the team of saboteurs; they both pleaded 
guilty to manslaughter and wilful damage and were 
sentenced to ten years imprisonment. Mitterrand 
now came to the rescue. He forced the hapless New 
Zealanders to release the two captured criminals, 
Captain Dominique Prieur and Commandant Alain 
Mafart, into French custody by threatening that he 
would block New Zealand’s exports to the then EEC. 
In 1986 New Zealand’s earnings from the export of 
butter and lamb to the UK were still important to 
its economy, but Mitterrand knew that the EEC was 
willing to be an instrument of French policy. The New 
Zealanders agreed that the two prisoners could serve 
their entire sentences in a French military prison on 
Hao in French Polynesia. Within two years they were 
both back in Paris. Mafart was promoted to Colonel and 
the by then pregnant Dominique to Commandant; both 
received decorations for their services to the French 
state. Mitterrand had, not for the first time, showed his 
great mastery of duplicity. He entered into and failed to 
honour the deal with New Zealand while concealing his 
own direct involvement. This was revealed by Admiral 
Lacoste after Mitterrand’s death

Mitterrand was as willing to use dirty tricks in his 
own personal interest as in that of his country. He 
set up a special presidential unit, outside the regular 
security services and without judicial supervision, 
to tap the phones of journalists, authors and other 
politicians. By this means he sought to outwit and 
silence by systematic state harassment those who 
might investigate details of his Vichy career, or of 
his corrupt deals with businessmen, who in return 
for political favours paid for the high maintenance 
costs of his numerous mistresses, who included his 
Prime Minister Edith Cresson; and of his poor state 
of health during his second presidential term. They 
might even reveal the existence of his illegitimate 
daughter Mazarine Pingeot, paid for by the taxpayer. 
Mazarine’s mother lived just round the corner from 
Mitterand and his very French ménage á trois, where 
in the 1970s he shared his home and his wife Danielle 
with her lover Jean Balenci, always referred to as a 
distant cousin of the family. It was a way to explain 
his presence at breakfast time, rather like Pike’s Uncle 
Arthur. After Mitterrand’s death the members of his 
cell of phone tappers were prosecuted, but during his 
time as President their activities were a ‘classified 
secret’. He granted amnesties to many of his aides 

under investigation for corruption, particularly about 
the financing of his Socialist Party. 

Mitterrand died as he had lived with a final act of 
illegal sybaritic indulgence. For his last supper he 
ate ortolans, the tiny songbirds of the south west of 
France, so rare and in danger of extinction that they 
must be protected by French legislation carrying out 
a European decree. Poachers blind the captured birds 
and for a fortnight they are force fed with millet, grapes 
and figs and then drowned in Armagnac liqueur before 
being eaten whole – bones, guts and all. Cruelty in the 
pursuit of gross pleasures and a contemptuous defiance 
of the laws of his own country and of the EC sums up 
the man and his life.

The current French Prime Minister, Manuel Valls, 
‘Manuel from Barcelona’, is now pleading with the 
European Central Bank to devalue the Euro and give 
the battered French economy more time to adjust to 
the new fiscal discipline. The European institutions that 
Mitterand created are forcing France to cut government 
spending and make its sclerotic labour market more 
flexible. Such measures are reversing the limitless 
handouts and crippling restraints on employers that 
were the Mitterrand legacy. By this year France had 
become so uncompetitive that changes were essential, 
but it must be galling for the French that they are 
being forced through so quickly because the Germans 
are worried that they might have to bail out France as 
well as the failed economies of southern Europe. In the 
early days of Mitterrand’s rule the French were able to 
evade the consequences of their lack of international 
competitiveness by devaluing the currency. Now they 
can’t. France is trapped in the straightjacket of the 
Euro and has no control over its monetary policy or 
its exchange rate. France’s final demeaning loss of 
sovereignty means that its fiscal policy is now decided 
somewhere else. 

Mitterrand was the real begetter of the Euro; he 
persuaded Helmut Kohl, the German chancellor, to 
agree to its creation, against the strong advice of his 
own economic advisers. Kohl may have agreed to 
it in exchange for Mitterrand’s support for German 
unification; Mitterrand also provided French funds to 
Kohl’s political party to keep him in power, but the full 
facts remain obscure. Such moves would be in keeping 
with the cynical and dishonest Mitterrand’s way of 
doing business, but we need proof. Even if everything 
was above board, the consequences of this monetary 
move towards closer union have been a disaster for 
Europe and of course for France. The worst thing that 
anyone can say about Mitterrand, despite his lifetime of 
despicable crookery, is that he was strongly committed 
to a United Europe.

back to  contents page
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Roy Kerridge

ETERNAL LIFE

A few weeks ago a national newspaper printed 
a series of articles about so-called near death 
experiences – in which people seem to be on 

the point of dying when they see visions of welcoming 
lights, images of relatives who have themselves died, 
of a garden and even of God or Jesus. Sometimes the 
person having such an experience also sees himself 
having it, as from above his bed or the operating table. 
Many of those visited by a NDE declare firmly that, 
having, as they believe, come so close to death, seen 

Alex Salmond who wants to be the future 
President of the Scottish Republic has stated 
that he finds much to admire in the Russian 

leader, Putin. At the same time Russian aeroplanes 
have been seen flying over Scotland. Bygone Irish 
Republicans were notorious for inviting German aid 
to their cause. In St Stephen’s Green, Dublin there is 
a monument donated by Germany thanking the Irish 
for their help during the last war. Fortunately, good 
old-fashioned Irishmen enlisted in the British Army 
in both world wars, though in the last one they had to 
come to England to do so.

I’m not insinuating anything, of course, but one day 
soon the Iron Curtain will be drawn along Hadrian’s 
Wall. Britain appears to be falling to pieces, perhaps to 
return to the days of Wessex, Mercia and Northumbria. 
If Cornwall becomes the Republic of Kernow, it will 
be the last straw. For any Cornishman contemplating 
such a thing, I would say, Think of the Children. 
Cornish nationalists are sure to revive the dead Cornish 
language and force unhappy schoolchildren to learn it.

One generation’s ideal is the next generation’s 
torment. Shakespeare, filled with compassion, wrote 
of the boy crawling like snail unwillingly to school. 
He little thought that in later years boys would crawl 
unwillingly to school because they had to learn 
Shakespeare for English homework.

***
It is often said that the Cambridge spies were men 

‘who betrayed their class’ by helping the Communist 
cause. How do you betray a class? No two people can 
agree on class. Is a guileless non-spying Communist of 
public school background betraying his or her class? I 
say ‘her’ for no one brought up on Peter Simple’s Way 
of the World column in the Daily Telegraph can think 
of an English Communist without recalling Mrs Dutt 
Pauker, the aristocratic Hampstead thinker.

Those who say that Philby, Maclean and Co betrayed 
their class evidently regard them as upper class. How 
did their actions benefit the English working class or 
middle class in any way? Only Marxists believe that 
people act out of ‘class interest’. In Marxist thought, 
the classes are enemies to one another, and to damage 
one of them is to help another. If you live in Topsy 
Turvey land, you might think that the English working 
class are Communists and that the upper class, whoever 
they may be, are anti-communist. The opposite is 
more true, but to talk about class is to talk in flawed 
generalisations. The Cambridge spies betrayed not their 
class but their country. This is a more serious matter, 
if not a hanging matter.

I’m not too fond of the sayings of George Melly, 
writer and jazz singer. However, his scripts for 
the Daily Mail Flook cartoon were very clever. I 
particularly remember his remark that ‘Oxford is the 
city of Dreaming Spires, while Cambridge is the city 
of Dreaming Spies’. Scheming spies might be nearer 
the mark. Meanwhile, I’m off to betray my class by 
dropping an ‘h’ or two and saying ‘aint’. 

what it’s like and yet survived, they no longer have 
any fear of dying.

These newspaper accounts of NDEs were 
accompanied by what was said to be ‘the scientific 
explanation. According to this, NDEs are hallucinations 
produced by chemical events in the brain. In other 
words, they have no meaning apart from that which 
can be ascribed to physical causation. This, I’m afraid, 
is the crass materialist orthodoxy which besets us all 
and it is demonstrably nonsensical. Of course, at the 
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I do not mean that Ayer invented this mistake. I mean 
only that he adopted it. The importance of Mr Ayer’s 
work on this subject is because he has not only made 
the mistake; he has also refuted it. But he has not 
abandoned it!

So to return to the big breakfast…There is nothing in 
a closed materialist system which allows us to conclude 
that there is only a closed materialist system. Ironically 
for Hume, Ayer and the other boys in the verificationist 
band, with their hatred for metaphysics, the assumption 
that empirical truth is the only sort of truth is itself a 
metaphysical assumption.

It doesn’t end there. No sooner have we hacked a 
clearing in the materialist thicket so that we can now 
see the wood for the trees, than we find ourselves in 
a denser jungle. For those who believe only in the 
material realm, believe also that it is a closed world of 
material causation. Thus, they say, the idea of freewill 
is a delusion. And therefore materialists are usually also 
determinists. This produces an endless variety of ways 
in which these materialists-determinists amusingly 
shoot themselves in the foot. For instance, it means that 
a materialist-genetic determinist such as the renowned 
zoologist Richard Dawkins cannot choose to be a 
materialist-determinist or even an atheist. (It matters 
not that the fault is not in himself but in his genes).

