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n August, the International Committee of the Red Cross
reported that a bus with children on board returning from
a picnic near the northern border of Yemen with Saudi
Arabia was hit by an air to ground missile, killing twenty
nine of the children and maiming thirty more. If you have
ever seen a child with extensive burns, especially where
medical care is poor or lacking, and felt your powerlessness
to help, you will never forget it, nor the smell of cooked flesh.
In this case it was a US built missile, but under an opaque
licensing system hundreds of millions of pounds worth of
British missiles and bombs have been sold to Saudi Arabia
causing similar tragedies. On the 24th of October following
the murder of Jamal Khashoggi in Istanbul by a hit squad
sent by the Crown Prince of Saudi Arabia SNP MP Ian
Blackford asked Mrs May at Prime Minister’s question time
if she would ban future arms sales to Saudi Arabia. Initially
she tried to ignore him by mouthing platitudes about the
British government’s concern at the murder. It was only
when Blackford demanded an answer to his question about
arms sales did we heard the true government line – arms
sales to the Middle East must continue. Britain, said Mrs
May, supported the Saudi Arabian led coalition in Yemen
recognised by the UN Security Council as a legitimate
defence of the government of Presdent Hoti, adding that our
weapons licences were the strictest in the world. She told
the House she was going to telephone the Saudi Prince that
same afternoon over the Khashoggi case, as if this blood
stained monster would listen.
It is clear that Mrs May believes in a higher truth, that of
Whitehall. The latter does not want the public to know that
British weapons have been used to massacre the Yemeni
population, which had it not been for the murder of Jamal
Khashoggi would not have come to light. The resulting
publicity, which will increase over Christmas, means the
Yemen war will cease but the intention is that arms sales
to Saudi will continue. Mrs May, a mandarin to her kitten
heels, will do Whitehall’s secret bidding, as she has done
over Brexit.
No sane person wishes to sell arms to the Saudis any
more than they want to be ruled directly by Brussels, yet the
entire Whitehall machine has been switched on to go behind
our backs and do both. In October a heavily briefed Daily
Telegraph warned the Tory faithful they must not say nasty
things about the Saudis or it will cost them.
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Of BAE’s £19.6 billion last year some 16 per cent
came from Saudi, about £3 billion came from its sales
in Saudi Arabia, mostly in the aircraft combat sector.
This makes the Saudi Arabian defence ministry
BAE’s third biggest customer, behind only the US
Department of Defense and the UK Ministry of
Defence at £4.6 billion and £4.3 billion respectively.
One figure is missing; the £6 billion we pay every year
on migrants fleeing war in the Middle East.
Saudi has been a major source of our political troubles
for decades. The fact that the 9/11 killers came from Saudi,
and the kingdom is the cradle of the vile Islamic doctrine of
Wahhabism that has set fire to Arabia and Pakistan means
nothing to Whitehall or Mrs May. Whitehall has blinded
itself to the welfare of the people of a country they are
supposed to defend. It’s called Britain.
Meanwhile war and the subsequent migration of millions
from the Middle East to Europe has seen the streets of our
country transformed in some places to the appearance of
a souk, a terrifying chrysalis which, in its adult form, gets
bigger and more apparent by the day. It is why the prospect
of a future Muslim Prime Minister and the distant but almost
certain one of a powerful Muslim party in Parliament have
taken on a mad normality.
At the same time we live under an immediate threat
of a nuclear or chemical war springing out of the desert,
as it nearly did with Saddam Hussein, another darling of
Whitehall. Israel has 40 nuclear bombs, Iran, its crazed
enemy, many suspect, has at least one. It was to cover up
this horrifying fact that our lying leaders signed the Iran
treaty which Donald Trump – the world’s clever fool –
wisely tore up.
Whitehall’s dealings with the Middle East are a
prescription for the destruction of our country, just as its
handling of the Brexit negotiations have handed huge chunks
of our sovereignty to Europe. In both cases Mrs May’s
answer on that October afternoon to the MP’s question
on arms to the Middle East, shows her to be a creature of
interests far from those of the electorate. We don’t wish to
be governed by her or them. Unless the House of Commons
finds the courage to get rid of her over Brexit, government
by consent of the people is over.
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Ging Gang Goolie
Andrew Tetterborn

G

irl Guiding, the organisation that runs the Girl
Guides, doesn’t often make the headlines.
In September this year, however, it passed
briefly across the nation’s front pages. This was when
it unceremoniously expelled from the movement a
couple of volunteer leaders. They had put their names
to a letter in the Sunday Times criticising the policy that
boys who identified as girls had to be allowed to share
changing and washing facilities
with prepubescent and pubescent
girls. This was a policy that the
volunteers, like numerous others
in the movement and one suspects
large numbers outside it, thought
dangerous to the girls’ health,
morals and wellbeing.
You might be forgiven for having
some sympathy for Girl Guiding
here. You have to remember that
the Equality Act does in fact
demand precisely this free-forall in the gender stakes. It might
have been foolish of the Brown
government in 2010 to accept
the patently untrue proposition
that denying one’s biological sex
was no different from being black
or Asian, and therefore that all
discrimination against transgender
people had to be suppressed to the
same extent. But the Guides had to obey the law of the
land, albeit unwillingly, and it couldn’t be permissible
for individual members to urge them to defy it.
If only this view of matters were true. A closer look
at the operation of the Girl Guides in 2018 suggests
that, far from this being an organisation unwillingly
obeying a foolish law through gritted teeth, it was more
likely delighted to go along with it. All the indications
are that its leaders will have welcomed the chance to
make an example of those they saw as a collection
of fuddy-duddies who were holding the movement
back. This may seem surprising: but in the last twenty
years or so the Guides have become to a large extent
unrecognisable to those who knew them before.
When founded in 1910 by Robert Baden-Powell, the
Guides were actually a rather modern, and admirable,
institution. They promoted sex equality (indeed, they
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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came into being because girls had felt left out when the
Boy Scouts Association was founded in the same year);
they not only occupied the young but gave them useful
skills in the process; and they gave an opportunity of
escape from the grinding poverty and stuffy pomposity
which it is easy to forget was endemic in working and
middle-class life at the time.
Their ethos was decent and outward looking;
their rules straightforward and
challenging. All Guides had to
promise to serve God and the King,
and to follow a Guide Law that,
among other things, required them
to be loyal, thrifty and obedient to
Guide orders; to ‘be useful and to
help others’ and, interestingly, to
be ‘pure in thought, in word and
in deed’.
Save for the pledge to the
Queen (immune so long as Her
Majesty remains patron), all this
has gone. Most went in 1996; the
reference to God followed in 2013
as inconsistent with inclusiveness.
In their place, we are assured that
the 2018 Guide ‘is honest, reliable
and can be trusted’; ‘is helpful and
uses her time and abilities wisely’;
and ‘faces challenge and learns
from her experiences’. Purity
is, of course, nowhere to be seen. Put another way,
Christian ethics is suppressed in favour of inclusion
and non-judgmentalism; meanwhile, personal morality
is supplanted by a mix of utilitarian social obligation
(being honest, reliable and trustworthy is just the sort
of thing the Law Society would demand of a solicitor
or ACCA of an accountant) and simple enlightened
self-interest (as with being able to learn from one’s
experience).
But there is more to these developments than the
Guide Promise. The leaders of the movement in 1910
would have been horrified at the idea that apart from
providing the Guides with wholesome recreation it
should itself be politically partisan, or make common
cause with Arthur Balfour, David Lloyd George, the
Suffragettes or anyone else. But this is true no longer.
Girl Guiding’s leader until earlier this year – tellingly
The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018

called CEO rather than leader, and with a penchant
for addressing solemn conferences on issues facing
third sector management – was Julie Bentley. Her
previous job at the Family Planning Association had
involved unashamed political advocacy. On arrival
at Girl Guiding she immediately declared that the
Guides had to be the ‘ultimate feminist organisation’
charged with stereotype busting on a large scale. The
result you can imagine. Girl Guiding no longer makes
any bones about being partisan on matters of social
policy. This doesn’t mean matters incidental to girls’
leisure activities, such as making representations about
the impact of safeguarding legislation, or the loss of
wilderness areas for outdoor adventure.
On the contrary: what we see is activism at times
indistinguishable from what you see from #MeToo
or the Women’s Equality Party. For instance, look up
‘what we do’ on the Girl Guiding website and you will
see a prominent reference to ‘social action, advocacy
and campaigns’. These include campaigns by Guides
entitled ‘End period poverty’, ‘Vote 100’, and ‘Action
for Change’ (not to mention campaigning to make
history teaching ‘more inclusive’). An ‘advocate
panel’ has been set up, which has so far caused Girl
Guiding as an organisation officially to demand the
removal of Page 3 girls, and to welcome with open
arms the decision to make government-dictated SRE
education compulsory; in addition, with the approval
of Girl Guiding, it has called on schools to teach
‘body confidence and gender equality’ and demanded
a ‘guarantee that women will be equally represented
in Parliament’.
The changes have spread too to what Girl Guiding
does. True, there are still muscular activities such as
football or canoeing, and badges to win in all sorts
of muscular and not-so-muscular matters ranging
from from Active Response to Circus Performer to
Zero Waste. But there is now something else parallel
to all this – some might even say overshadowing
it. Girl Guiding today views itself, rather like the
safeguarding wing of the Church of England, as a
combination of self-appointed relationship adviser
and social worker. It seems to have taken on itself the
function of counselling on all things to do with being
a girl (or for that matter not being one: see below).
Guide leaders must thus be prepared to advise (nonjudgmentally, of course) on sex and sexuality; the line
they are to take is amply indicated by the instructions
given to them, which warn sternly that they may have
to correct parents and others who may have provided
their charges with ‘inaccurate information’.
They also have a role, again according to the
instructions given to them by Girl Guiding, in acting
so as to ‘facilitate the conversation about gender’ in
The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018

Guide meetings. This includes not only fighting gender
stereotypes, but treating all people ‘according to how
they define their gender’ (in other words accepting
that boys who claim to be girls are indeed girls and
empathising with them on the point). And the emphasis
on sexuality goes on. Many parents may not be aware
that the organisation they pay for their daughters to
attend is a proud Stonewall ‘diversity champion’,
whose local branches have officially been present at,
and openly supported, numerous Gay Pride events up
and down the country.
We might say that all this is a predictable updating
of the Guide ethos to accommodate a politically aware
youth and widen its appeal overall. But we should be
careful before swallowing this argument. For one thing,
the developments described here deliberately remove
a feature of the Guides that made them rather special,
which was that they concentrated on doing what they
did best and did not spread their activities to other
matters that people might think important.
Organisations are ten-a-penny that are set up to
promote feminism, to advise girls on their relationships,
or to make people happy within their own bodies. There
is no reason to think the Guides particularly good
at any of these things; yet by becoming yet another
such organisation, all Girl Guiding is doing is taking
attention and resources away from what it does best.
More to the point, it is worth wondering whether
girls, and for that matter their parents, might actually
prefer to be associated with an organisation that was
pointedly not concerned with feminism, politics and
sex and sexuality. Of course we all may be interested
in these subjects, pubescent girls included. But most
of us recognise that there is a dullness in reading about
them every day, watching programmes about them
every evening and learning about them in school every
week. A chance every now and then to escape into a
new and genuinely different world where they are not
constantly discussed would, one would have thought,
be very welcome. Unfortunately this seems exactly
the kind of leap of faith that the solemn and corporate
senior management of Girl Guiding finds it difficult,
if not impossible, to make.