Collingwood is good on the issue of freewill too:
There are many pseudo-problems of freewill and 
clever men have invented arguments to prove we 
are not free. Dr Johnson (creditably for a man so 
addicted to argument) reused to take part, with 
the memorable pronouncement, ‘Sir, we know we 
are free, and there’s an end on’t.’ Dr Johnson was 
pointing out (correctly) that freedom is a first-order 
object of consciousness to every man whose mental 
development has reached the ability to choose. That 
is, in choosing, every man is immediately conscious 
of being free – that is to choose between alternatives.

In short, there are more things in heaven and earth 
than are dreamt of in your materialist philosophy. And I 
see no more reason to doubt the veridical nature of near 
death experiences than to doubt the happy existence of 
my big breakfast or the unhappy event of our getting 
beaten at cricket by the Aussies. While I see the Ashes 
thrashing by means of chemicals in my brain, the Ashes 
thrashing is not itself only in my brain – unfortunately.

Peter Mullen is a retired Church of England priest. His 
current project is a film script about St Paul.

physical level, NDEs are caused by chemical events 
in the brain. But then all my experiences are, at that 
level, caused by chemical events in my brain. But to 
go on to say my experiences are nothing but chemical 
events in my brain is silly.

For example, my perception of the healthy breakfast 
shortly to be put before me – perhaps black pudding, 
fried tomatoes, two fried duck eggs on fried bread – is 
possible because of chemical events in my brain. But it 
would be absurd to say that therefore my breakfast is 
only a hallucination and doesn’t exist. In the same way, 
my perception of test matches comes about thanks to 
chemical events in my brain. Unfortunately, this does 
not mean that, after all, England did not get stuffed five-
nil by the Aussies. I may watch the Ashes series (with 
what degree of anguish) by means of brain chemicals: 
but the Ashes series is not merely in my brain.

Now I’ve had my big breakfast and I’m feeling a 
bit thick, so bear with me while I labour the point. 
If there is only the material realm, then we could not 
know that there is only the material realm – because 
the act of knowing is not itself material. Knowing 
involves logic, language and syntax, which things are 
not material. And my consciousness which performs 
the act of knowing is not a material thing either. Some 
quasi-materialists will admit this but they also say that 
non-material or mental events are merely accidental 
by-products of material causes – or as they say in their 
jargon, epiphenomena.

This view does not even come close to explaining 
why these epiphenomena should arise in the first 
place. It is bizarre, to say the least, and approaching 
psychosis to claim that the aspects of life which 
we regard as most significant – willing, promising, 
thinking, writing philosophy or composing music – are 
only the accidental results of a material continuum. 
Since David Hume first established the positivist 
philosophy – a philosophy repeated and underlined by 
the logical positivists – we have laboured under a sterile 
orthodoxy which allows no place for metaphysics. As 
dear old Freddie Ayer – a fag in his mouth and a dolly 
bird on each arm – told me to my face in the Institute 
for Contemporary Arts thirty years ago: ‘Aside from 
mathematics, if a proposition cannot be empirically 
verified, then it’s meaningless’.

This is, of course, the famous Verification Principle. 
But notice this: the Verification Principle cannot 
be empirically verified – so out of its own mouth it 
refutes itself. If Freddie had had a free hand, he would 
have thus shot himself in the foot, so to speak. On 
the Verification Principle – Ayer stole it from Rudolf 
Carnap and Maurice Schlick – R G Collingwood is 
very amusing when he says:
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ARTS AND BOOKS
Degrees of Secrecy

Merrie Cave

Notes from Underground, Roger Scruton, Beaufort 
Books, £20.99, 2014. It can also be obtained 
from Horsell Farm Enterprises, Sunday Hill Farm, 
Brinkworth, SN15 5AS, £15.

The twilight of communism during the eighties seems 
long ago, especially to the young to whom Prague 
is now a place for a stag night or a city break, not a 
beautiful but desolate city haunted by unhappiness 
and the secret police. Roger Scruton has written a 
documentary novel about those years based on his 
experiences in the ‘underground university’ of which 
his work there was perhaps his finest achievement. I 
visited Prague not long after the Velvet Revolution and 
before privatisation and traces of the atmosphere which 
Scruton so tellingly evokes still lingered: shabby, 
ghostly streets, the brusque almost rude behaviour of 
people in shops and restaurants and an air of sadness.

A network of underground seminars sprang up in 
the late 60’s and 70’s following the expulsion by the 
universities of academics who did not toe the party line 
over the Soviet invasion. These soon increased in order 
to cater for the rapidly expanding number of students 
expelled from education, even from secondary schools. 
In 1979 when the Czech communists were about to lock 
up Václav Havel, Julius Tomin wrote to the Oxford 
Philosophy faculty with a request for someone to visit 
his seminar. Kathy Wilkes, the first Oxford academic 
to go, later became a legend for her work in Central 
Europe. Deeply impressed with the Czech students she 
encouraged other philosophers to visit, including Roger 
Scruton who immediately set about raising funds for 
seminars. The Jan Hus Educational Foundation tried to 
abide by the Helsinki accords and Charter 77 but it soon 
became clear the authorities were not going to honour 
them. When Anthony Kenny, the Master of Balliol, 
gave a lecture on Aristotle, fourteen policemen forced 
their way into Tomin’s flat. Kenny was interrogated in 
the notorious police station in Bartolomejská Street till 
three in the morning before being dumped at dawn with 
his wife and their luggage on the West German border. 

Scruton’s experience echoed his own position as a 
dissident in leftist British academe, although unlike 

his Czech colleagues who were forced to become van 
drivers, gardeners or boiler attendants, he was merely 
sidelined here at home. He found the underground 
seminars exhilarating because the students took them 
seriously and were prepared to make sacrifices for 
their education, while in the West knowledge was 
being replaced by modish political opinion. Scruton’s 
participation ended with his arrest and expulsion 
in 1985 but the seminars had shown him a superior 
model for humanities education. Small-scale private 
enterprises, he discovered, do not need vast libraries, 
lecture halls and all the fancy trimmings of a modern 
university – all that is needed are a few books. The 
sort of fruitful social life once found in monasteries 
and colleges can soon follow, something which only 
exists in a few places today. 

Readers of the early issues of the Review may 
remember a series of articles under the name of In 
Search of Central Europe, usually signed Anon or 
a pseudonym, describing events from the dissident 
point of view. In them Petr Fidelius explained the 
Communist langue du bois which illuminated the 
growth of a similar language in the West, particularly 
in the universities (like many of the underground 
philosophers he is now, under his real name of Karel 
Palek, a lecturer at Charles University). The leader 
of the seminars in Slovakia, Jan Čarnogurský, was 
arrested in 1989; the indictment mentioned his article 
in the Salisbury Review. (In 1991 Čarnogurský became 
Prime Minister of Slovakia.) We thus then became 
better known in Central Europe than in the UK; one 
reader remembers visiting a school in Prague in 1989 
where the pupils were reading the Salisbury Review 
in their English lessons.

In the nineties we had many East European visitors; 
I got along far better with them than with their British 
counterparts, drenched, as the latter were, in soft 
Marxism from their schools and universities. Many 
of them were aware of a spiritual component to life 
and were not bothered by material luxuries because 
they had never had any, unless their parents were from 
the nomenklatura, and such people were very easy to 
detect. Many of them were surprised to find things 
here they knew from home: squalid high rise housing 
and persecuted traditional teachers. Our first visitor’s 
father did not return from a camp until the early sixties; 
her mother and the two children had been turned out 
of their flat, and forced to live in a grimy flat with a 
bucket for a bathroom. 
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The narrator of Scruton’s novel, Jan Reichl, is writing 
from Washington remembering his life before 1989. 
He had carried Dostoevsky’s Notes from Underground 
around with him since his school days, now he works 
as a street sweeper, because his father, a headmaster, 
had died in a labour camp for leading a reading group 
in their village. He spends much of his time aimlessly 
riding the Metro and has written a book ‘Rumours’ 
under the nom de plume Comrade Underground – 
a collection of short stories imagining the Metro 
passengers’ lives. His father had taught his children to 
read in English and German, so Jan became enchanted 
with the remains of his library, particularly Stefan 
Zweig who so eloquently described what had been lost 
with the destruction of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. 
He learnt too that his father had once subscribed to the 
new religion which would usher in a new Utopia. The 
story begins with his mother’s arrest:

…. Mother was standing in the kitchen…. Everything 
was in disarray: our few possessions piled on the 
table or pushed in little heaps into the corners….the 
chance had been offered to sacrifice herself. And in 
seizing it she was paying her moral debt to Dad…. 
It was not she but I who had prepared this sacrifice: 
they gathered up our library in a plastic sack, and 
took the books, the typewriter and Mother too….

Later he meets the vivacious but mysterious Betka 
and falls in love. She introduces Jan to the seminars 
and to Father Pavel, a priest in the underground 
church who expands his knowledge about Christianity. 
Betka shows Jan how ‘to live openly in the space 
they allowed’ away from the blank viciousness of the 
regime. Even in the seminars there is an atmosphere of 
distrust, for indeed some of those involved were in the 
secret police. People you could really trust made for 
very strong relationships and a heightened spirituality. 
‘Nothing protected us, save the friendships we made, 
and the knowledge, so carefully and painfully acquired, 
that enabled us to rise above our situation. We were 
the last romantics. Our words were poetry, and our 
deeds were crime. And because we lived in hiding, 
every touch had the force of a revelation.’