Andrew Tetterborn is a writer, producing regular
columns for the Conservative Woman. He is also a
professor of commercial law at a well-known UK
university who regularly teaches in Britain, Europe
and elsewhere. In the 2001 General Election he stood
as Ukip’s candidate in Bath
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The War in Yemen and How the
British Government Can End It
John Deverell

I

nternational outrage at the murder of the Saudi
journalist Jamal Kashoggi has led to renewed
attention to Saudi Arabia’s part in the war in Yemen.
The bombing by Saudi aircraft continues and the
suffering has not abated. Facilities used by the Houthis
become targets – ports, markets and other gathering
p laces . I nevita bly,
collateral damage is
frequent and heavy.
Tens of thousands of
innocent civilians have
been killed or wounded.
Many others have died
of cholera and other
avoidable diseases.
Five million children
are not able to go to
school. Babies die of
malnutrition. Indeed,
half the entire Yemeni
population is on the
brink of starving. Or
rather of being starved
– given the Saudi-led
navy coalition’s ship inspection regime and the
challenges of moving food to where it is needed.
In the light of all this, recent calls by leading
members of the US administration for a cessation of
bombing over urban areas of Yemen within 30 days
and for talks are very welcome. But levers are required
to make sure that talks between the Houthis and the
Yemen government side not only happen but also bear
fruit. Otherwise the next talks are no more likely to
work than the last ones. That is where the British and
US governments are in a strong position. The Royal
Saudi Air Force is key. It is largely equipped by Britain
and the USA. Its combat aircraft and ordnance are
largely supplied by the British and the Americans.
The software for the bombs and missiles is bespoke to
the aircraft. If our governments stopped the supply of
bombs, no other country could technically fill the gap.
This is potentially a very effective lever for stopping
the war – if the British and US governments choose
to use that lever.

Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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For now, the British government shows no sign of
being prepared to do so. At the same time it does not
want to be considered complicit in the war. But it cannot
avoid that conclusion. That is because the British
government stands accused of breaking its own rules in
supplying weapons to Saudi Arabia – given that Saudi
is breaking international
humanitarian law
by indiscriminate
bombing. On that issue
the British government
faces a court case
brought by the
Campaign Against the
Arms Trade (CAAT).
The case will be heard
again in April 2019 and
may well be successful.
Not surprisingly, British
and American officials
are concerned about the
legal and reputational
implications. Many
members of US
Congress want to see a US ban on the supply of
weapons to Saudi Arabia and a number of British MPs
agree. But some ministers, lobbied by the arms trade,
regard the revenue and the maintenance of jobs as
more important than the lives of thousands of innocent
Yemenis. And so the arms sales continue.
So, what to do – without causing a rift with Saudi
Arabia and putting several thousand American and
British arms trade employees out of work? The answer
is that, directed by their governments, British and
American diplomats should make it plain – using their
skills in such a way that the Saudis do not take grave
offence – that they will pause arms sales unless the
Saudis immediately take all steps to end the war. The
war ended, the arms sales can continue.
Until then the Yemen government side will feel no
need to negotiate in good faith with the Houthi rebels,
because of the support that they have been receiving
from Saudi Arabia and its allies. As a result, the
Yemen government side has placed preconditions on a
The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018

places obligations on both sides. This would make a
change from the debate around the last UN resolution
on Yemen – UNSCR 2216 – during which the British
ambassador to the UN expressed explicit support for
Saudi-led military action.
Now is absolutely the time for some British moral
leadership – rather than waiting for the US to take
further steps. Parallels with the slave trade spring to
mind. For years the economic arguments in support of
the slave trade delayed efforts by William Wilberforce
and the Quakers to end slavery. Reminded by history,
we should insist that our governments do not allow
economic arguments to delay for one more instant the
moral, reputational and legal imperative to make every
effort to stop the war in Yemen. Otherwise we too, the
people, will join our governments in being complicit.

ceasefire that they know that the Houthis cannot accept
– such as disarm and move back from the existing
front lines before a ceasefire can be considered. Such
demands should be the outcome of talks, rather than
preconditions.
So how to deal with the Iranian threat once the Saudis
– hopefully prompted by the US and British threats to
stop arms sales – have forced the sides to the table and
got results? The new Saudi regime perceives strategic
designs on Yemen to be behind Iranian support for the
Houthis. They have been encouraged by the Americans
to take that view. But the only interest that the Iranians
have in Yemen is its convenience as a conduit to
provoke the Saudis and distract them from Syria, a
much more important country for Iran. That said, the
Saudis cannot be expected to ignore the cross-border
raids and missile strikes fired into their country from
the Houthi side, should those strikes continue. But
that can be dealt with militarily and politically without
laying waste much of Yemen by bombing.
So what else can and should the British and
Americans do apart from threaten an end to arms
sales unless the Saudis get serious talks underway in
order to put an end to the war? They should rapidly
move a new and more even-handed UN resolution that

This article was written by Brigadier John Deverell
CBE, formerly Director Defence Diplomacy in the
British Ministry of Defence and defence attaché in
Saudi Arabia and in Yemen. He has advised DFID on
humanitarian access to Yemen and was the only nonArab member of the UN team mediating in the last talks
between the two Yemeni warring parties.

Eurafrica
Tobias Gerrard Anderson

E

of its biggest cities already having majority non-white
populations may be more affected than any other of
these countries.
Wherever you are in Europe, the story remains the
same, even if the severity of the situation varies from
country to country. The stark reality is that we are dying
off as a continent. Europe’s population (assuming
current fertility rates and migration are maintained)
will shrink from 510 million in 2030 to 465 million by
2100. The age structure of Europe will in turn change.
By the end of the century, people aged 65 and over will
make up a third of the population. Europe’s share of
the world’s population will also have declined from 28
per cent in 1961 to below 10 per cent by 2060.
To the south of the Mediterranean it’s an entirely
different story. Africa’s average total fertility rate is 5,
twice that of the global average of 2.5. As in Europe there
is regional variation. On the higher end of the spectrum
lie Niger, Burundi and Somalia, with total fertility rates
of 7, 6 and 5.9. Niger’s population is projected to grow
from 20 million today (it was only 4 million in 1960) to

urope and Africa are continents with radically
divergent demographic futures. To the north
of the Mediterranean birth rates are anaemic.
No European country is currently producing the
requisite number of children to biologically sustain
its current population. Europe’s total fertility rate
(roughly the number of children had by the average
mother) stands at 1.5 children, significantly below the
2 needed for population replacement. Within Europe
there is variation; at the extreme end lie Italy, Spain
and Germany with fertility rates respectively of 1.37,
1.32, and 1.5 (although Germany’s birth-rate has
recently increased partly due to Muslim migration). If
Italy’s current fertility rates remained constant for the
next century, her population would eventually decline
to a quarter of what is today (from 60 million to 15
million, taking it to where it was in 1800). Towards
the higher end of the spectrum lie Britain, Sweden
and France (respectively 1.81, 1.88 and 2; remember
however these are aggregated figures for all ethnic and
religious groups in these countries). Britain with three
The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018
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58 million in 2045 to 77 million by 2060. Comparable
levels of growth are projected for other nations. There
were 3 million people in Somalia in 1960. By 2050 there
will be 30 million. By 2050 Nigeria will have 411 million
people (it currently has 186 million), making it the third
most populous country in the world. On the lower end
of the spectrum are South Africa, Botswana and Djibouti
which have total fertility rates of 2.34, 2.8 and 2 (there
are no other sub-Saharan African countries where average
birth rates are below 3). All of the top 20 countries with
the highest birth rates are in sub-Saharan Africa. Africa’s
population, according to UN estimates, was 140 million
in 1900; by 2010 it was 1 billion, by 2050 it will be 2.5
billion and by the end of this century it will be 4 billion.
Europe’s meagre ageing population will be less than
one quarter of Africa’s. Why is this happening and
what will this entail? While most regions in the global
south, such as Latin America, the Maghreb and East
Asia, have all witnessed significant declines in birth
rates in the last forty years, inter-tropical Africa’s have
remained stubbornly high. Many countries such as
Bangladesh, Iran and China introduced comprehensive
population control measures in the 1980s and 90s,
while in other nations urbanisation and lowering
infant mortality rates reduced the incentives for large
families, which exist in agricultural societies.
However, the pace of economic development in
most of Africa is slow, with 63 per cent of sub-Saharan
Africa’s population living in rural areas, which will
decline to only 45 per cent by 2050. At the same time
the steep drop in infant mortality rates in Africa has not
been matched by a concurrent decline in the number
of children actually being born in the first place. In
pre-industrial societies a woman who had six or seven
children might expect only three or four of them to
reach maturity. In much of Africa today, the medical
advances brought by western humanitarianism ensure
that fewer children die, but African mothers are still
producing children at the same rate they did when a
third of all children died in early infancy.
Birth control programmes in Africa have furthermore
often been undermined by both domestic and external
religious organisations. As the demographer Eric
Kauffman has shown in Shall the Religious Inherit
the Earth? (2010), evangelical Christians in the Bush
administration deliberately sought to neuter international
efforts at population control. Under the Kemp-Kesten
amendment of 2002, the US government ended all
funding for the United Nations Population Fund, while
the United States Agency for International Development
hampered the distribution of US-made contraceptives
to family planning organisations in Africa.
This may be a comparatively minor contributory
factor, but it typifies the ideological opposition
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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within the world’s primary superpower to African
birth control. In Europe most opposition comes
from anti-racists who view any attempt to curtail
Africa’s population explosion as a latter-day form of
imperialism. Witness the intense hostility directed
towards Emanuel Macron for suggesting that mothers
continuing to have seven children was an unsustainable
option for African societies.
What does this mean for Europe? Throughout the
rest of this century we will witness mass migration
on a historically unprecedented scale, with few or
no barriers to entry. According to the Pew Research
Centre, at least a million Africans have emigrated
to Europe since 2010, while more than a third of
those surveyed in Senegal, Ghana and Nigeria plan
to move in the next five years. While Salvini’s Italy
now prevents the docking of migrant ferries in her
ports, other European countries will prove receptive.
Valencia was willing to welcome the Aquarius ship
carrying asylum seekers, while migrants who stormed
the Spanish enclave of Ceuta by throwing excrement
and quick lime at border guards are now having their
asylum applications processed. There are no more
Gaddafis who could prevent this influx, while the
situation will almost certainly worsen as other north
African states, such as the perennially unstable Egypt,
also implode, providing new and unregulated routes to
cross the Mediterranean.
Overall the epochal demographic shift projected over
the next century will produce an entirely new Europe.
Stephen Smith, author of The Rush to Europe (2018),
predicts that the number of people of African descent
will rise from 9 million to 150 million by 2050, making
up over a quarter of Europe’s population. And yet this
change, despite its massive ramifications for our future,
remains undiscussed by all except a few lonely political
figures. We now stand on the precipice of civilizational
dissolution, virtually oblivious to the fate which will soon
– barring dramatic political changes –befall our continent.
Tobias Gerrard Anderson is studying international
relations and political science in London

The Editor and Staff of the Salisbury
Review would like to wish all our
readers a happy and Holy Christmas
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That Gut Feeling
Georgie Deverell

O

ver the past 18 months, ten students killed
themselves at my university. Today, one in
ten people in the West are prescribed antidepressants. Mental health is in crisis. It’s about time
we received alternative approaches with an open
mind. Allow me to put forward a case: microbes in
our gut, which are determined by what we eat, can
affect the way we feel.
Descartes’ dualism could be viewed as the single
most detrimental axiom in the world of medicine: the
notion that the mind-body divide is not traversable. In
a post-Cartesian world, it would seem strange that so
many of our emotions are felt in the gut. We experience
‘butterflies’ when
we’re in love;
our tummies
do ‘flips’ when
we’re nervous;
pain can be ‘gutwrenching’; we
lose our appetite
during periods
of heartbreak;
and we tend to
navigate intuition
via ‘gut feelings’.
Rather than
these being mysterious phenomena, however, it turns
out that the gut exists as something akin to a second
brain, playing a vital role in the body. The brain is
isolated from the rest of the body, residing in a hard
skull and protected from the dangers of the outside
world. Despite its proximity to the elements, the skin
pales in comparison to the gut as a gatherer of data, as
the skin contains a thick layer of protective keratin.
Since the gut receives a constant stream of bacteria
and other bugs from the outside world, the brain
relies hugely on the gut as a way of discerning the
state of our environment. Through the nine metres of
gastrointestinal tract, the brain can get a pretty good
sense of what’s going on.
This is where the microbiome comes in. The
microbiome (‘little lives’) is a complex world of 100
trillion bacteria living in our gut, which help with the
break-down of our food and, of equal importance,
tune our immune system to resist hostile bacteria
we might pick up as we go about our lives. These
The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018

gut bacteria are so tiny and so multitudinous that
one teaspoon of faeces contains more of them than
there are people on earth while the entire contents of
the gut – weighing in heavier than the brain at 2kg –
contains more genetic data (our second genome) than
we would be able to store on a metric ton of DVDs.
We inherit this world of bugs by catching them from
our mother as we pass down her bacteria-lined vagina
at birth. As soon as we enter the outside world and
put a finger in our mouth, new bacteria that we pick
up are added to the microbiome.
Interestingly, studies have shown that babies that
don’t exit their mothers through the vaginal tract, but
are instead born by
Caesarean section,
tend to have
problems with
their immunity
later in life, such
as asthma and
allergies. There
are clear links
between our
microbiome and
immune system
functioning, since
our gut-microbes
give our immune system hard data with which to
‘learn’. This is much like our brain needing external
information to develop. But I’d like to take this a
step further: the bugs in our gut influence the way
we feel. John Cryan, an Irish neuroscientist, noticed
that animals raised in sterile (totally germ-free)
conditions exhibited social behavioural deficits and
heightened anxiety and fear behaviour. There seems
to be a connection between mental well-being and
the state of one’s gut flora.
So, what is the link between the two? How do we
map one system of reference (the state of our gutbacteria) on to the other (our mental state)? We make
an alteration in the former and see if there’s a change
in the latter. We fiddle with the biology at the lower
level and see if the mental (or behavioural) state at the
higher level is affected. This ought to help eliminate
the problem of the ‘common cause’ misdiagnosis;
that patterns between our gut and mental health are
only observed because they are both caused by a
9
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third factor, such as an over-abundance of a certain
hormone – or simply a false mathematical correlation
between the two.
In 2011, gut bacteria of normal mice were transferred
to ‘germ-free’ mice and were assessed by tests used to
discern behavioural tendencies that point to anxiety.
The ‘germ-free’ mice whose bowels were colonised
with the new bugs showed ‘reduced anxiety-related
behaviour… suggesting a direct role for microbiota
composition in behaviour.’ There are endless trials
on bacterial effects on animals’ behaviour and mood,
but how about results in humans? Benton discovered
that a strain of the shirota microbe lowered anxiety
in chronic fatigue syndrome patients and ameliorated
the mood of depressed people. A 2015 experiment
showed that a probiotic formula of lactobacillus
and bifidobacterium species ‘decreased aggressive
feelings.’ Not only can one alter behavioural states
in animals with microbes, but one seems to be able to
adjust a specific mood in a person by adding a certain
type of bug to our gut bacteria.
How, though, can it be possible that these ‘non-self’
organisms have any direct influence on the way we
feel? Three ideas spring to mind: it could be any, all
or none of them.
One of the most common neurological symptoms
of depression, eating disorders, ADHD, addiction,
manic depression, schizophrenia, epilepsy, or
Alzheimer’s is that the brain becomes physically
less able to adapt to outside signals. Signals between
various parts of the brain grow weak and the very
substance of the brain, which can physically change
to a limited degree in response to outside signals, is
slow to react. Black-and-white thinking is common in
mental illness, especially depressive disorders. What
studies have found, however, is that gut microbes can
act as ‘biological electrical repair men’ sending off
signals that rebuild the insulating fatty coating of the
nerves in our brains associated with personality and
social behaviour.
How do these signals get from gut to brain? A
plausible link that could facilitate communication
between the gut and the brain is the vagus nerve: a
high-speed railway linking the gut to the brain stem,
thus directly affecting the limbic system, which deals
with emotional regulation. John Cryan showed in
2011 that mice with healthy and diverse gut flora
exhibited better memory, more motivation and had
less stress hormone in their blood, compared with the
mice that weren’t fed these nurturing bacteria. That
is, until their vagus nerves were severed, whereupon
the mice exhibited no differences. Interestingly, this
is the same nerve that people stimulate when rubbing
their earlobes in order to calm themselves down or
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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to ease indigestion. Sending electronic pulses down
the vagus nerve (VNS) has been proved to alleviate
treatment-resistant depression – thus reinforcing the
intimacy of the connection that this nerve provides.
A final proposition for how our microbiome and the
brain are linked is via inflammation. Inflammation
is a crucial part of our body’s immune response.
When it encounters a breach in its defences
(perhaps a bacteria-coated dagger pierces the skin)
the surrounding tissue becomes swollen as blood
flow is increased to the wound, so that immune
cells can swarm in and eat the noxious bacteria.
The gut, on the other hand, is kept in a permanent
state of inflammation as it is perpetually exposed
to pathogens from the outside world. But chronic
stress and certain microbial populations, exacerbated
by the consumption of unhealthy foods, can lead to
an over-inflammation of the intestinal walls. The
damaging warning signals (cytokines) fired out by
the immune cells are spread all over the body, and,
most importantly, can traverse the blood-brain barrier.
Once in the brain, these pro-inflammatory cytokines
cause collateral damage to the brain and can induce
depression and anxiety.
I think we can agree that Descartes’ framework
of dualism is not only useless in the face of modern
neuroscience, but that it is outright dangerous.
We can no longer solely prescribe psychiatry for
emotional treatment and physicians for bodily
health: as with most things, we would benefit from
a holistic approach. The only way we will solve any
problem – not only in the world of medicine – is
via interdisciplinary communication. Mental health
is a multifactorial thing that relies on a number of
variables: amongst other things, a lack of severe
stress; early developmental security and attention; a
healthy diet and exercise. So, I’m not saying that gutbacterial manipulation is the cure for mental illness,
but there is an undeniable symbiosis between the
microbiome and our mental states, which we would
do well to nurture. We are stuck with our DNA from
conception, but, luckily, we are able to alter our
‘second genome’: we can make our microbiome as
healthy possible for mental wellbeing. Perhaps, we
could even wean our planet off Prozac.
This article was first published in Graphite
Publications. A Montreal Website: https://
graphitepublications.com/prozac-planet-themicrobiome-and-our-mental-health/
Georgie Deverell is currently reading a master’s
degree in International Development at Kings
College, London.
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Man of the People
Niall McCrae

I

n the long political career of Frank Field, one of the
most memorable scenes was when he stood up to his
party colleagues in the House of Commons earlier
this year. The veteran MP for Birkenhead was shamefully
heckled and ironically accused of treachery for siding
with the Tories on a series of votes on leaving the EU.
The real traitors are the overwhelming Remain majority
on the Labour benches and some Conservatives of false
prospectus who have been obstructing the will of the
people. Voters in Field’s constituency, as in many solidly
Labour areas, gave a resounding verdict for Brexit, only
to find their natural party trying to disenfranchise them.
Like Peter Shore and Tony Benn, past Labour opponents
of the European superstate, Field is a highly principled
man who will not put short-term parliamentary tactics
before the interests of the people he represents.
I declare an interest, having been born in Birkenhead.
That was back in the heyday of Merseybeat and the
Beatles (not that I remember, having moved when still in
nappies). Today, the famous ferry crossing of the Mersey
is a tourist attraction, but for the journey rather than the
destination; few spend time or money in the dilapidated
post-industrial Wirral. They take a view across the murky
river to the Liver building and two cathedrals, and return
to civilisation (all things being relative).
About fifteen years ago I returned to my birthplace. On a
business trip, I took the train from Liverpool and surfaced
near the faded glory of Hamilton Square. Coincidentally,
my research collaborators were based at St Catherine’s
Hospital, where I had first gasped for air. I didn’t visit
the first family home in Norman Street, but I think it’s
still there. Staying at a cheap bed-and-breakfast at Rock
Ferry, I ventured out for a paper early in the morning, and
was asked for a fag by a toothless woman in a tracksuit,
pushing her child in a buggy. Her breath reeked of vodka.
Several pubs were boarded up, priced out of business
by Bargain Booze. The gloom of a grey winter day was
compounded by obvious economic despair.
Birkenhead is the epitome of a rundown northern town,
long neglected by the remote powers-that-be. Their MP
is no dogmatic socialist, but in many ways he is nearer to
Corbyn than the Blairites in his outlook. He is a trenchant
critic of globalism and the undermining of national
autonomy. However, unlike the middle-class virtuesignallers in Momentum who use the poor as political
ammunition, Field has fought for a fairer welfare system
with the genuine intent to help people up, rather than
maintaining them in a state of dependency. To call Field
‘Tory scum’, as have some ignorant Labour extremists,
hardly deserves a response.
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That insufferable pipsqueak Owen Jones bade ‘good
riddance’ to Field when he resigned the Labour whip.
As Jones said, the writing was on the wall. A hard-left
infiltration of the local party had already decided on
deselection of Field before the next election. He is not
representative of the community, Jones opined, and any
MP reluctant to follow the Corbyn path should step aside.
Yet journalists stopping people in the street following
Field’s resignation struggled to find anyone who
disliked him. Contrasting with the ruthlessly dictatorial
Corbynites, Birkenhead constituents are proud of their
long-serving MP. When Field was first elected in 1979,
few of these Momentum agitators were born. But as we
know from all utopian movements, the past is revised to fit
the chosen narrative, and Field’s tussles with Thatcherism
will be erased from record. He has now been placed on the
wrong side of the simplistic dichotomy of good and evil.
At time of writing, Field is under pressure to submit
to a by-election. Why should he? He is adhering to the
Labour manifesto, which stated clearly that the EU
referendum result must be implemented. In his late 70s,
Field may choose not to stand at the next election as an
independent, although I hope he does. It is always hard
for a defector to prevail against their party in a general
election, where voters are thinking more of the national
than local outcome, but Field is part of the furniture in
Birkenhead. If he retires from his parliamentary career,
then Momentum will claim a scalp. But it would be a
pyrrhic victory.
‘For the many, not the few’ was an effective slogan,
persuading many voters in the 2017 general election
(remarkably, Labour rose to 40 per cent). But in contrast
to courageous Brexit campaigners Gisela Stuart and
Kate Hoey, the party, now dominated by middle-class
progressives, seems to misunderstand ‘them and us’. If
Labour obstructs the democratic decision for Brexit, it
could go the way of the Liberal Party in the last century.
From the banks of the Mersey, the people regard Field as
one of ‘us’, while the snobbish graduate class that disdains
ordinary people as ignorant bigots is undoubtedly ‘them’.