Brought to Jesus 

Jane Kelly

The Spiritual Baptist Church, written and illustrated 
by Roy Kerridge, published by CFZ Press, 2013, £5.99.

Tourists on the sea-front at Eastbourne were surprised 
to see a crowd of Afro-Caribbean people disembarking 
from two buses, the men in white tent-like robes, 

women in scarlet and multi-coloured turbans, all 
heading for the sea. Behind them trudged a line of 
blindfolded candidates for baptism, holding lit candles, 
swaying and singing hymns as best they could against 
the wind and the waves.

They were led into the sea and forced under three 
times before their blindfolds were removed to cries of, 
‘Glory!’ while the congregation on the beach began 
mournfully singing:

Jordon River
Chilly and cold!
Chills the body 
But not the soul!

Despite efforts to stop them, many English people 
still think that foreigners are very odd, and there are 
surely few odder than the people described by Roy 
Kerridge in his latest book, The Spiritual Baptist 
Church. 

Also called ‘Shouter Baptists’, their tiny churches are 
now scattered all over British towns, often located in 
small shops with their red and green flags outside. Roy 
says they specialise in ‘healing the sick and assisting 
the demon-possessed’. Such activities always call for a 
lot of hullabaloo, such as ‘holy dancing’, Yoruba drum 
rhythms, choruses and ‘lining out’, group chanting led 
by a leader. 

Most of the participants originated in Grenada. 
Many of their parents and grandparents moved to 
Trinidad in the early 1950s, looking for a better life 
but after serious anti-Grenadian riots they decamped 
to London, Huddersfield, Oxford and Slough. The 
Spiritual Baptists are still disliked by many Caribbean 
Pentecostalists who, Roy says, fear witchcraft or 
‘obeah’ in African-influenced churches. The ‘shouters’ 
claim to perform ‘good obeah’ for Jesus.

Roy sometimes finds what he sees ‘disquieting’, 
and hurries home from services feeling rather nervous 
but he is obviously fascinated by this last remnant of 
colonial cultures, and gives vivid accounts of what 
he sees.

‘A bespectacled young man took advantage of a 
halt in singing and began to Testify in a booming 
voice’, he writes. ‘My parents brought me to London 
from Trinidad when I was a child, and they taught 
me to love Jesus! He is Shango, for only my God can 
make thunder.’ Shango is the Nigerian Yoruba god of 
thunder. In Trinidad, this deity is worshipped openly 
and perhaps equated with Jesus. Roy, who has Afro-
Caribbean relations, has written before about black 
history and Caribbean churches. He is not exactly 
an insider, but he has been visiting Spiritual Baptist 
churches ‘for over thirty years’.

This book studies a composite church based on 
others, which he calls ‘Mount Pisgah’, led by ‘Bishop 
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Mighty Bach

Peter Mullen

Powell’, also known as an Archbishop, and a pastor. It 
coheres, loosely, around the death of Bishop Powell, 
aged ninety-three, and it shows the unique role such 
ministers play in a tradition stretching back to Africa. 
‘A West Indian evangelical pastor is not a mere 
functionary, like a bad vicar. He resembles an African 
village chief... In an insecure world the pastor is looked 
to as a central figure in the lives of his flock.’

These people are gifted storytellers. The book is full of 
their amusing folk tales rather in the vein of Uncle Remus 
and Br’er Rabbit, but their culture is also profoundly alien 
to us. They are strict and hierarchical in a way that would 
put any C of E vicar, good or bad, in prison. 

Converts go through arduous initiation for baptism 
including marching on the spot, fasting, sleep 
deprivation, enforced dancing and ‘sergeant-majorish 
abuse from church officers or Warrior Shepherds’. 
Some of these are called, ‘Mothers’, ladies who wield 
great authority. In a rare note of concern, Roy observes 
that one of the most aggressive of them works in a 
council care home. As if roaring and shouting are 
not enough, the pastor can also dish out corporal 
punishment. Many of the women in church are in love 
with him, apparently he has many children by them, 
but no one knew how many, not even him, but they 
get short shrift if they annoy him. 

Mrs Wiltshire whispered to me: ‘He take the chord of his 
waist an’ whip his people if they displease him.’ Another 
lady told him; ‘all the church sisters dem in love with him, 
especially Sister Valerie Smith. When him get vex, him 
take of he belt and beat them, you know!’

When the good bishop or pastor dies, all the liftable 
children are held over his corpse for a minute, then 
passed over the coffin, to ‘ease the passing’ of his soul. 
Roy laconically comments that he could see that this 
experience ‘didn’t stand high in their list of treats’. 

An effective journalist, writing with gentle 
observation and affectionate detachment, Roy produces 
a detailed account of a culture which, though embedded 
in the UK, is extremely remote for most of us. His 
writing is both richly detailed and sometimes a little 
vague. I would have liked to know when exactly the 
great trip to Eastbourne took place. This loose style 
sometimes palls a bit but it’s worth reading to the end 
for the joy of Roy’s kindly and rare comic wit. 

Music in the Castle of Heaven: A Portrait of Johann 
Sebastian Bach, John Eliot Gardiner, Allen Lane, 
2013, £30 pb.

The great attraction of this big book is that the writing 
reminds me of Bach’s music. Gardiner has been devoted 
to the composer all his life and performed most of his 
music in spectacular European settings, especially in 
places where Bach himself lived and worked. But it 
is no hagiography. The opening thumbnail portrait of 
Bach’s character is candid, warts and all: ‘..a certain 
tetchiness, contrariness and self-importance, timidity in 
meeting intellectual challenges and a fawning attitude 
towards royal personages and to authority in general.’ 
Someone more than a little tedious and rather a prig. 
Ah, but then we come to the music…

The 20th century Protestant theologian Karl Barth 
said that when the angels play music for themselves 
they play Mozart; but when they play for God they play 
only Bach. The music is simply complete, infinitely 
assured and entirely religious. Thomas Beecham 
described Bach’s music as full of counterpoint – 
‘Protestant counterpoint’. Characteristically, western 
music since the time of Hildegard of Bingen has tended 
to be either horizontal or vertical: either full of narrative 
drive, telling a story that is going somewhere – as in 

Mozart and Haydn and supremely in Beethoven – or 
vertical and layered, meditative, even almost static, 
as in Byrd and Tallis. Tallis’ forty part motet ‘Spem 
in Alium’ is a paradigm of this sort. Bach is unique in 
that he always perfectly combines both features: we 
are never in doubt that the music is going somewhere, 
that it has a tale to tell with a beginning, a middle and 
an end; but the sublime layering of the harmony is so 
assured that we feel we have wandered into the realm 
not only of beauty but of truth.

And this truth is Christian truth. When we hear 
either the St John Passion or the St Matthew Passion, 
we are not listening to an interesting reflection on 
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The Italian Resistance

Penelope Tremayne

the last days of Our Lord; rather we are given an 
immediate presentation of the character of Christ 
himself. The last chorus of St Matthew is the taking 
down from the cross and the laying in the sepulchre. 
So it has been rightly said that Bach’s music is the fifth 
gospel. It has the character of indubitability. Other 
composers possess this gift of indubitability: Purcell, 
for instance (particularly in the sentences from The 
Book of Common Prayer for the funeral of Queen 
Mary). Mozart shows the same quality, though with 
him it is usually at some high point in the Da Ponte 
operas with half a dozen characters all singing together 
in an ecstasy which is both wild and measured. But 
Bach does it all the time. His music is the constant 
articulation of spiritual truth.

Gardiner says, ‘Bach’s Lutheran faith is encapsulated 
in this extraordinary music. It carries a universal 
message of hope that can touch anybody regardless of 
culture, religious denomination or musical knowledge. 
It springs from the depths of the human psyche and not 
from some topical or local creed.’

Of course Bach’s music did not emerge one morning 
out of thin air. It has its reasons for being and its 
ambience: the same ambience as that dark, disturbing 
world of Lutheran anxiety. One thinks of the great 
chorales such as Ein Feste Burg – the deep sense of sin 
and the existential certainty of the need for redemption. 
Terror and love all in one, the music emerged out of 
the vast European forests of the Middle Ages, the same 
haunted landscape that brought us the tales collected 
by the brothers Grimm.

There is a lot of technical discussion in this book 
which will suit those given to a forensic disposition. 
There is talk of instrumentation too and of the early 
music movement along with much metaphysical and 
even Kabbalistic interpretation. But the glory is all in 
the music. To turn the pages of this remarkable book is 
to hear the words we both fear and require: In thy most 
bitter passion, Good Saviour think on me…
Picture: http://www.musicaantigua.com/obsequio-musical-con-
bach-2/

Target: Italy – The Secret War against Mussolini, 
1940-43, Roderick Bailey, Faber & Faber, 2014, £20.