Dr Niall McCrae is Senior Lecturer, Department of
Mental Health, Florence Nightingale Faculty of Nursing,
Midwifery & Palliative Care, King’s College London,
his latest books are The Moon and Madness, The Story
of Nursing in British Mental Hospitals: Echoes from the
Corridors (Routledge, 2016) and Moralitis: a Cultural
Virus (Bruges Group, 2018).
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Get Rid of the Dining Table
Peter Mullen
A Letter to Modern Parents
Dear Parent,
If you follow carefully the programme I am going to
prescribe, I can assure you that your son/daughter/nonspecified will emerge after eleven years at school factually
ignorant, intellectually incompetent, emotionally
retarded, morally perplexed, obese, on the way to
diabetes, borderline autistic and profoundly unhappy.
First, give him/her/zie a stupid name such as Jayden,
Waylon or Kayleigh – but don’t have them christened.
Send them to a state primary school but there refuse to
teach them the times tables, which are demonstrably the
best way to master simple arithmetic. Avoid the teaching
of phonetics, and you will be pretty certain to produce a
child who can’t read. The Department of Education itself
boasts its great success here as, by its own reckoning,
43 per cent of children leave school after eleven years
of compulsory state education unable to read, write and
count efficiently thus rendering them utterly incapable of
finding a worthwhile job and at the mercy of every piece
of political propaganda which comes their way.
Encourage your child to express themselves without
giving them any emotional education concerning which
feelings are good and which bad.
Inculcate narcissism by encouraging self-esteem.
Remember: children are never ill-behaved or naughty;
rather, they are merely displaying Attention Deficit
Hyperactivity Disorder and must be dosed with the
appropriate chemicals.
From the age of five, confuse them by instilling the
option of homosexuality. And compound this confusion
by telling little boys they can become little girls, and little
girls can become little boys. Or they can become either
or neither and probably both.
Cut them off from reality by teaching them nothing
about how we got our parliament and our laws, about
how the medieval monasteries created the universities,
the schools, the hospitals and the hospices.
Most importantly at this point, make sure they definitely
come to know nothing about the Classical-JudaeoChristian tradition which formed European civilization.
For traditional schooling, substitute political
propaganda. Teach them about the slave trade – while
omitting to mention that it was the British parliament
which abolished it, and the Royal Navy, which policed
the ban. Tell them about Mary Seacoal and Martin
Luther King. Cultivate in them the shibboleths Equality,
Diversity, Antiracism and Multiculturalism.
Leave them in no doubt that the chiefest of sins is that of
global warming denial, closely followed by Islamophobia.
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For the now outmoded Christian education aimed to
save our souls substitute the new, improved secular,
materialistic education, which does not believe that there
are souls to save and instead prefers saving the planet.
For Truth, substitute Opinion as in, ‘Everyone is entitled
to their own opinion and every opinion is equally valid.’
Teach them no manners or etiquette for that would be
elitist.
Tell them nothing about the history and development
of the western tradition of classical music. (This will not
be difficult because, after fifty years of comprehensive
education, there are very few teachers to be found who
know anything about music and many of them will be at
Glastonbury anyway).
I don’t say ban authors such as Shakespeare, Jane
Austen, Charles Dickens and George Eliot completely,
but make sure the children are not overexposed to these
Dead White Writers. There are plenty of trashy E-books
for kids.
Discontinue competitive games. Provide them instead
with computer games.
Fruit has too much sugar in it, so make sure they live
on a diet of pizzas and burgers.
See that the family – a catch-all concept these days to
be sure – never sits down to meals together. Best get rid
of the dining table then – if ever you had one)
Give your child their own room and ensure that this is
appropriately provided with a TV set. Give them a tablet
and a mobile phone and allow them to spend all day and
all night peering into these gadgets.
Let’s have none of that old fashioned indoctrination
which tries to inculcate traditional relational and social
habits. Instead, leave them exposed to social media,
Facebook, Tweeting and Twittering. If you do this, you
can expect them to be bullied and groomed into teenage
angst, allergies, panic attacks, obsessive-compulsive
neurosis and, if you’re really successful, full-blown
paranoia.
Prevent the development of their intelligence by making
sure they never come into contact with challenging ideas.
Create for them safe spaces. Teach them daily their right
to be offended.
What I have written here is not of course the full
prescription but an outline, at least, of most of what’s
required to make sure that our present epidemic of mental
illness among young people continues indefinitely.

Yours sincerely,
Ed Teecha
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Enemy of the State
Paul Weston

I

have long subscribed to Oscar Wilde’s belief
that it is better to judge a man by the quality of
his enemies rather than his friends. The British
establishment’s hatred of and contempt for Tommy
Robinson only serves to reinforce my view. Robinson
is very much an ‘Enemy of the State’ who can be
treated in a manner Leftists would vociferously decry
were he anything other than a white, working class
man with a patriotic outlook. Our political and media
class do not share Robinson’s views, it need hardly
be said, and go out of their way to portray him as a
wicked, violent, hate-filled, far-right thug. I’m pretty
sure they believe their own
propaganda too; how else
to explain their total lack
of concern over his recent
treatment that wouldn’t
have been out of place in
Stalin’s Russia?
I have known Robinson
for almost a decade now.
I’m not an ardent admirer
or acolyte because there are
aspects of his behaviour that
sit uneasily upon me, most
notably his willingness to
expose his young family to
a danger that is all too real.
He likes the limelight a tad
too much for my taste, but that does not make him a bad
person in the way the Left relentlessly portrays him. I
have never met anyone else in my entire life who exhibits
such cheerful decency with such tremendous – nay
suicidal – courage. In a different era he would have been
the recipient of a posthumous Victoria Cross for charging
an enemy machine gun post with scant regard as to his
imminent death. I have been alongside him, quaking in
my well-polished brogues as bricks and bottles rained
down on a small group of us as hundreds of howling,
hate-filled Leftists came close to breaking through the
buckling police line a bare few feet away. While I was
looking around for a discreet bolt hole he had a smile on
his face, fists raised waiting for the inevitable. Welcoming
the inevitable! As I say, a suicidally brave man indeed.
A couple of weeks ago he was recognised by a
group of British soldiers at a motorway service station.
They asked to be photographed with him, after which
Robinson posted the images on his social media
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site. This led to Chief of the Defence Staff, General
Sir ‘Nick’ Carter getting personally involved in the
brouhaha and issuing the following extraordinary
statement: ‘Far-right ideology is completely at odds
with the values and ethos of the armed force… those
exhibiting extremist views are neither tolerated
nor permitted to serve.’ Sir Nick has also stated the
British army should reflect the communities it serves
as an ‘equal opportunities employer’ and is keen to
increase the numbers of Muslim recruits to boot. Such
a man would of course view Robinson as a member
of the ‘far-right’ but if Sir Nick actually discharged
every serving soldier who
admired Robinson he
would be lucky to raise
sufficient manpower to
mount the defence of a
single, solitary whelk stall
let alone the realm.
Indeed, it was the
treatment of British soldiers
by British Muslims which
propelled Robinson into
the world of politics in
the first place. When the
Royal Anglian Regiment
returned from Iraq in 2009,
the homecoming soldiers
were jeered and spat at by
Muslims in Luton. This offended Robinson’s sense of
natural justice, as did the refusal of the police to arrest
those assaulting our troops. Thus was the English
Defence League (EDL) born and as Robinson has
repeatedly stated, if the police had done their job on
that day the EDL would never have existed. Every
serving British soldier, when given the choice between
supporting the curiously politically correct Sir Nick
or the brave and patriotic Robinson will have little
difficulty in making their decision, which is something
that really ought to give Sir Nick pause for thought,
considering how serious an issue this is over which to
make a posturing political stand.
The terms far right, fascist, racist and Islamophobe
are slung at Robinson on regular occasions by the
self-appointed members of the anointed, but never
anything more, never anything of substance. Unlike
the middle class journalists who smear him even as
they live as far away as possible from the multicultural
13
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environs they profess to celebrate, Robinson actually
has many friends from the black, Indian and Pakistani
communities. Like most working class men and women
in today’s Luton he views mixed-race relationships
as entirely normal. Many children there are mixedrace which is not something one could say about the
children of the gilded scribblers pecking away at their
Apple Macs as they sip fair-trade macchiatos in their
white coffee shops in Hampstead.
When one looks at the differences between Robinson
and the British state one is struck by how much this
is a glaring example of good versus evil. The state
covered up the gang rape of vulnerable English (and
Sikh) girls for decades. Robinson sought to bring it
out in the open in order to stop it. It is primarily this
single issue, which has caused the state to denounce
not the ideology of the perpetrators but the character
of the messenger. The vitriol and hatred has so clouded
the judgement of the authorities that they are prepared
to break the law in their desire to remove Robinson
from the public eye.
His recent unlawful jailing is a case in point, as was
his inhumane treatment while in prison. Last week,
the BBC reported on the Huddersfield gang-rape court
case – which played its part in Robinson’s arrest – in
which it made the point that the police and the courts
were overwhelmed by the sheer volume of gang rape
offences all over the country. I would suggest the
reporting restrictions have nothing to do with fears of
influencing a jury and a lot to do with withholding the
consequences of Islamic diversity from an increasingly
irate public. Given the choice between bravely
confronting an abhorrent cultural mind set or wickedly
persecuting the morally just messenger, the British
establishment has cravenly chosen to shoot the latter.

So where does this leave us as a country? Where does
this leave our political and media establishments? If
good and evil exist, as I believe they do at all times
and in all situations whereas the progressive Left only
believe when it politically suits them, it is difficult
to conclude anything other than that Robinson is a
good, brave, principled, moral and decent man and the
British establishment cowardly, treacherous, wicked,
dictatorial, unjust and cruel. It has taken a Tommy
Robinson to reveal the evil of the establishment – the
politicians, the journalists, the judiciary, the human
rights activists, the social workers and the police who
have combined in their monstrous attempts to smash
and destroy a man because he took a principled stand
against the ideology behind the gang-rape of our most
vulnerable young children
This is Great Britain in 2018 where good is evil
and evil is good and where the difference is no longer
a matter of practical reality but dependent upon
the massed propaganda of a corrupt establishment.
Robinson is engaged in speaking brave moral truths to
a cowardly depraved power and as a result has become
an enemy of the state. But it is clear where evil resides
and clear that those who practice or facilitate that evil
have made themselves visible only by declaring war
on the good.
Paul Weston is currently writing a novel about the
possible/probable state of Sharia Britain in 2048.
Footnote: Some will be surprised by this defence of
Tommy Robinson. May I suggest those who are look
for the Jeremy Paxman, Tommy Robinson interview
on Youtube and Robinson’s performance at the Oxford
Union – also on Youtube.

When Truth is a Crime

I

Theodore Dalrymple

t is not surprising in an age of Newspeak that a
court set up to defend certain rights such as that
to free speech should end by suppressing them.
The actual denotation of words comes very often to
be the direct opposite of their traditional connotation.
The resultant confusion is the soil from which tyranny
can grow.
According to the European Court of Human Rights,
free speech consists of freedom to say whatever the
court, ex post facto, finds it acceptable for people to
say. And in the case of E S, an Austrian woman who
suggested during a seminar in Vienna that Muhammad
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was, or might have been, a paedophile, the court has
ruled that the woman’s right to free expression had to
be ‘carefully balanced… with the right of others to
have their religious feelings protected, all to serve the
legitimate aim of preserving religious peace in Austria.’
It was therefore perfectly in order for E S to have been
fined by Austrian courts for having said what she did.
It would be difficult to find a legal judgment in recent
history that is morally more cowardly, intellectually
feebler, and potentially more disastrous in its effects,
than this. Among other considerations, the European
Convention on Human Rights, which the court was set
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up to enforce, nowhere recognises a right not to have
religious feelings offended. The court has made up
this right of whole cloth, and its judicial overreach is
therefore itself a danger to the freedom of Europe. It
surely requires very little reflection to understand how
restrictive of almost any kind of speech a right not to be
offended in one’s feelings would be. Judges who appear
not to understand this very elementary point either do
not value freedom or are grossly incompetent, not to
say stupid. In either case, they should be dismissed
forthwith and their court dissolved.
Let us briefly examine the case. The court said that
E S’s claim had no substance in fact and was therefore
merely insulting. The court thus sets itself up as the
arbiter of what in essence was an historical claim.
But this was not a case of libel, in which the truth,
falsehood or malice of what has been said about a living
person is in question: Muhammad has been dead more
than thirteen hundred years. He cannot be libelled or
defamed in the legal sense, any more than can George
IV or Marie Corelli.
In the strictest sense, perhaps, what E S said was
untrue. A paedophile is a person whose sexual interest
is principally directed at children, and there is no
evidence that this was true of Muhammad, in so far
as any account of him is historically trustworthy. But
since it is hardly in dispute in Muslim sources that he
had sexual relations with his wife, Aisha, whom he is
widely supposed to have married at the age of six, when
she was 9 or 10 years old, a more accurate or literal
description of Muhammad’s conduct according to our
present-day legal and moral conceptions would hardly
have been more flattering of, or less offensive to, some
people’s religious feelings, than E S’s description of
him as a paedophile. Even if one accepted (as to some
extent or other one surely must) the view that autres
temps, autres moeurs, the religious feelings of the
susceptible would hardly be assuaged: for the accurate
or literally true description would imply that, far from
having been an exemplar for subsequent ages to follow,
Muhammad was a model to be avoided. And this runs
contrary in a very fundamental way to the beliefs of
Islam, which could hardly fail to offend sensibilities
of many Moslems. In other words, the court’s ruling
is in essence not that certain untrue things may not be
said of Muhammad, but that certain things may not be
said of him even if true. The European Court of Human
Rights is therefore not a court at all, in the sense that
most of us understand the word: it is an Inquisition to
root out heresy.
The European Inquisition of Human Rights’
jurisprudence, however, was in a sense very modern, in
so far as it has elevated hurt feelings to the same rank
as harmful acts. My house has been burgled or it has
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not, and if it has been burgled, someone has burgled
it or not. I cannot simply claim that my neighbour has
burgled my house if my house has not been burgled
and he has never entered it. But I can claim on any
grounds whatever that he has hurt my feelings, since I
am the highest authority on the state of my own feelings
and the cause of those hurt feelings. Moreover, just as
appetite increases with eating, so offended feelings
grow with the habit of taking offence, especially where
taking offence confers power over others.
It is obvious that in a free society there must be a
right to expression of opinion, however mistaken its
grounds: but there must also be a corresponding duty
to accept offence to one’s own feelings. Anyone who
cannot accept such offence has no place in a free
society, though this is not the same as saying that
people ought to go around giving gratuitious offence
to one another, as they seem with increasing frequency
to do. The law should not be the only arbiter of what
is permissible to us. But politeness is not the same as
mealy-mouthedness, and if some people publicly claim
to have the exclusive truth about something, as do the
believers in most religions, they have no right in a free
society to claim protection from the examination of
their claims or from the opinions or ridicule of others
who find their opinions wrong or even absurd. They
cannot even claim protection from misrepresentation,
for to eliminate the possibility of misrepresentation is
to eliminate debate.
As to the ‘legitimate aim of preserving religious
peace in Austria’, the Inquisitors seem to have accepted
the following logic:
If you say x, person y says that he will become violent.
Therefore, it is incumbent on you not to say x, rather
than incumbent on person y not to threaten or even
carry out violence.