The dust jacket of this book tells us that it is the official 
history of SOE’s activities in Italy during the Second 
World War. This is confusing, because a book described 
in the same way was published in 2011 by the Bodley 
Head. Roderick Bailey explains in his prologue that a 
book of this kind was commissioned by the Cabinet 

Office in 1947 and that as time went by, two books 
were decided upon, the better to show ‘the fundamental 
differences between SOE’s early work against Fascist 
Italy and its later role with the partisans’. He has done 
this very well; and it is an essential consideration, in 
any assessment of procedures either of the partisans 
or of the general public, before and after the collapse 
of the fascist government and the abdication of the 
King. His text is thoroughly researched and the exploits 
recounted in detail are, because they are a true, a great 
deal more nail-biting than most films or novels.

Target Italy unrolls a series of incidents, large 
and significant or minor and almost unknown, from 
which we also get excellent thumbnail portraits of 
the participants. It is the best refutation of the often-
heard criticism, that SOE consisted of young men just 
taking risks for a lark –‘a few anti-social irresponsible 
individualists who sought a more personal satisfaction 
from the war than that of standing their chance, like 
proper soldiers, of being bayoneted in a slit-trench or 
burnt alive in a tank’.

Take Francesco Salvadori, scion of an ennobled 
family, his father a professor of literature, his half-
English mother also an intellectual. When he was 
fifteen he saw his father beaten up by armed police in a 
street in Florence; he went to rescue him but was beaten 
up himself and both were left lying in the roadway to 
be bandaged up and taken home by passers-by. Who 
can criticise him for joining SOE when he could, or 
them for taking him on and in due course awarding him 
a thoroughly earned DSO? Fortunati Picchi was for 
twelve years head waiter in the banqueting rooms at the 
Savoy and volunteered for SOE while he was interned 
on the Isle of Man. Dick Mallory’s father owned a tea 
plantation in Sri Lanka but settled in Italy so the boy 
was educated there and grew up bilingual. When the 
war broke out, he abandoned a university career and 
flew to England where he joined up as a signaller, and 
after many adventures was parachuted into Lake Como. 
He was captured, beaten, interrogated and played a 
crucial part in the secret signing of the Italian Armistice 
with the Allies. There are many stories of this kind and 
none of them suggests there was room anywhere for 
mere fooling around or showing off.

After the fall of Mussolini in June 1943, most of the 
civilian resisters, the partigiani, were in the north and 
not in a very comfortable position, for the country was 
immediately occupied by the German army, fifteen 
divisions being diverted from other fronts. Until then the 
partigiani had not done much beyond fighting each other 
for political control, but they also faced the problem of 
divided loyalties. Three weeks before war began in 1939 
Mussolini had bound their countries together by the 
much-publicised Pact of Steel. So from Italy’s reluctant 
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Sheep May Safely Graze
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declaration of war against the Allies in June 1940 until the 
fall of Mussolini, Britain was an enemy invader, as was 
America, when the nail was driven home by the invasion 
of North Africa. In spite of their position Italians on the 
whole had helped the Allies inconspicuously if and when 
they saw the chance. When Mussolini brought his country 
into the war, the public began to hate him, along with 
his armed police and the whole nightmare of the Fascist 
Party. A majority still felt loyalty to the King and so for 
as long as he endured the Party they must endure it too. 
But from the moment when, on the King’s initiative, 
Mussolini was arrested, stripped of his offices of state, 
imprisoned and then shot, his public were freed of him. 
The country was ruined and about to be fought over from 
end to end. Italians who could still fight might very well 
not want to, but if they did, at least they could now see 
who to fight alongside. Bailey tells us that they deserve to 
be recognised for it, for they certainly fought well under 
very hard conditions. However the main successes were 
achieved when the groups involved were led by the SOE 
officers parachuted into them together with ammunition, 
food and boots. Despite this the Italian Communist party 
claimed, as the French one had done, that all successful 
operations were theirs, but they were less convincing 
than the French.

Bailey is frank about SOE’s many failures and a 
few errors: none worse than the passing for several 
months of all clandestine communications and agents 
via Switzerland, through a highly trusted man who had 
been planted on them by OVRA, the Fascist Secret 
Police. This disastrous mistake was made not by young 
idiots but by two middle aged men of long experience 
in the Service, who fell into the trap of taking a man 
at his word because he seemed to be a decent chap 
and good at the job. This enterprising rat not only sent 
many couriers to imprisonment or death, but convinced 
those two old innocents of the existence of a wholly 
imaginary partisan group called the Tigrotti, the Great 
Tigers, for whom large consignments of food and of 
ammunition were dropped. So successful was this ploy 
that he launched another alongside it, the Wolves, and 
even began on some Bears before the whole operation 
was unmasked. Appalling as this misjudgement was, 
it brought one unlooked for benefit. OVRA shared all 
its information with SIM, the Italian version of MI6, 
and SIM worked eagerly in harness with MI6 from the 
day of the Italian armistice onwards. Looking back, it 
is significant that in the whole gaudy card-house of 
Fascismo OVRA and SIM were the most, perhaps the 
only, efficient departments of government.

The decision to tell this story in two books was wise; 
neither is too long and there is ample material, but I am 
inclined to recommend those who have one of them to 
get the other and read them in tandem.

Counting Sheep. A Celebration of the Pastoral 
Heritage of Britain, Philip Walling, Profile Books, 
£14.99. 

Sheep, complained Sir Thomas More, ‘consume, 
destroy, and devour whole fields, houses and cities’. 
That was in 1513 and now conservationists have taken 
up his cry, only this time complaining that they have 
destroyed not the cities but the original forests of 
Britain. ‘The white plague’ of sheep is blamed for those 
bleak moorlands and high pastures, so much loved by 
sheep and by walkers like myself.

Counting Sheep is the counterblast to the hatred of 
sheep felt by Sir Thomas and modern conservationists. 
Philip Walling, a sheep farmer turned barrister, is 
immersed in the sheer wonder of these woolly animals 
– their beauty, their utility both for food and clothing, 
their history and their folklore. The traditional way 
of counting sheep, for instance, –Yan (1) , Tyan (2), 
Tethera (3), Methera (4), Pimp (5), Sethera (6), Lethera 
(7) and so on – has its roots as far back as Iron age 
brythonic language.

Even country folk, bumping over the grass in their 
Landrovers, have forgotten much of the old sheep lore. 
Who now knows that Shepherd’s Bush tube station was 
named after a hawthorn, trimmed into a cup shape so 
that a shepherd could either shelter below it on a kind 
of platform or stand up within it to scan the horizon for 
his lost sheep. That was in the days when shepherds 
took their sheep up to the unfenced downs in spring 
and lived with them all summer.

The ancestors of today’s sheep are either the short 
tailed Viking sheep from the north with only 13 
vertebrae in the tails, or the long-tailed Celtic sheep 
from the south with 20. Nowadays both are to be found 
in the far north of Britain – the dark little Viking North 
Ronaldsay sheep in the Orkneys that eat seaweed and 
gulls’ legs and the similarly dark Soay sheep that roam 
over Hirta island but came originally from the south.

The white-fleeced sheep that now predominate 
came with the Romans. Long woolled sheep look like 
snowy Rastafarians, and a modern Lincoln Longwool 
ram can produce up to 22 kg or 47.5 lbs of wool in a 
single shearing.  For centuries the fleece, not the meat, 
of sheep made Britain rich.  Churches were built on 
the profits, Richard Coeur de Lion was ransomed from 
the Holy Roman Emperor with the gold from English 
wool and the importance of sheep lingers in pub names 
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such as The Golden Fleece.
At the other extreme to long wool fleece was the 

Lemster Ore wool (the name means Leominster gold), 
wool so fine, as fine as silk, that Queen Elizabeth 
insisted that her stockings were made of it. Today’s 
Ryeland sheep is said to be the successor of this breed, 
though Philip Walling claims the Ryeland wool has 
worsened by being “improved” with crossings with 
the New Leicester breed. 

It is this breed, created by Robert Bakewell of 
Dishley Grange in Leicestershire, that became the 
father of a sheep revolution. Bakewell changed the 
old, bony and slow-to-mature longwool Leicester into 
a hornless, short legged animal which matured early. 
Meat triumphed over wool and the New Leicester was 
used to improve almost every modern breed throughout 
Europe and the New World. 

With the advent of synthetic fibres, the fleece became 
surplus to requirement and nowadays barely pays for 
the shearing. The equivalents of the new Leicester 
may be the Easycare or Chevease, breeds that shed 
their wool annually and thus need no shearing. Both 
these breeds lamb easily, mature early, need little extra 
feeding and need very little shepherding. So far they 
have not widely caught on, perhaps because the price 
of wool has been rising again. 

Fortunately for sheep nobody has yet developed an 
indoor breed. Even sheep like the Beltex, ‘the extreme 
manifestation of a meat-sheep,’ and Texel, ‘square 
barrels of meat with a leg at each corner’ according 
to Walling, still live out of doors in summer. Indeed 
keeping sheep may be one of the last enclaves of old 
farming, converting grass to meat, unlike the way 
modern farming works, keeping cattle on concrete feed 
lots and using the land around it to produce expensive 
grain for them to eat. Only the 15,000 milking sheep 
in Britain are in danger of going the same way, as they 
need grain not just grass to produce good milk.

The people in sheep farming are almost as variable as 
the breeds. There is Louise Fairburn who was married 
in a wedding dress made from locks of her Lincoln 
Longwool sheep and served Lincoln Longwool lamb 
at her wedding reception. Another is Mark Elliot who 
has a secret recipe for ‘perming’ the locks of hair on his 
sheep which means he wins prize after prize at sheep 
shows. Or Huw Evans, a Welsh bard who has three 
bardic chairs in his parlour, who keeps Llanwenog 
sheep, a breed of placid ewes with good teeth that 
produce two or more lambs each. These farmers, 
together with the hobby sheep keepers with a paddock 
or two, keep the pastoral heritage of Britain alive.

Then there are the dogs, still essential working 
partners for anybody keeping upland sheep. Once 
there were drover dogs that drove sheep and cattle for 

miles slowly along grassy roads, keeping them out of 
side roads or unfenced land on their way to market in 
the big towns. These dogs knew the route so well that 
they barely needed the drover’s instructions.

Today’s shepherding dogs are used to gather in a 
flock, rather than drive it on and away. Philip Walling 
trained his own border collie Tess mainly with 
whistling different instructions including a special 
‘Get-a-bloody-move-on’ whistle. There is a moving 
passage about the death of his other sheepdog, Spot, 
‘an all-or-nothing kind of dog which could only gather 
every sheep in a field or none at all.’ 

It is the ‘perfidious pragmatism of the British’ says 
Walling, which means that given a choice between 
the welfare of people and making money, they choose 
money. And in conservationists wishing to reforest 
Britain’s uplands, sheep farmers have a new enemy. 
This beautifully written book is a not just a celebration 
of a pastoral inheritance, but can also be read as an 
obituary to a lost agricultural Britain.

The Impossible Exile: Stefan Zweig at the End of the 
World, George Prochnik, Other Press, 2014, $27.95.

The most tragic and affecting photograph known to 
me is that of Stefan Zweig, the great Austrian writer, 
lying on his bed in shirt and tie, his second wife, Lotte 
Altmann, beside him, her head resting on his shoulder, 
her hand lying tenderly on his in a gesture of love. They 
are not taking a siesta, however; they are dead, each 
having taken an overdose of barbiturates. 

Living in Brazil in 1942, Zweig felt exiled not just 
from his home country and continent, but from life 
itself. He wrote in a language in which he could no 
longer be published, and all that he had valued in 
human existence – freedom, cultivation, friendship 
across borders – was being ruthlessly extirpated by 
political barbarians who were seemingly irresistibly 
victorious. He felt as if he were but a living ghost, 
with no further connection to the world. He had seen 
the future, so he believed, and it was Nazism. In such 
a world he did not wish to live. 

George Prochnik, himself the son of a Viennese 
refugee to the United States, has written a sensitive 
and absorbing exploration of Zweig’s decision to 
kill himself, which of necessity incorporates much 
biographical information about Zweig. Prochnik writes 
extremely well, and if the book hadn’t been just a little 
too long to read at a single sitting, that is what I should 
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Spilling GCHQ’s Beans

Martin Dewhirst

have done. 
Zweig’s suicide was criticised at the time by other 

German and Austrian exiles and refugees, as if Zweig 
(at one time the most highly-paid author in the world, 
the most translated and the most famous) had somehow 
deserted his post, as if it had been his duty to spread 
the cheer that he could not feel.

He had earlier been criticised for having refused 
to utter direct and strident denunciations of the 
Nazis, though of course he loathed them as much as 
anyone. The reason that he refused to do so was a 
comparatively subtle one, not suited to an increasingly 
fast-moving world in which everything had to be laid 
out clearly, quickly and crudely if it was to be heard. 
But to denounce the Nazis in such a fashion would, in 
Zweig’s view, to have reduced oneself to their level, 
opposites being in some sense equal. The problem 
with ideological contest, as Zweig saw it, is that the 
refutation of an ideology inevitably itself becomes 
ideological. Zweig preferred to tackle the Nazis 
by historical indirection: in his little biography of 
Erasmus, for example contrasting the great humanist to 
Luther, and in Castellio versus Calvin. The outcome of 
the struggles between the humanists and the religious 
ideologues was not, however, altogether encouraging, 
at least from the humanist point of view, and Zweig 
thought he was on the side of the losers. However, 
losers (except for the England football team) are 
usually more attractive than winners, because it is often 
their scruples that hold them back from winning. Hitler 
favoured hardness, Zweig civilisation, and it was no 
contest. Even if Hitler, unbeknown to Zweig, lost in 
the end, it was not a perfect triumph for civilisation: no 
one could call the destruction of Dresden that, and the 
fact the word civilisation, as often as not, appears in 
inverted commas in writings by scholars or intellectuals 
is Hitler’s revenge for his defeat. He destroyed our faith 
in the very concept or possibility of it. 

Though Zweig has never fallen out of favour in 
France (except between 1940 and 1944, of course), for 
some reason he is now almost forgotten in the English-
speaking world. The excellent Pushkin Press has been 
trying to revive interest in him, but he is still not the 
household word he once was. This is strange because 
his novellas in particular, and his one full-length novel, 
are compulsively readable without being trivial. He 
is one of the great recorders of the power of hidden 
passion. He devoted as much time to cutting what 
he had written as to writing and this is evident in the 
economy of his story-telling, in which atmosphere is 
nevertheless not compromised by concision. 

I suspect that the disfavour, or rather neglect, into 
which he has fallen is a manifestation of intellectual 
snobbery: for Zweig can appeal alike to the literary 

unwashed and (secretly) to the literati, a form of lèse-
majesté which makes the reading of him something of 
an illicit pleasure for the latter – like reading Somerset 
Maugham. 

Indeed, the parallels between the two writers are 
considerable. They were both insiders of society and 
outsiders, outsiders in the case of Maugham because of 
his homosexuality, Zweig because of his Jewishness. 
Both were chroniclers of hidden and illicit passion. 
Both were enormously successful and prolific, and 
elicited a catty jealousy from the confreres. Both were 
polyglot and highly cultivated. Both sympathised with 
the small man, the loser, but at the same time enjoyed 
the company of the rich and famous. The parallels 
were first drawn for me by a cultivated German lady, 
who described how in Germany one could almost lose 
intellectual caste by confessing to an admiration for 
Zweig. 

 Prochnik’s book is a meditation on exile itself as 
well as being a careful examination of a particular, 
and tragic, case. Exile, it seems to me, is the condition 
of the future, at least for sensitive people, for in a 
rapidly changing world nothing remains the same for 
long and many of the changes will be disagreeable to 
some of those who experience them. Of course the 
exile may well be an inner rather than an outer one, an 
exile in time rather than in place; but already I feel it 
when the militantly vulgar sluts and drunks take over 
the beautiful little town in which I live (and every 
other little town) on Friday and Saturday nights and 
drive everyone else indoors. This is both England and 
not England, as it were; and I experience something 
captured exactly by Zweig’s memoir, The World of 
Yesterday. 

Prochnik’s moving book deserves a wide readership; 
but of course if people won’t read Zweig, they won’t 
read about Zweig: a thought of Zweigian melancholy. 

The Snowden Files: the Inside Story of the World’s 
Most Wanted Man, Luke Harding, London, Guardian 
Books and Faber and Faber Ltd., 2014, £12.99.
The Snowden Operation: Inside the West’s Greatest 
Intelligence Disaster, Edward Lucas, Kindle, 2014, 
99p. (available at is.gd/snoduk, is.gd/snodus).

For those without access to the classified details of 
the ‘Snowden Case’, there are several interconnected 
‘known unknowns’ concerning this recent example of 
post-modern treachery, of which I shall mention only 
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The Wine Dark Sea

John Jolliffe

four. First, is it true that Snowden grossly underreacted 
to the lessons of 9/11 and thereby equally grossly 
underestimated the likelihood that the twenty-first 
century would become a time of widespread Islamic 
terrorism? After all, this danger alone might explain 
and justify why the US National Security Agency 
(NSA) and the UK Government Communications 
Headquarters (GCHQ) felt obliged to greatly increase 
their attempts to monitor more of the billions of 
messages that were and are constantly circulating 
the globe. In these books there is no suggestion that 
Snowden, a computer wizard with, to put it mildly, 
a very undistinguished academic record, realised 
that without increased countermeasures 9/11 would 
be merely the first of an endless series of appalling 
atrocities.

Secondly, according especially to Harding, Snowden 
knew better than most that his Chinese and Russian 
opposite numbers were hacking into huge amounts 
of foreign information. ‘…Snowden was a China 
specialist. He had targeted Chinese networks. 
He had also taught a course on Chinese cyber-
counterintelligence, instructing senior officials from 
the Department of Defense how to protect their data 
from Beijing and its avid hackers’. He knew that ‘the 
US had complained persistently about invasive and 
damaging cyber-attacks from Beijing’. ‘He knew 
the capabilities of America’s foes’. ‘In numerous 
documents GCHQ and NSA identify China and 
Russia as the two nations responsible for most cyber-
espionage’. Moreover, Harding mentions that Snowden 
sympathised with the ‘Free Tibet’ movement! Was he 
then, or was he not, a very immature ‘useful idiot’ who, 
without perhaps realising it, became a victim of the 
numerous ‘experts’ in Washington, London and almost 
everywhere else who were insisting that the Cold War 
was over (on the Russian side, not just on the Western 
side) and that Russia was at most a nuisance, but not 
a danger? (With ‘experts’ like these, it’s surprising 
there haven’t been more ‘Snowdens’ and more 9/11s.)