The Inquisitors are therefore appeasers in the worst
possible sense, and to rely on them to protect our
freedoms is like relying on Mr Madoff to safeguard
our savings.
The shameful judges of the European Court of Human
Rights have sided with the intimidators rather than with
the intimidated. Of course, they reserve to themselves
the right to choose precisely which intimidators to
side with; but it is difficult to believe that their choice
among them will be totally uninfluenced by just how
serious, menacing or ruthless the intimidators are.
The judges also showed themselves to be shamefully,
woefully, disgracefully ignorant. In their decision, they
said that E S’s words:
…could only be understood as having been aimed
at demonstrating that Muhammad was not worthy
of worship.
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On these grounds, John Stuart Mill’s Autobiography,
to name only one among thousands of books, would
have to be banned, for in it Mill explicitly points to
the alleged characteristics of God that make him in
Mill’s opinion ‘eminently’ – Mill’s word – unworthy
of worship.
But in any case, the judges displayed a startling
ignorance, above all today, in suggesting that Muslims

worship Muhammad. Although to outsiders it may
appear as if they do so, they themselves would find
the suggestion offensive and deeply blasphemous. The
judges have thus offended against Muslim feelings. I
suggest that they shut up and be heavily fined.
Theodore Dalrymple’s latest book is The Knife Went
In (Gibson Square).

Trump’s Gastronomy?
Mark Mantel

I

thought I’d be happy to scribble about the American
foodscape. It wasn’t too taxing a topic. And it’s
not just Bacon Cheddar Burgers and Crab Cakes
anymore. You can visit any hick-town now and demand
an alder-smoked salmon topped with Malaysian curry
sauce and down it all in a stylish industrial space with
exposed chutes and ducts. And if you climb the metal
stairwell, you might catch an unsmiling female chef
officiating, barking orders at some poor Latino boy
busily sprinkling saffron on quinoa, and she in her
T-shirt, with her tooth-pick legs, getting famous for
stuffing whortleberries into Thai dumplings.
Yes, an easy topic. I could tell everyone that in any
town in America, they’ll make you a charred eggplant
in lemongrass sauce with carrot butter on it. And what
they can do with a pumpkin! Have you ever tasted
a pumpkin? A pumpkin ought not to be edible. But
you’d better feel yourself fortunate if one of our chefs
goes to work on a pumpkin. That pumpkin will be so
worked with walnut oil you’ll swear it was a T-Bone
steak from New Zealand or somewhere.
Yes, an easy topic. And it’s not just bistros and gastropubs. There’s farmer’s markets sprouting everywhere,
too! They’ll sell you yellow cherry tomatoes, zucchini,
everything.
I could even declare war and say something like
our food is better than in France, or even Spain, and
point to our artisanal rye bread to prove it. And we’ve
got cowboys clutching sashimi with chopsticks, that’s
interesting, no?
True, in Spain, they’ve got the ‘molecular
gastronomy.’ And some proud Spaniard chefs call their
dishes ‘deconstructivist’. This means taking a chicken,
say, and totally modifying its innards and texture and
form, but preserving its essence, so that it no longer
looks like the same bird, but still has something deeply
chicken to it. It is supposed to be even more chicken
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than a chicken. I don’t think we do that sort of thing
here. Or if we do, nobody has invited me.
Yes, a lot to write about. Like when the foodie
revolution started. About my parent’s first red-headed
Tandoori, say. How they came home with tales of India,
in terms so enchanting even Edward Said would have
forgiven them. (He is the one who went after Conrad
and Flaubert and their progeny for being ‘Orientalist’
by describing the East too exotically.)
But then I had a bad thought. I remembered that
bookshop. We were at a shopping arcade. My wife and
mother went hunting for shoes. And I went to breeze
around the bookshop. At first my intent was to go to
the Poetry section. They would excavate me there, and
be irritated, because Poetry is the root of my financial
smallness. But on the way to Poetry, I happened upon
Sociology, and paused for a peek. Naturally, I expected
the usual: Race, Ethnicity, Class, and all that. What
surprised me was that Sociology had been swallowed
by FOOD. Almost every book! Food. Food. Food.
Everywhere.
Yes, I remembered the bookshop.
Calm. What books had I looked at? Let’s start with
that.
I remember Food and Femininity, about how food
and woman connect in the public imagination and in
the emotional lives of women. But what did it say?
There also was Gender, Class & Food. That had to do
with how ‘foodways’ draw power boundaries between
social groups, I think. Well, the king eats mutton and
linden berries with wine, the villain chows porridge
with mead. Is that a ‘power boundary?’ Or has it more
to do with the use of a fruit fork?
The McDonaldization of Society I remember better.
It is a dense tome by sociologist George Ritzer, about
the socially-structured form of the fast-food restaurant
becoming the ‘organizational force’ representing and
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cart. What I do relish there are the Polish hotdogs. Big
hotdogs for a dollar and fifty. You can even top it with
a heap of onion that you crush in a special apparatus.
Anyways recently, they tried to get rid of it to ‘make
room for healthier options’ such as acai fruit bowls.
I was furious. And there was a general backlash. The
last I checked, the Polish hotdog was still alive. But
they tried. There was no need to ‘make room’ for acai
bowls. The damn store is a mile long. Is it about food
dictatorship, pure and simple.
The crazies are even saying that chickens form
friendships and social hierarchies, that they recognize
one another and develop a pecking order, love and care
for their young, enjoy dust-bathing, making nests, and
even roosting in trees. They are saying that chickens
raised for meat and eggs won’t be able to do any of
their favorite things. And I can’t even answer these
Food-Leftist firebrands. It will take a real philosopher.
Someone who can unravel the key strands of their
thought. How did it evolve? How did the leftist agenda
go from proletarian grievances to radical anti-chicken
house militias? What will be the intellectual foundation
for our resistance?

extending the process of rationalization into the realm
of everyday interaction and individual identity. I’m not
joking. That’s what it’s about. I’d sooner brave Kant’s
Critique of Pure Reason. Besides, any French butcher
can tell me all about ‘McDonaldization’, for free, and
probably in better English.
Ladies and gentlemen: I knew before that progressives
and conservatives don’t share a common diet. And I
knew, for instance, that foie gras skirmishes flare up
from time to time. But of this virulent Food-Marxism,
I knew nothing. People are plotting! Maybe this is the
grimmest social issue in the world today? What’s the
use muttering about Immigration or Iran when BACON
is endangered? Maybe they’ll decree you can’t eat a
sausage within twenty feet of an entrance? That’s how
they are, the liberals. We’ll be going about our business,
not knowing a thing, and suddenly, everyone will be
scowling at our beefsteaks.
There is a depot in America called Costco, that
will stock you with fodder for months or years. Its
headquarters are in Seattle, a progressivist place, if
ever there was one. I don’t really like Costco. I’d
rather get robbed by a small store, where I can see
everything. But my wife, a practical woman, makes
me go, and push around an unspeakably enormous

Mark Mantel is a lawyer from Richmond Virginia.

Language Thieves
Jane Kelly

T

a harmless joke about women falling in love with him,
and is now in exile in Japan – is to court conflict. This
is not necessarily the result of social media feeding a
poorly educated population bogus ideas from America,
rather it is a long-term plan by the Maoist left, ever
active among our wealthy middle class, to twist its
meaning and bring about a destabilising revolution.
The arrival of various social media applications,
such as Twitter, and What’sApp have accelerated this
revolution. Use the word ‘girl’ to describe one of your
office colleagues and you may find yourself in the street
clutching a black plastic bag of your possessions. Even
more deadly, extensive exposure to the creeping speech
disorder Twitter – a form of verbal Mad Cow Disease
caused by constant threats over the internet ending in
total social withdrawal – will cripple your ability to
fight off the new language.
Some of this speech conflict can be blamed on the
French. In 1953 Georges Matoré, from the Sorbonne,
published a dictionary of 5,000 ‘privileged words’.

here’s so much joy in being poly,’ announced
a recent Guardian article. Not a revival of The
Boyfriend, this ‘poly’ refers to ‘Polyamorous’.
The article, written by Calum, was headed, ‘The Truth
About Polyamory’.
This was about the increasing popularity of troilism,
three in the bed. The writer described himself, or
rather ‘identified’, as a ‘heteroflexible pansexual solo
polyamorous relationship anarchist’.
To be born before the 1990s is to fail to understand
what anyone younger is saying. Not the ‘mash-up’ of
words young kids pick up from ‘the street,’ meaning
black culture, but a new language of the Left which has
rapidly entered everyday conversation. If you do not
speak it life is like being in Paris on a wet day; get your
words wrong and you could end up in serious trouble.
To open your mouth in universities, businesses and
even such neutral places as our laboratories – several
years ago one of Britain’s most famous scientists, a man
who has saved countless lives, was sacked for making
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This inspired the Marxist academic Raymond Williams
to publish his Culture and Society in 1958 with a
glossary of contentious, socially charged words.
Williams, the son of a Welsh grammar school boy
who became a communist at sixteen and made it to
Cambridge, published Keywords in 1976, with the
subtitle ‘A vocabulary of culture and society.’ It sold
nearly a million copies in the UK edition alone, and
had wide implications for social debate.
He saw languages as ideological blocks, to which
he applied Marxist analysis. His aim was to destroy
the idea of ‘culture’ produced by a class-based society.
According to academic film producer Colin MacCabe,
who has just updated Keywords for OUP, Williams
believed that ‘public conversation, serves to express
control and regulation, to circulate opinion, and give
form to critical debate.’ Words could be selected to
challenge all the presuppositions of democracy and
capitalism. He always understood language in terms
of division and conflict.
MacCabe, who says he has ‘political ambitions,’
himself, has added fifty new words, all contested, in
public debate. Many may feel that their new definitions
are hardly contested at all:
Community: every British state school and community
centre now has to have this word in its name. In the
14th century it meant the common people. In the 19th
a picturesque village, by the mid-20th an ideological
group. Today it represents enforced multi-culturalism.
Sovereignty: A crucial word in the battle for Brexit
and the concept of nation state. Mrs Thatcher said,
‘The sovereignty of Parliament is supreme.’ Enoch
Powell linked the word with historical continuity and
racial cohesion. As globalisation and social media have
diluted national borders, people who still believe in
Sovereignty are called the Alt-Right.
The French envied our parliamentary power
and aimed for similar in a new republic. In 1770
J L de Lolme was sadly un-prescient when he wrote:
‘Parliament can do everything but make a woman a
man and a man a woman.’ No longer.
Safe Space: Started during the ‘Mad Men’ US
business culture of the 1940s, allowing men of low
status to grass up their fellow workers to their bosses.
From there it entered therapy culture, gay bars,
university campuses and, recently, the Labour Party
conference.
Most of us need one at times, and usually call it,
my bedroom, but student unions all over the UK
now insist on providing them in public buildings to
protect students from the impact of dangerous ideas.
Philosopher John Stuart Mill, the first MP to demand
women’s suffrage, said, ‘Ideas cannot be injurious,’ but
that is not how we feel today when it seems keywords
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might, if they do not kill you, provoke a major nervous
breakdown.
The recent change in our language is partly due to
something Williams could not have imagined: the
worship of raw emotion. Young people ,‘Snowflakes’,
demand emotional security, they want to feel
comfortable when faced with difficult ideas. In 2014
Oxford students refused to open a room for a debate
on abortion, while even fictional scenes are required to
have trigger warnings in case they cause upset.
This valuing of emotion over reason characterises
the new definition of the word ‘Appropriation’. It once
meant stealing land. In the 19th century it implied
artistic borrowing, such as creating a pastiche. After
1980 it became synonymous with theft from black
cultures by white men such as Captain Cook and Cecil
Rhodes.
Appropriation is an ‘active’ word because it’s
deeply emotional, emphasising victim-hood and
white oppression. It has become strangely pervasive;
returning home from Mexico in a sombrero may get
you arrested at the airport. Donning almost any sort
of fancy-dress may get you sacked. No one is above
reproach; TV chef Jamie Oliver was recently accused
of this cultural crime by Dawn Butler, Labour MP for
Brent, after he demonstrated a Jamaican rice dish.
While many older people will recoil from these
angry new words, they will not be able to ignore
them because they are now accepted both by the
BBC and even the Royal Shakespeare Company. In
the end, Shakespeare’s words aren’t twisted, they are
shouted, and almost unrecognisable. The words are
not important, only the fact that the actor is black, and
shouting. Poetry and verse speaking are subordinated
to inclusivity and diversity. Anything else would be
to honour that other key word, Patriarchy. The poetry
is lost as the actor’s voices are drowned out by music
from ‘the street’.
Better get out your synthesised, acoustic instruments
and not say much at all. Words are getting far too
dangerous.
Jane Kelly was a celebrity interviewer for the Daily
Mail.