Thirdly, why did Snowden decide to start to spill 
his beans in Hong Kong rather than in some South 
American country on bad terms with the USA? Neither 
author has a clear answer to that obvious question, 
though Harding vaguely suggests that ‘Snowden had 
a mystery guardian angel – a well-connected Hong 
Kong resident’. Maybe it was this resident (rezident 
has a very specific ‘intelligence’ meaning in Russian) 
who managed to put Snowden on his Aeroflot flight 
to Moscow?

There is an interesting fourth ‘known unknown’, on 
which the two authors somewhat disagree. Harding 
quotes a distinguished former deputy head of MI6 as 
saying – possibly in a ‘damage limitation’ moment 

– ‘I sense that those most interested in the activities 
of the NSA and GCHQ have not been told much [by 
Snowden’s revelations] they didn’t already know 
or could have inferred’. Lucas, on the other hand 
– and note his choice of subtitle – quotes the same 
respected retired officer as saying that ‘Not even 
the NSA knows for certain how much information 
Snowden actually stole. It is clear, however, that he 
could not possibly have read more than a fraction of 
this material.’ Lucas also considers that ‘The damage 
wrought by Snowden’s revelations takes five forms. 
It weakens America’s relations with Europe and other 
allies; it harms security relationships between those 
allies, particularly in Europe; it corrodes Western 
public opinion’s trust in these countries’ security and 
intelligence services; it undermines the West’s standing 
in the eyes of the rest of the world; and it has paralysed 
Western intelligence agencies.’

Who is closer to the truth, Lucas or Harding? 
Everyone interested in this subject should read both 
books. If you’re not absolutely sure what the term 
‘mega-data’ means and doesn’t mean, start with Lucas, 
before proceeding to Harding for a generally thorough 
review of Snowden’s life and character (very little 
information is currently available on his tour of duty 
and contacts in Japan). A final point that is less trivial 
than it might initially seem: here and there the verb 
‘collaborate’ or one of its cognates is misleadingly used 
as a synonym of ‘cooperate’. The line between the two 
is sometimes difficult to pinpoint, and only later it may 
become apparent that when people thought they were 
doing the latter, they were in fact collaborating with 
and thereby strengthening a much greater evil. One 
wonders whether Snowden and at least some of his 
many supporters and admirers will ever realise how 
foolish and short-sighted they had been.

The Mighty Dead, Why Homer Matters, Adam 
Nicholson, William Collins, 2014. £25.

This is a remarkable book by a hugely talented author. 
He combines exciting and brilliant observation with 
a powerful imagination, which leads him, again and 
again, in unexpected and stimulating directions. After 
indifference at school, he came to feel a passionate 
devotion to Homer, which seems to have arisen 
largely from his own vivid experience with a smallish 
sailing boat in rough seas off the west coast of Ireland. 
Describing this he almost seeks to impersonate 
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Odysseus:
He is no victim. He suffers but he does not buckle. 
 His virtue is his elasticity, his rubber vigour. 
If he is pushed, he bends, but he bends back … to 

me, a beautiful model for a man.
He was all navigation, subtlety, invention, dodging 

the rocks, story-telling, cheating and surviving. 
When Nicolson looks in the mirror, it is not himself 

he sees, but Odysseus. His analytic and narrative 
skills are irresistible, and if he sometimes seems to 
have caught a touch of Leighfermoritis, it is largely to 
his advantage, and to ours. And he takes Homer as a 
‘guidebook to life, with a form of consciousness that 
understands fallibility and self-indulgence and vanity 
‘ without surrendering hope of nobility ’

His style is so exuberant that it occasionally bubbles 
over into obscurity, as when he claims that Odysseus 
was ‘sailing through his own death …he longs for 
life but cannot find it’; well, the point is that he did 
actually find it, having scattered his enemies and being 
reunited with his wonderful wife. And what does the 
phrase ‘as mysterious as unheard liturgy’ mean? But 
on the whole he is so lucid that a child could follow 
him. Readers who know little or nothing about Homer 
need not worry: Nicolson carefully goes into the merits 
and failings of many of the translations available, from 
Chapman and Keats, ‘silent upon a peak in Darien’ 
down to his favourite modern Americans, Fagles and 
Lattimore, with Pope being the least suitable in style.

He does not shrink from the interminable question 
of whether Homer was a single poet, or a conflation 
of many, or neither. Nobody knows, but that has been 
no barrier to many strong conflicting opinions. It is 
all part of the subject, but I doubt if it matters much 
to the modern reader, for whom Nicolson is such an 
outstanding companion and guide. Among his other 
useful digressions is the effect that Homer has had on 
other poets and critics down the ages, Socrates being 
the most governessy and irritating.

He has also taken the trouble to visit many of the 
places which are mentioned by Homer, from the windy 
plain of Turkish Troy in the east to Odysseus’s native 
Ithaca in the west, more like Tuscany than the Ionian 
Islands. And as light relief he mentions some of the 
academic theories that have almost incredibly sprouted, 
‘proving’ that Calypso’s island was in the Faroes, or 
(a bit less implausibly) in the Azores; that Lesbos was 
the Isle of Wight; and even that the Trojan War was 
in fact fought on the Gog and Magog Hills outside 
Cambridge. As Nicolson observes, Homer’s works 
come ‘from everywhere and nowhere, the descendants 
of memory and power, the offspring of Calliope, the 
Muse with the beautiful voice.’

Among other insights is his comparison between the 

central figures of the Iliad, Achilles, ‘the monument of 
obstinacy and pride’, and the Odyssey, with Odysseus 
himself the slippery trickster, ‘polymechanical’ and 
ingenious in the face of terrible threats and dangers.

Nicolson’s sheer enthusiasm and gusto are always 
attractive, but occasionally he gets carried away to 
exciting conclusions on rather thin evidence, for 
example over the Shaft Graves at Mycenae, which like 
other thrilling artefacts are very well reproduced in the 
illustrations. He has also concluded that at some very 
early period, before 1700 BC, the Greeks, or some of 
them, came from the area between the Black Sea and 
the Caspian, and may then have settled in what is now 
Greece. Nobody could be less like the volatile Greeks 
than the stolid Ukrainians, but he prudently admits, 
in a digression on linguistics, that ‘there is plenty of 
evidence, but none of it adds up.’ In the oracular words 
of Lucrezia Borgia to Leonardo da Vinci when he 
started talking about aeroplanes in Max Beerbohm’s 
wonderful, ‘It maybe as thou sayest, and maybe not’. 
(See Max Beerbohm, Savonarola Brown.)

One mystery has no solution. How could it be that 
a people whose chief pleasures in life were fighting 
and rape were also capable of reaching such heights 
of pathos and nobility? Perhaps it was in Homer and 
his shadowy predecessors that these qualities were 
to be found, and not in the murderous and rapacious 
Greeks he describes. Who knows? We do well just 
to sit back and rejoice in the infinitely wide-ranging 
poetry. There is only one point of fact on which I differ 
from Nicolson, when he says that east of the Urals 
there are no bees. The Chinese developed beekeeping 
from an earlier time than the one Nicolson is talking 
about. But that slip is insignificant compared with his 
powerful synthesis of poetic imagination, archaeology, 
geography, philology and personal experience of 
sailing in frightening seas, which is what makes this 
book such a rare joy to read. If he sometimes sounds 
a little pleased with himself, well, he has a lot to be 
pleased about, and to be proud of. If he can remain 
in the same glorious form, one looks forward to 
Nicolson’s next book. But where can he find such a 
tremendous theme as The Mighty Dead?

The In/Out Question: Why Britain should stay in 
the EU and fight to make it better. Hugo Dixon, 
2014, Scampstonian, £5

Hugo Dixon has an impeccable background as a 

Not Even Wrong

Lindsay Jenkins
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defender of much that is the European Union. He 
started at the Economist, moved to The Financial 
Times, latterly as head of the Lex column, and is 
now Editor-At-Large for Reuters News. In between 
he founded Breakingviews, a financial commentary 
business, which he sold to Reuters. On the way he 
won Business Journalist of the Year 2000 at the British 
Press Awards.

Readers of the Salisbury Review may not instantly 
warm to Hugo Dixon’s thoughts on the EU. So 
why write a review of his latest book? Because it is 
marketed as everything you need to know to vote the 
right way in the possible referendum. It has been well 
received by fellow journalists, some no doubt cynically, 
because they have similar books in the pipeline, ‘and 
by the world beyond Fleet Street’. It is short, incisive, 
well written but it is wrong. The only serious rebuttal, 
if serious it was, has come from Boris Johnson, ‘Hugo 
Dixon is the Johnnie Cochran of the European Union – 
he has done a superb job of defending the indefensible!’

‘The In/Out Question’ came out only a month or 
so before the European elections in which UKIP did 
indeed shake up British politics, virtually destroying 
the Lib-Dems in Brussels, knocking the Conservatives 
off their perch and taking pole position among British 
parties with 24 MEPs. For those on the other side of 
the debate a revisionist view was sorely needed and 
here it is. For the defenders of the Brussel’s faith it 
may prove to have a long shelf life, or at least to 2017, 
which is long enough. And it is cheap: for those attuned 
to Kindle it costs just £1.99.

Where does this book go wrong? At the beginning 
Dixon claims it is a balanced account and tries to draw 
on his financial journalism to give that substance. His 
first attack is that the UK comprises a mere 1 per cent 
of the world’s population, shares less than 3 per cent 
of global GDP, which is going down, and with it our 
influence in the world. Why count the world’s whole 
population, irrespective of every other factor, and then 
assert that the world’s sixth largest economy cannot 
go it alone?

Dixon silkily claims a close relationship between 
the UK and the Continent pointing out that despite our 
many differences – English common law, no invasion 
for a thousand years – we travel there by plane more 
often than anywhere else. In 2012 there were 44 million 
plane trips to Europe compared with 3.4 million to 
North America. At this point Dixon’s analysis has hit 
rock bottom and we are only in the first few pages. Has 
it not occurred to him that millions holiday in Europe 
because it is close and cheap, certainly compared with 
the US? Where is his business analysis?

On we go to statistics about how many British live in 
other EU countries. He suggests it is roughly the same 

number as citizens from the Continent live in the UK. 
If he broke down those numbers, Dixon would find 
that many Europeans come here to work, but relatively 
few British go to work elsewhere in the EU, but they 
do retire to the sun. If he looked at Poland, the traffic 
is close to one way.

Just one more example of shaky facts and figures 
should torpedo Dixon’s case. He massively inflates 
the percentage of trade we do with the EU, and then 
defines it only in terms of exports and ignores the rest. 
Just to make sure his argument is sunk, here are two 
final exocets: Dixon has no idea that the vaunted Single 
Market is actually a customs union or Zollverein and 
not free trade, nor does Germany outsell the UK in 
China by seven times. The UK now exports more to 
China than any other country in Europe. 

All this is typical of many Europhile arguments. 
What marks this little book out from the rest is that it 
is superficially authoritative and therefore dangerous. 

Where Dixon really hits the buffers is his claim 
that the Eurozone crisis is a reason to stay in the EU 
because it gives us the chance to reform it, what he 
calls selling the City as a solution to the euro zone’s 
problems by way of completing the single market in 
financial services. He misses the key point that the 
French and Germans conceived the single market as 
a way of taking British business. Until recently it has 
worked the other way but the latest round of directives 
are beginning to bite. If only those German and French 
bankers were as nice as Dixon thinks they are and open 
to persuasion.

Apart from a shaky grasp of finance and numbers, 
Dixon’s biggest fault is wearing a pair of rose tinted 
spectacles, something of which his great-grandfather, 
Winston Churchill, could never be accused. He cannot 
see the national forces playing out within the EU and 
the increasing dominance of Germany. He puts his 
faith in the single market, EU brokered free trade deals, 
and boosting the City as the EU’s financial centre. He 
rightly sees many of Britain’s strengths but cannot 
discern the huge legal web entrapping us. Perhaps 
to the rose tint of the spectacles we should also add 
myopia.
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FILM

I’m All Right Jack gives the lie to two myths about 
post-War British satire: that it started in the early 
1960s when a variety of Oxbridge tyros gave us 

Private Eye, Beyond the Fringe and That Was the 
Week That Was, and that its anti-establishment bias 
was largely left-wing. I’m All Right Jack, undoubtedly 
a satire, was released in August 1959, a year before 
Beyond the Fringe was first staged at the Edinburgh 
Festival. Neither of the Boulting Brothers attended 
university, let alone Oxford or Cambridge. And while 
it’s claimed that the brothers started as socialists, the 
film’s outlook is conservative.

O u r  l i b e r a l  a r t s 
establishment bangs on 
about the need to support 
‘ edgy’ ,  ‘dange rous ’ , 
‘subversive’ work, but 
would require smelling salts 
if presented with anything 
as subversive as an updated 
version of I’m All Right, 
Jack. Its attack on corrupt, 
f a t - c a t  b u s i n e s s m e n 
(manufacturing weapons 
of death, no less) would be 
applauded, especially as 
one of the businessmen is 
distinctly upper class. Its 
disdain for incompetent 
management, ‘You’ve never had it so good’ 
consumerism, and waffling politicians (‘As Minister 
of Labour you can be sure that I shall act. You can also 
be sure that I shall not interfere…’) would tick the 
requisite boxes. But the depiction of British workers 
as bone-idle time-wasters, of trade union officials as 
stupid, inarticulate, communist bullies, and its amused 
attitude towards the class system would all now be 
considered distinctly ‘unhelpful’. 

Having served in the army and graduated from 
university, Stanley Windrush (Ian Carmichael) has 

I’m All Right Jack 

Screenplay: Alan Hackney, 
Frank Harvey and John Boulting

Scott Grønmark

failed to find a management job. He is persuaded by his 
uncle, Bertram Tracepurcel (Dennis Price in bounder 
mode) to take a shop-floor job in the latter’s missile 
factory. Unbeknown to Stanley, his role is to foment 
a strike. Uncle Bertie has landed a contract to supply 
missiles to a Middle East government. Once production 
has been halted by industrial action, the contract will 
be transferred to another company, run by an other-
ranks Army comrade of Bertie’s, bumptious, pinstriped 
Sidney DeVere Cox (Richard Attenborough), who 
will bump up the price and share the proceeds with 
his old chum. 

Of the film’s myriad targets, the assault on trade 
unions is the most surprising, especially now when 
there seems to be an unwritten rule that all fictional 
depictions of union officials must paint them as heroic 
battlers for justice against sinister businessmen, corrupt 
police officers or vicious right-wing politicians. In I’m 
All Right Jack, they are greedy, lazy and stupid. The 
hatchet-job is so effective, it’s hard to believe that it 
took another 25 years for these puffed-up thugs to 

be called to account with the 
approval of the electorate. 

T h e  p o m p o s i t y  a n d 
intransigence of the trade 
unions are captured in one 
glorious extended sequence 
when the Works Committee 
demand that Bertie Woosterish 
new-boy Stanley produces his 
union card. When he admits he 
can’t – ‘It’s not compulsory, 
is it?’ – he is told ‘No, it’s 
not compulsory. Only you’ve 
got to join, see?’ Bristling 
with indignation, head of the 
Works Committee Fred Kite 
(Peter Sellers) and his shop 

steward colleagues march into the office of personnel 
manager Major Hitchcock (Terry-Thomas), to demand 
Stanley’s dismissal. When Hitchcock immediately 
agrees to defenestrate the young man on the grounds 
of incompetence, the Works Committee perform an 
instant volte-face and threaten to strike: ‘We do not and 
cannot accept the principle that incompetence justifies 
dismissal. That is victimisation.’ 

Later, when Stanley asks why the missile factory 
workers are represented by two unions, his colleagues 
are astonished by his naivety: ‘Blimey. When was you 
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born? How would we go on for wage claims? The 
Amalgamated gets a rise, so the General puts in for 
one. If the General gets it, then the Amalgamated starts 
all over again. So it goes on, you see – like leapfrog. 
Otherwise we wouldn’t none of us get a rise, would 
we?’

During a live television panel discussion hosted by 
Malcolm Muggeridge (playing himself), Fred Kite, 
ludicrously, refuses to admit his political allegiances 
by falling back on the stock response, ‘My politics is 
a matter between my conscience and the ballot box.’ 
Stanley, who has had enough of the hypocrisy of both 
management and workers, explodes: ‘Your politics – to 
each according to his needs, from each as little as he 
can get away with. And no overtime except on Sundays, 
at double the rate. That’s a damn fine way to build a 
new Jerusalem.’ I can imagine the audience laughing 
heartily at hearing the truth 
being told.

One of the other truthful 
aspects of the film was 
its sly references to bad 
language. The title is a 
play on a popular war-
time phrase containing 
the ‘f’ word. Although the 
depiction of shop-floor life 
is bereft of any effing and blinding, obscenity bubbles 
just beneath the surface, thanks to one of the shop 
stewards, played by Sam Kydd, whose stammer is 
particularly noticeable on words beginning with ‘f’ or 
‘c’. At one point, Kydd’s character calls Stanley a ‘silly 
c…c…c…clot’. Fred Kite’s horrified expression as he 
waits for his colleague to utter the ‘c’ word is priceless. 
When Kydd learns that Stanley isn’t a union member, 
he demands: ‘Then what’s he doing on a f…f…f…
fork-lift truck?’ 

What saves the film from the off-putting sourness of 
much left-wing satire is the affection we feel towards 
the main characters (with the notable exception of 
Dennis Price’s truly loathsome Uncle Bertie). Peter 
Sellers, in possibly his most accomplished screen 
performance, allows us to feel affection for Fred 
Kite, with his odd, robotic walk, his mangling of the 
language (‘jeropardise’) and his toe-curling attempts 
at an Alf Ramsey-style ‘refined’ accent. There is 
something poignant about Kite’s delusional view of 
life in Soviet Russia – ‘All them wheat fields and 
ballet in the evening’, and it’s impossible not to feel 
sympathetic when he is reduced to fending for himself 
after his redoubtable wife (the wonderful Irene Handl) 
walks out on him because he has thrown Stanley out 
of the house for being a scab. 