The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018

Transit Camp Britain
Alistair Miller

I

n ‘The Secret People’, G K Chesterton gave voice
to the ordinary people of England, ruled over by
a succession of foreign lords, religious reformers,
Enlightenment liberals and bureaucrats, all of whom
claimed to ‘speak for us’, but none of whom ‘speaketh
as we speak in the street’. Pushed to the limit, the
English, patient and phlegmatic, would one day rise
against their rulers, and their wrath would be terrible.

including to those who have chosen to settle here?
Certainly, none of the established parties. Labour has
long deserted its traditional support base, the English
working class, and now represents the interests of a
fashionable privileged metropolitan set of neo-Marxist
anti-capitalist social justice warriors. Instead of seeking
the betterment of the living conditions of ordinary
people, an honourable and worthy endeavour, Corbyn’s
Labour has a radically different agenda: the overthrow
of oppressive hegemonic structures (Western, white,
Eurocentric, capitalist) and the liberation of the
oppressed, the excluded and the marginalised. To this
end, the England of old – all classes are condemned
– must be deconstructed, destroyed, in the name of a
vibrant new multicultural Britain where no identities
are privileged.
As for the Conservatives, they have long ceased
to be a national party which voices the aspirations
of ordinary people. Their attachment to markets,
laissez-faire and individualism (maximising the rate of
profit, flogging off the national assets) is impeccably
liberal. Their espousal of the fashionable orthodoxies
of cultural Marxism – multiculturalism, diversity,
inclusion, equality of outcomes, and the deconstruction
of the dominant culture signals their new-age virtue.
But as for the interests of England and the English,
they are silent. Is it for fear that they do not speak out;
or is it just hypocrisy? Like their liberal counterparts,
leading Conservatives take it for granted that their own
families and circles of friends will be the beneficiaries
of the civilization they have inherited, while destroying
it for others.
Indeed, Conservative politicians have long ceased to
stand for recognisably conservative principles in any
shape or form. Even the Brexit debate has been reduced
to little more than a clash between two versions of
liberalism: free movement of goods and labour within
the single market versus global free trade. The appeal
to sovereignty by Conservative Brexiteers certainly
expresses an unmistakeably conservative sentiment.
But the globalists failure to define the nation in any
substantive sense other than by appeal to vacuous
‘British values’, or to acknowledge the existence
of a national culture, renders sovereignty a hollow
shell. ‘Global Britain’, an economic black hole into
which migrant labour and foreign capital flow freely,
a transit camp in which people count only as factors of

Smile at us, pay us, pass us; but do not quite
forget; For we are the people of England, that never
have spoken yet.

Never have the ordinary English been more despised
by their rulers, their guardians and betters, than today.
They have seen their cherished independence, the
national sovereignty for which their ancestors spilled
their blood, progressively eroded as power has been
transferred to an elite caste of bureaucrats in Brussels;
their land colonised by waves of newcomers who
have little desire to adopt their ways, but are cheaper
to employ and house, who (it is said) work harder and
whose children achieve better exam results; their right
to express their minds, to speak freely, to poke fun and
cause offence, progressively removed. All this in the
name of building a diverse, inclusive multicultural
society so that the ruling liberal elite might proclaim
their cosmopolitan virtue. None of this they wanted
or voted for.
Now they face the final indignity. That having
expressed their will in a people’s vote; Brexit gave
them, unexpectedly, the opportunity to express their
opinion of the establishment and its project, which
they did, by kicking it in the teeth – that they should
have their will denied. That they should be told by their
betters that we are to remain in the EU in all but name
in the national interest. That mass immigration should
continue indefinitely, because otherwise ‘the economy
would be damaged’. And for good measure, diversity
will be now be enforced with renewed vigour in the
jobs market as employers are subjected to diversity
audits. Ethnic minorities will now take preference
over indigenous English – all in the name of building
a diverse multicultural society.
To whom, then, should the people turn? Who would
speak for those who, whatever their race, colour or
creed, value the distinctive national culture of England,
and would see it transmitted to future generations –
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production to be shunted around, is devoid of meaning
or sense to true Conservatives.
True conservative principles, by contrast, are rooted
in the lived experience of generations of English
men and women. If one were to identify the essence
of English conservatism, it is that we must always
start from human nature as it is, from our local
attachments, affections, loyalties and social relations.
Conservatives reject the notion that politics should
consist of the pursuit of rational ideals – liberty,
democracy, equality, social justice etc – associated
with some imagined utopia in which people might
be perfected, for human nature is inherently flawed,
our needs and desires infinitely complex and varied.
Indeed, the attempt to implement rational solutions
embodying universal principles is a sure recipe for
tyranny, for any perceived deviation from the ideal is
necessarily deemed subversive. The freedom to dissent
or criticise is invariably the first casualty of the pursuit
of liberty in the abstract, as Edmund Burke foresaw
in the French Revolution and subsequent Terror, all
enacted in the name of liberty, equality and fraternity.
And we see it now, enacted before our very eyes, as
our precious hard-won freedoms – to dissent, criticise,
offend, ridicule, even share a joke – are shut down in
the name of a multicultural utopia. Any deviance is
quickly silenced, criminalised as ‘hate crime’ if deemed
‘discriminatory’ in any shape or form.
Conservatives believe that our nature is inescapably
social, shaped by forms of association and attachment,
by commitments, by practices and traditions which
have evolved over generations precisely to give
expression, form and meaning to our individual needs
and desires. Just as the individual owes allegiance to
his family, he owes wider allegiance to his nation,
whose evolved institutions, laws and practices, whose
history and culture, have shaped his values, his needs,
his outlook and his freedoms. Which is why patriotism
is a legitimate and honourable conservative sentiment.
But can there be a nation in any meaningful sense
without a national culture – without values, beliefs,
attitudes, experiences and sensibilities which people
hold in common? For T.S. Eliot, culture is ‘the
creation of the society as a whole’ and is an organic
whole, the different parts enriching each other. For
Eliot, the dominant force in creating our common
culture is Christianity, and through Christianity the
incomparable legacy of Greece and Rome. Whether
we are practising Christians or not, it is, argues Eliot,
‘against a background of Christianity that all our
thought has significance’. But with our national culture
replaced by ‘multi-culture’, what remains of the soul
of the nation? What becomes of our democracy when
there ceases to be a Demos – a people? How is our
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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mutual understanding and sympathy to be cultivated
by the manufactured culture-free British values of
‘diversity’, ‘inclusivity’ and ‘respect for others’? And
what becomes of our freedoms when we cease to have
anything in common – other than an enforced belief in
diversity, inclusion and multi-culture?
One rarely hears modern Conservatives refer to
the term ‘culture’ – culture in the sense of a shared
inheritance, a patrimony, our characteristic beliefs
and attitudes, a settled way of life. As for the notion
that there might be a distinctive English culture with
roots in Anglo-Saxon times, a common culture into
which newcomers might be initiated and integrated,
that this might even constitute the dominant culture of
our island, the very idea has been banished from polite
conversation, relegated to the white working class,
to football supporters’ clubs and the like. For mass
immigration now makes Britain what it is – namely, a
diverse inclusive multicultural society.
Liberal Conservatives like to warn of the rise of the
‘far right’ – the new nationalists of Italy and Hungary,
Germany and France, whose desire to defend their
national cultures, their homelands, they castigate as
‘populist’ and ‘xenophobic’. Inevitably the nationalists
attract unsavoury elements. But the preservation and
sustenance of the nation, its culture, its laws and
institutions, is the over-riding concern of any true
Conservative.
A recent poll of Conservative voters found that two
thirds would vote for a new party ‘on the political Right
committed to leaving the EU’. The need is urgent. Will
the Conservative party re-discover itself – or will a
new party emerge? Time will tell. But our politicians
would do well to heed the words of Chesterton. For
it is the survival of our nation that is at stake; and the
people’s anger is growing.
Alistair Miller is a teacher.
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Can you Fall off the Edge of the
Universe?

T

Brian Ridley

hose of us that muse on the heresy known as
Science, with its Darwinian evolution and its
models of the world, tend to take an innocent,
maybe childish delight in the contemplation of deep
mysteries. It is a sort of escape from the drudgery of
office and domestic chores. We ask questions like:
Does the universe have an edge? If we get there
and step off, what do we step off into? After all, the
universe, we are told, is expanding, but expanding into
what? Surely it must be expanding into something.
Or if not expanding forever, will it bounce and start
contracting? In any case, where did the universe come
from in the first place? This sort of musing possibly
beats believing six impossible things before breakfast!
Perhaps we need a real cosmologist who had thought
about these problems.
Stephen Hawking, who died this March aged 76, faced
problems all his life. The easy ones were in the field of
cosmology, which he tackled with considerable success.
He would have been perfect to sort us out. Hugely
more difficult for him, I would guess, was a disability
that confined him to a wheelchair, and forced him to
communicate via an electronic voice with an American
accent. He coped with all of that with commendable
fortitude No doubt he regretted leaving so many problems
of cosmology for others to clear up, and regretted even
further leaving his heirs with the problem of paying an
inheritance tax of £15million. It does seem that, perhaps
appropriately, he left behind a veritable Black Hole, albeit
a financial one, which might be filled partly by donating
his wheelchair to the nation.
Because of his books and public lectures, the rest
of us have a glimmering of some of the problems
that still face cosmology. One of the first importance,
notable for not being mentioned in his books, is the
question of whether, in the broadest sense, cosmology
is a science at all. For an example of a science, look at
the study of electrons. It works as a science because
there are an awful lot of them. We can make guesses
about their properties and carry out experiments to test
whether the guesses were right or, at least, not wrong.
We adopt the same method with chunks of material,
and build up a picture of what solids are about. All the
results are published and readable by clever practical
people, engineers at home equally with theory and
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brass tacks. Among the results are computers, iPads
and smart phones.
Cosmology is not like that. We may have heard of the
Big Bang, and learnt that the universe is expanding, but
nobody knows why. There are plenty of hypotheses,
but how do you test them? They are factors about the
universe that are given. But that is true of electrons as
well. Each electron has an electric charge of a given
size, a mass of a given size, and a certain spin. They
are a given. One cannot have theories about given
things. But because the universe as a whole is unique
by definition we have nothing to compare it with. There
can be no science with unique things; no possibility of
experimentation. All we can do is describe, not explain.
So cosmology cannot be a science.
Unless we discover another universe so we could
compare it with ours! Stephen Hawking saw this very
clearly. If cosmology was going to be an interesting
science, rather than a sort of botany, there had be to an
uncountable number of universes. Naturally cosmologists
everywhere concurred. Guesses about the possible
nature of other universes abounded. Impossibilities were
imagined. The laws of nature discovered in our world need
not apply elsewhere. Everything was up for grabs. A
myriad of possible worlds could be invented. Cosmology
became exciting.
But for all of this not to become a form of esoteric art,
we need the experimental evidence of the existence of
a universe different from ours; a C S Lewis wardrobe
to step out from into a cosmic Narnia. Without it,
cosmology can be gloriously imaginative, producing
creations that are endlessly intriguing, possibly
impossible, but it would be blossoming anew as a novel
art-form, not as a science. However, who knows what
might be discovered in the future?
If some sort of edge between us and another universe
were discovered, cosmology would immediately be
converted into a science. Imagine, a new universe to
explore! But, until then, we will, no doubt, continue
to admire the cosmological imagination. Losing that,
I feel, would be a grievous loss to mankind. As a
meditation on the fall of a sparrow teaches us, the
readiness is all.
Brian Ridley is a Fellow of the Royal Society.
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Viktor Orbán, Trump’s Familiar
Mark Griffith

O

n Tuesday, 23rd of October, a public holiday in
Hungary, a late lunch party at an artist friend’s
flat afforded a view from his balcony of Viktor
Orbán speaking on a temporary stage fifty yards away,
set in the middle of Budapest’s grand Andrássy Avenue,
an 1880s version of the Champs Elysées. Behind him
was Andrássy 60 once the headquarters of the dreaded
secret police. Its cellars contained the torture chambers,
used during the brief Nazi German occupation of the
country in 1944 and 45, and again during the following
decades of communist rule where critics of the Sovietcontrolled people’s republic would be swallowed up for
months to have their spirits
broken, and their necks.
There have been
intriguingly few parallels
between Viktor Orbán and
Donald Trump – aside from
some ‘populist, ‘far right’
name-calling from the junior
bank clerks staffing Britain’s
media. What would we find
if we looked closer? We
might see The Viktator,
leader of a small former
Eastern Bloc nation, in the
unlikely guise of trailblazer
for the boisterous officeblock builder in DC. Orbán
worked something out in
the 1990s when he was in
government and then was
voted out. He worked out that Hungary was still in
the grip of a civil service that had smoothly emerged
out of Communism with money, positions, and its
Old Boy network connections intact. This is largely
the same claim that you hear from Trump supporters.
What Orbán learned was a determination to pull up
the old weeds by the roots. British-born novelist Tibor
Fischer (both his parents fled Hungary in 1956) has
repeatedly said: the western press exaggerates Orbán’s
crimes, minimises the corruption of his opponents’
crony corporatism, and holds his party to standards
not demanded of any left-of-centre party.
When Trump, the man under the orange hairdo,
promises to ‘drain the swamp’ in Washington, there is
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an uncanny echo of what Orbán sees himself doing.
One leader is pruning the persisting apparatus of a
former police state with its entrenched special interests,
while the other is cleaning out a vast, democraticallycreated state sector with its entrenched special interests.
But there are other, subtler parallels. Both men are
more talented than their enemies realise. Fischer says
that when he first met Orbán in the late 1980s with
a group of foreign correspondents, he was deeply
impressed by the young Viktor. Fischer further claims
that when one journalist remarked afterwards that
Orbán would be prime minister within twenty years,
he countered ‘ten’ and now
wishes he’d put money on
his hunch. Likewise, many
who have met the offhand,
genial Trump, seemingly
a garrulous fool prone to
unguarded gaffes, have later
praised his cunning and
slippery political skills.
Tw o c l e v e r, u n c o n ventional men, both
defending tradition and
national pride, loathed
viscerally by the media
worldwide, were chosen
by voters who oppose the
liberal consensus. Both
men seem oddly skilful
at outmanoeuvring their
opponents, shrugging off
ridicule and going from success to success. Both men
have mastered the art of riling their protagonists,
driving them into hysterics. Both threaten to stay
in power long-term, being returned with increased
majorities, entrenching in turn their chosen officials,
judges, gatekeepers in their countries, slowly starving
out what they see as infestations of smug left-leaning
corporatists.
After a suitably lengthy review of the courage of the
‘lads of Pest’ who fought Russian tanks in 1956, and
other acts of historic bravery, Orbán turned to what he
called the ‘Brussels empire’, straightaway emphasising
it was not using violence or armies to bring about its
plans, but criticising its ultimate plans nonetheless. At
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for their ambitions yet makes them also feel righteous
and wholesome, what’s to not like? Fighting climate
change and reversing deprivation for trisexual ethnic
minorities and having the nice office job! Working
alongside hip young folk from different cultures with
interesting hairstyles and tattoos – how could it be
uncool to do such cool stuff?
This is the basic crime of Viktor, the urban liberal
turned village conservative. He’s uncool. Likewise the
ex-casino-owner with the dancing-girl wife currently
addressing his voters’ worries and hopes as no US
president has since Kennedy: Trump is uncool too.
For all the anxious apparatchiks, local-authority
dweebs, left-wing schoolteachers with university
degrees privately aware they don’t have a real education,
their own ‘coolness’ is desperately important. It defines
their very lives, like the Floyd or Jam albums of their
youth. Are they truly cool? Did they make a mistake
somewhere? Are they secretly lower class? How can
young folk be so weirdly misguided as to say the vile
Margaret Thatcher actually sounds as if she was rather
a good prime minister?
Not ‘being cool’ is how it used to be for some
Christians fiercely worried they weren’t in a state of
grace. It’s frightening.
When coolness is there, it’s the sign something is
deeply good, that they are effortlessly in the flow of
righteous, fashionable, fun virtue, grooving with the
right crowd, going where history should go, rising up
the social tree.
But if it’s questioned, it might be the sign something’s
gone horribly wrong.
Just to recall the astonished rage at Thatcher’s
election, re-election and re-election, the shocked
disgust that this very magazine got founded at all in
the 1980s, is to sense what Orbán and Trump are up
against. It calls into question the middle-class leftists’
sense of how the world is, what should be their place
in it, what is right and good. These two politicians –
one leading a country 30 times smaller than the other
yet still oddly famous, strangely reviled – both men
threaten those people. They threaten the spiritual
identity of careerists mainly manning the expanded
state with a few surviving in the cold hard market
outside.
If I’m a progressive, surely I’m on the winning side
history? So how can people trying to undo all the things
I know are righteous be so…. popular?

one point he said:
Even today, the Brussels vanguard and the other
leaders who are opposed to nation states see
migration as a chance, an opportunity. They see
it a chance to replace the European Union of
nation states with a multicultural empire of mixed
populations, smoothed into a unity: a Europe without
nation states; an elite separated from its national
roots…

What is striking is how talk like this is routinely
described by semi-literate journalists as ‘far right’,
‘extremist’, or ‘rabid’. Likewise, when I watched
the 2016 US election and heard the language used
about Trump, the reporters attacking him seemed
to be describing someone else. Trump was lighthearted and articulate, though not speaking in the
declamatory fashion a speech-writer would have given
him. (Whereas Orbán’s speech sounded dignified,
ceremonial – but that’s the style his Hungarian voters
prefer). Yet Trump, the ex-casino-owner, like Orbán,
is no extremist. Once genuinely extreme media
editing is filtered out, Trump – the ‘racist’ who helped
Jesse Jackson’s run for US president – is blatantly a
moderate.
Likewise, Orbán’s quasi-Peronist regime can be seen
in two ways. He’s either some kind of authoritarian
rabble-rouser seeking to entrench his party in power
for personal glory and gain, or he’s someone who
understands how low the centre-left will go to reconquer the government apparatus. In that case he’s
a moderate entrenching his cronies in power so the
offspring of the Communist/liberal consensus can be
winkled out of the woodwork, stopping them from
re-entrenching their cronies in power.
You’ll see if you look closely that people who
rant about Orbán or Trump consider themselves
educated intellectuals, but deep down they lack
confidence. Under the veneer they know they’re not
really intellectuals. They’re constantly looking for
guidance, reassurance – what’s the right side to be
on? Who are the baddies we should hate? For many
people of a certain class, politics is a kind of substitute
spirituality. The consensus that all sensible, civilised
people support big-state bourgeois centre-leftism
is the religion of people quietly anxious about their
social status.
I told a left-wing friend a few months ago that being
a Marxist today is like being an Anglican in Edwardian
Britain. He seemed lost for words for a second, then
changed the subject. Combining a career track and
fake-religious vocation, the middle-class left-wing
pathway makes a perfect mix for those who can’t think
too deeply about their life choices. If getting ahead in
the government or NGO machine is personally good
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Mark Griffith is a financial trader who keeps a weblog
at http://www.otherlanguages.org which follows news
on AI, computer security, politics, economics, and other
subjects. He is writing a book about whether AI will
change our lives.
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We Anglos Should Stick Together
Daryl McCann