I suspect the Boultings’ affection for the British and 

their institutions, as well as their commercial success, 
has prevented their lionisation by left-liberal critics. 
Their satire isn’t savage or revolutionary enough to 
earn them brownie points. Their first social satire, The 
Guinea Pig (1947), in which Richard Attenborough 
plays a working-class boy sent to a traditional public 
school on a scholarship, hinted at things to come. 
Despite being the first British film to feature the word 
‘arse’ and a V-sign (both provided by Attenborough), 
it ends as a eulogy to private education. The Boultings 
went on to satirise many other British institutions, 
including the Military (Privates’ Progress), The Law 
(Brothers in Law), Academia (Lucky Jim), the Foreign 
Office (Carlton-Browne of the FO), and the Church 
(Heaven’s Above!). But they give no indication that 
they wish to destroy or replace any of these institutions. 
Their satire was accurate, but their mockery was gentle, 

and nobody would have 
left the cinema any more 
determined to man the 
barricades than when they 
went in. The prevalent 
themes of the amiable 
comedies they produced 
between 1956 and 1963 
are ones that any small 
‘c’ conservative would 

welcome: the English are a funny old lot, ‘get rich 
quick’ greed is corrosive, and it would be a good thing 
if our major institutions were less morally shoddy – but 
one gets no sense that the Boultings had any enthusiasm 
for forging a ‘new Jerusalem’.

Scott Grønmark was a BBC producer

... the Boultings’ affection for the British 
and their institutions, as well as their 
commercial success, has prevented their 
lionisation by left-liberal critics. Their 
satire isn’t savage or revolutionary 
enough to earn them brownie points
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If you have enjoyed reading this 
edition remember that unlike similar 
publications, often kept going by very 
large private subsidies, we depend 
entirely on subscriptions and your 
generous donations for which in 
the past we have been very grateful. 
In the last six months our situation 
was so tight that greatly increased 
costs of postage alone threatened to 
overwhelm us. Please give generously 
when you next subscribe.
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IN SHORT
Gwynne’s Latin, Ebury Press, 2014, £8.99.

Following his success with Gwynne’s Grammar last 
year, Martin Gwynne has now secured another hit: 
the ultimate introduction to learning Latin. John Paul 
Getty, the American industrialist who was arguably the 
richest man in the world, always employed classicists 
to run his companies: ‘they sell more oil’. As we know 
the learning of Latin disappeared in this country as a 
result of the Cultural Revolution of the sixties; that loss 
has not been measured, yet it is no accident that the 
classics-only education which ended in the 19th century 
coincided with Britain’s highest achievements in many 
fields. Latin words comprise half our vocabulary and 
a knowledge of the language helps in learning any of 
the Romance languages; it is also useful in learning 
Russian or Polish, which although not derived from 
Latin help the pupil because of similar inflection, free 
word order, and absence of articles.

In the eighties in some districts of America, classics 
were revived to help inner city black youths. The 
lessons improved their reading and spelling but also 
in maths and science, compared with other groups 
who had the normal curriculum. I remember a sin-
bin in a local comprehensive where the teacher, a 
classicist, taught some Latin; the girls’ behaviour 
rapidly improved because they were being offered 
some rigour absent in the usual curriculum. Recently 
there have been new attractive primers designed to 
entice children to learn Latin; Gwynne will have none 
of them but returns to the way it was taught until its 
decline. His little book takes me back to Hillard and 
Botting and Kennedy’s Shorter Latin Primer which 
took you through the basic grammar before moving on 
to more complicated material. The Cambridge Latin 
course doesn’t cover the vocative case and you only 
learn the ablative case in the fourth volume. This is an 
ideal book for the committed adult but only an unusual 
child could tackle it on his own.
Merrie Cave

 
Dark Albion: A Requiem for the English, David 
Abbott, Sparrow Books, 2014, £12.50.

The man on the Greenwich omnibus is not happy. 
Retired journalist and author, David Abbott, has a 
keen eye for social observation and what he sees from 
his double-decker bus travelling through the Royal 
borough of Greenwich, causes him real anguish. While 

other people such as David Goodhart have written 
measured accounts about the effects on British life of 
sudden, mass immigration, this book is a howl of rage 
and distress from someone who feels he is living that 
multi-cultural nightmare. 

The book is quite a shock to read, almost like 
handling forbidden material as he bluntly spells out his 
disgust at what he believes is the gradual dispossession 
of the native English, the giving away of England 
to foreign hordes, without public debate, without 
permission, without a shot being fired.

He rides on his bus through south London, through 
Greenwich with all its famous landmarks, such as The 
Maritime Museum, but focuses on other areas not far 
from the tourist spots, where the streets are full of 
Somalis, Tamils, Nigerians, East Europeans, thronging 
the pavements and jostling him in what was once called 
the bus queue. 

In particular he rails against the vast Nigerian-
dominated council estates in the district of Thamesmead, 
now known as ‘Little Lagos’. The white working class 
fled from there long ago and he says it’s now the 
European centre for credit card fraud gangs.

A working class south Londoner, like many of us not 
wealthy enough to live in the good bits of London, the 
‘white pockets,’ Abbott laments the loss of the common 
street courtesies that once made urban life in England 
so pleasant and used to cause affectionate admiration 
from foreign tourists. Around him on the crowded 53 
bus, which he takes as a microcosm of England, he 
is disturbed by barging woman in chadors and rude 
overspill from the developing world. 

He remembers that English bus passengers used 
to be ‘silent, composed and self-contained,’ but now 
the number 53 is filled with the deafening sounds of 
mobile phone conversations in Nigerian dialects such 
as Yaruba and Hausa. Tamil and Somali youths yell at 
each other jostling and blocking the other passengers. 
He writes fuelled by rage and disappointment about 
the way English life has changed, and sometimes he 
strays into what can only be called in that fashionable 
term, ‘racism.’ He really does not like ‘tinted folk,’ and 
does not flatter them: 

One of the Nigerians speaking into one of these 
mobile phones is a gross woman dressed in gaudy 
African finery partly covered by an overcoat, who has 
an enormous backside. Although many passengers 
are standing she is unashamedly taking up two seats 
and blocking the aisle with her bag. She has a loaf of 
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bread from which, with fingers adorned with rings, 
she scoops up crumbs and jams them into her mouth. 

He finds her grotesque and says so, directly 
contradicting the first law of political correctness 
which insists that we (the white community) must all 
live together (with immigrants who annoy us) without 
complaint. 

Unlike our élite political rulers, we have all travelled 
on such buses, and felt such irritation, and we have kept 
quiet about it. Unlike Abbott, they never speak their 
complaints out loud, or put them down on a printed 
page for everyone to read. His chapter, ‘What A Load 
of Ol’ Shiite’ is an amazing diatribe, reckless if not 
downright brave. This is probably the first time the real 
thoughts of ordinary people in Britain, the ‘squeezed’ 
hard-pressed, omnibus-using middle, have ever been 
published. 
Jane Kelly

Plain Words, A Guide to the Use of English, Sir 
Ernest Gowers, revised and updated by Rebecca 
Gowers, Particular Books, 2014, £14.99.

‘Be short, be simple, be human.’ Sir Ernest Gowers’s 
Plain Words was first published in 1948 and was 
intended as a guide to the proper use of English in the 
civil service. It went through seven reprints that year 
and has never been out of print. Paradoxically alas, the 
standard of official English has been getting worse.

In the First World War Gowers worked in a 
propaganda unit making the case for going to war. 

In the Second he coordinated the civil defence of 
London and became a member of ‘the great and the 
good’. He chaired many committees and was probably 
responsible for the abolition of capital punishment 
having chaired the Royal Commission. Gowers had 
meant to revise his work to bring it into line with 
modern usage but died before that was possible. 
Various people tried to give it an overhaul but their 
attempts were not satisfactory, but Rebecca Gowers, 
his great granddaughter, has now done so successfully. 
The task is even more urgent now when jargon and 
obfuscation are at their highest levels ever. After the 
London bombings in 2005, the London coroner found 
there had been delays in caring for the victims because 
people working for the different emergency services 
could not understand each other’s jargon. The various 
emergency services met to ensure that this wouldn’t 
happen again but decided to start something called 
‘An Emergency Responder Interoperability Lexicon’ 
which would be ‘cascaded’ through training courses.

Rebecca Gowers’s approach has been the same 
as her great grandfather’s when he revised Fowler: 
‘no substantial alterations except for the purpose of 
bringing him up to date’. Certain habits of punctuation, 
spelling and hyphenated words have changed over the 
decades while the indeterminate masculine pronoun 
is now seen to be so against the friendliness which 
Gowers advocated that she has removed all the 
examples. The revised Plain Words has not lost its 
charm, authority and humour.
Merrie Cave
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Fundamental to any society is its understanding of human nature.  
For thousands of years Judeo-Christian societies were based 

on the Bible, which held that human nature was flawed.  The 
Enlightenment – and later liberalism – rejected this, and asserted 
the essential goodness of human nature.  And since we are good, we 
can safely liberalise society, e.g. sexual behaviour, with no harm.  

Now John Marsh reports 
that recent scientific 
discoveries in genetics and 
psychology have shown the 
liberal understanding is 
mistaken.  We are flawed. 
So liberal humanism, the 
creed of our intellectuals 
is false; and what they 
devalue – religion, the 
family, morality and 
traditions – in fact play a 
key role in dealing with the 
shortcomings of human 
nature.

“Well-researched  
and argued ...  
thought-provoking  
and readable”
Ann Widdecombe  

Available in paperback and 
ebook through Amazon.com 
and other retailers.

Are Western Societies 
based on a mistake?
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