I

f you were a Brit visiting Australia in the 1970s,
enjoying the sunshine and cold beer so much that
you thought you’d like to stay, all you had to do
was get a doctor’s certificate certifying your chest
X-ray did not show TB and take it with your passport
to a post office. The clerk would stamp ‘Permitted to
remain in Australia.’ ‘Remain’ meant forever. These
days, young Brits wanting a slightly extended visa must
do rural work, and a slight error in your paperwork
can see you evicted from the country. Poles and other
Eastern Europeans, unlike Australians or Canadians,
presently enjoy free labour movement in and out of
Britain, although this could change if Britain leaves the
EU. Is it time to afford these rights to other members
of the Anglosphere who still share so many British
connections? What about Canada, New Zealand and
America?
The former leader of the Australian Greens, Senator
Bob Brown, in his famous 2012 Dear Earthians
farewell speech, called for a global parliament based
on ‘one person one vote’. The 7.2 billion people of the
world, including the 1.4 billion citizens of China, could
apparently be counted upon to do the right thing by
24.7 million Australians. A world with ‘no countries/
and no religion too’, as John Lennon sang in 1971,
unlocked the possibility of world peace because there
would be ‘nothing to kill or die for’. What the globalists
failed to take into their consideration, however, is the
phenomenon of civilisational revivalism. Today we
are witnessing not only Islamic revivalism but also
Ottoman revivalism, Persian revivalism, Russian
revivalism, Chinese revivalism and numerous
manifestations of indigenous revivalism. Should we
be surprised, then, that there are now outbreaks of
Western revivalism?
The first thing to say about all these revivalisms
is that they are not necessarily the end of the world.
There was a question mark in the title of Samuel P
Huntington’s 1993 original version of The Clash of
Civilisation. In other words, accepting up front that we
are not ‘one world, one people’ might be the best way
to prevent wars rather than precipitate them. In the case
of the Iraq War, for instance, Huntington’s proposition
could just as well serve as a warning to leave well
alone than fabricate a sparkling new Western-style
democracy in a desert land of tribal allegiances. Even
Bernard Lewis, who first coined the expression Clash
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of Civilisations in 1990, never held that Iraq could be
turned into a democracy, the Kurdish region in the
north being the possible exception. It was the Cold
War, and before that the Age of Imperialism, which
persuaded people who abhorred Western civilisation
– and everything it represented, including the freedom
of the individual – to be accommodating. Those days
are gone, and now it is every man – or should I say
every civilisation – for itself.
This is not, as Ali A. Allawi points out in his
illuminating The Crisis of Islamic Civilisation,
a question of racism or xenophobia. People feel
comfortable with those who share the same civilisational
pedigree – whatever that might be. Traditional Islamic
civilisation, stretching from northern Africa to the
frontiers of India and South-East Asia, was something
more than religious, because the rituals and rhythms
of the entire year were permeated by Sharia Law.
Islamic revivalism in all its various manifestations,
from Wahhabism and the Muslim Brotherhood to
Khomeini’s revolutionary theology, are attempts to reestablish comprehensive and cohesive Islamic societal
norms in the face of Western-style modernity. Islamic
revivalism seeks to overcome the chaos, crisis and
calamity that has bedevilled the Greater Middle East
since at least the dissolution of the Ottoman Empire.
Allawi, by the way, is not impressed by Wahhabism
or the Muslim Brotherhood, and has not been calling
for a new caliphate to rule the territories once known
as Dar el-Islam. The Muslim-majority nations of the
world, insists Allawi, are not about to reconfigure
themselves as one monolithic entity, any more than
the English-speaking countries of the Anglosphere
wish to form a uniform supra-national bloc, and yet 53
Muslim-majority countries express their commonality
through membership of the Organisation of Islamic
Co-operation. That is Islamic revivalism of a kind.
The Anglosphere, with Australia, Canada, New
Zealand, the United Kingdom and the United States
at its core, is a parallel version of Allawi’s cherished
Islamic civilisation. We Anglos, if I may use that term
in a civilisational rather than narrow ethnic sense, feel
a tremendous (and disconcerting) familiarity as we
roam about each other’s realm, unexpectantly at ease
in places on the other side of an ocean or even on the
other side of the planet. The last thing we would want
to do is refashion everything according to our own
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country because (a) that would be impolite and (b) it
is pleasing to experience a world that is recognisable
and different at the same time. We are, to put it frankly,
the perfect visitors, scrupulous about signing the guest
book and, what is more, delighted to be accepted by our
hosts. We are content to take our leave at the propitious
moment. Restrictive permits and all the other rigmarole
associated with modern-day journeys are for strangers
and not family.
To be fair, a degree of visa liberality already exists
between the United Kingdom and Australians, albeit
for those under the age of thirty-one, in the form of
the Youth Mobility Scheme. In 2016, according to
the records, some 12,000 young Australians took
advantage of this work-travel program. It is a mutual
arrangement. Two of my wife’s young British relatives
have been working and travelling in Australia this past
year, and there are thousands of other young Brits
completing three months of mostly down-to-earth
jobs in rural or outback parts of the country, most of
them hoping to win the right to stay a second year in
Oz. If the work itself is not especially glamorous, the
pay – according to my contacts – is good, at least by
British standards. There is something to be said for
the Youth Mobility Scheme but, at the same time, it is
only scratching the surface. Why, for instance, is the
programme restricted to people under the age of thirtyone and why only for a two-year maximum? These
constraints were devised before Brexit. That was when
the future, at least for the United Kingdom, promised
a surfeit of young EU workers prepared to undertake
every kind of non-salubrious job to subsidise their
travel. But the Brusselsphere era is over – unless, of
course, Remainers manage to overturn the democratic
decision made by the British people in June 2016.
There are work schemes for older people, but they are
either expensive or arbitrary. Australians, for instance,
can apply for a five-year UK Ancestry visa, at the
going rate of £500, provided one of their grandparents
was born in the Old Dart. Then, of course, there’s
the company-sponsored visa if a British company
somehow knows about you over here on this side of
the world and is prepared to offer sponsorship. My
favourite permit must be the Tier 1 Entrepreneur visa,
which requires a cool £50,000 deposited up front in
a British bank. One simple way to achieve greater
visa access between the UK and Australia might be to
adopt our reciprocal USA E-3 visa for skilled workers,
a development that accompanied the 2005 AustraliaUnited States Free Trade Agreement. After all, an
Australia-United Kingdom Free Trade Agreement, not
to mention a United Kingdom-United States Free Trade
Agreement, cannot be too far away, can it?
But deepening the ties of the Anglosphere involves
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something more than the estranged members of a
family suddenly feeling nostalgic and wanting to
create the good old days when the sun never set on the
British Empire. This, naturally, is what the globalists
in Canada, the United States, the United Kingdom,
New Zealand and Australia would argue. We can hear
their cry even in the otherwise eerie silence of the
Nullarbor Plains: ‘R-a-c-i-s-t!’ The trouble with such
disparagement is that while the constituent members
of the Anglosphere might be mono-civilisational they
are also multi-ethnic. Additionally, the days of empire
– despite the cogitations of our left-wing/post-colonial
intelligentsia – are back with a vengeance. Witness,
for starters, the aforementioned Neo-Ottoman Empire,
Neo-Persian Empire, Neo-Russian Empire and NeoChinese Empire. The latter we might call, for the
benefit of this discussion, the Sinosphere.
Fashionable thinkers in Australia long hailed the
rise of the Sinosphere as a chance for us to reduce our
reliance on the United States and play honest broker
between the two Pacific powers. Few Australians are
now persuaded by this kind of globalist fantasy. The
growing hubris of President-for-life Xi Yinping and
his militarisation of the South China Sea is a warning
that the unchecked ascendency of the Sinosphere
will result in Australia ultimately signing up to a
Chinese version of Japan’s 1930-45 Greater East Asia
Co-Prosperity Sphere. America – and by extension
the Anglosphere – is, as ever, the last best hope to
maintain our sovereignty. We might say the same, if in
a different context, about Brexit or President Trump’s
determination to secure his southern border against
folk who have no intention of signing the guest book.
The more things change, the more they stay the same.
Daryl McCann has a blog at http://darylmccann.
blogspot.com.au/
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Rolling John
Heather Ollerenshaw

I

can’t count how many times a day I roll John, and I
cannot remember just how many people I’ve rolled
him with. It was not long after his second birthday
that John had a seizure. It ‘knocked him for six’ his
mother Sarah told me. They hoped it was a one-off,
a fever or a funny turn, but a few weeks later he had
another, and then another. Each worse than the last, for
each seemed to steal a piece of John away. It became
bleakly clear to Sarah that her son was not going to get
to live the life she had dreamed for him.
He had another birthday not so long ago. His seventyfifth. I bought him a pair of socks. Another woman
wrapped them. A third opened them and a fourth put
them on him.
A team of carers entirely governs John’s life. After
his bath we dry him on the bed and roll him back and
forth to fit an incontinence pad and wrestle his arms
and legs, stiffened by old age and illness, into various
outfits. Sometimes I know the other support worker,
all to often I am working with a complete stranger.
We are called ‘support workers’, implying John
has some sort of independent life, even though we do
everything for him. What must it feel like to be bathed,
toileted, fed and dressed by a rolling rota of faces and
strangers?
Like many profoundly disabled people, John’s care
recently passed from the state to a private company, a
transition, which brought cost cutting and new faces,
lots of new faces. Like almost all modern care homes,
the company is heavily reliant on a high turnover of
unskilled agency staff on minimum wage. Yet we are
supposed to do the work of trained nurses.
If you have to import people from the Congo to wipe
arses in this corner of South Wales, because John’s
own countrymen will not do it, there is a problem not
just with the care companies. It is everybody’s problem,
a very big one.
Within four years, it is predicted, 800,000 people may
be in need of care, including 20,000 with no family to
care for them, according to a report by the centre-left
think-tank the IPPR.
By 2030 there will be 2 million people aged over 65
without adult children to look after them, up from 1.2
million in 2012, and about 230,000 of them will be in
need of more than 20 hours’ care a week and will have
no informal support. Guardian 24 April 2014.
Moreover with open borders, these numbers are
set to double by 2050, and double again by 2060
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in a geometric progression, one of the ‘benefits’ of
immigration slack-mouthed politicians in Westminster
don’t tell you.
The house where John lives has six residents. I am,
for practical reasons – part-time jobs being almost
impossible to find – one of the few people left who
have stuck the job out for a year: most go in the first
few months.
Sometimes I wonder if the many large mirrors about
the house are one way, like those in police stations,
with teams of social scientists sitting behind them,
scribbling diligently from day to day about the goings
on of the bizarre social experiment that modern care
working has turned out to be. But even if there were
such mirrors, nobody would sit behind them because
the chronically ill have been all but abandoned by the
state.
John and the other residents would have been
instantly recognised by Florence Nightingale as those
to whom her profession owed their first duty, ‘to do
those things for the sick they cannot do for themselves’.
I have never seen a nurse in our home, we don’t have
uniforms, we are just people off the street, operating
on the barest minimum of instruction and supervision,
relying mostly on whatever intuition we happen to
posses.
Nursing these days on the other hand means a smart
uniform, public respect, high technology, good pay,
looking after patients who usually have a future, or
if they are going to die, dying in kindly hospices
surrounded by relatives with their passing measured
in days, weeks or months, not a lifetime. Our patients
are lifers.
The house runs essentially like a big family. As
well as John, there is another resident who is almost
as incapable and a man who is afflicted by such wild
flinging body movements as to make any ordinary
day impossible. He must be changed frequently while
flailing like this.
Then there is Darren, a young man with autism. Not
the modern diagnosis but the classic kind. He never
speaks and is rarely seen, preferring to be alone or
staring out of a window. We also have a child-like
elderly gent who spends his days playing CDs from
his vast collection. In between there is the dinner to
be cooking and the washing to do.
And then, as though the job wasn’t hard enough, there
is Freddie. It was more than poor judgement to place a
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21-year-old, 6’4” man with mental health issues in a
house with profoundly disabled men such as we have.
John must listen to the loud, swearing rap music that
Freddie plays when he’s in a hostile mood. Nobody
dares tell him to turn it down. What can three women
do against such a strong and volatile man? We sit in
the office with our heads bowed, feeling powerless.
Freddie rules the roost. We must tiptoe around the
house. We are subdued. We are anxious.
I don’t dislike the young man. It’s clear he had a
terrible upbringing; certainly, his father appears to
regard his son entirely as the responsibility of the state.
There is also his proven propensity to violence. He has
a criminal record for assault.
There is only one member of staff on at night.
Sometimes they have never worked at the home, and
arrive as perfect strangers. This stranger must go into
the men’s bedrooms and change their nappies. It’s hard
enough with two staff to roll John, especially as he’s
put on weight, but on your own it’s near impossible.
Finally, a night worker complained and refused to work
the job because there should be two staff present at
night. It’s not that they aren’t on the whole very decent
people. Most of them know how tough life can be,
be it on an open migrant boat in the Mediterranean,
managing four children alone in a high rise, or lining
up twice a day at a food bank. They are good with the
residents.
Of course, the company does not wish to spend
more money on staff, so head office came up with
another plan. We now must hook up a kind of catheter
on John, attached to a sticky condom-like sheath that
must be rolled onto the penis. This is no mean feat,
for the latex gloves stick to it like flypaper, causing
the support worker to have to roll it on with their bare
hands eventually. Once attached, the tube is fed down
the side of the bed and drains into a bag, which the
support worker will have to deal with when they start
their shift again at 7 am.
After rolling John, changing his colostomy bag, and
going through the embarrassing ritual of fumbling to
get a penis sheath on him, we sit down for what we
hope will be a five-minute break.
Instead the loud hyena laugh of Freddie breaks that
illusion. He’s out of his room, and laughing his way
towards the office. He holds his arm up. It is streaked
with blood. He howls with wild laughter. The three
of us women look at the floor, tired and subdued.
Once, after he had acquired a large knife and took to
wearing it zipped up in a secret pocket, we thought
the management would move him. But nothing
came of the incident. Nor did they do anything when
Freddie assaulted a member of staff. Freddie roams
the corridors like the Minotaur, always in bare feet so
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he can sidle against the walls and appear whenever
his name is mentioned. It’s not uncommon for girls to
talk in hushed tones and look about before whispering
about what Freddie has done or said.
I thought the safety of workers and other residents
would be taken seriously, but instead a distant and
nameless management inexplicably decided that the
most appropriate response to Freddie’s marauding
violence and constant arm and leg slashing was to send
us all on a one day training course with a psychologist
to be ‘trained’ in counselling techniques.
At this ludicrous farce of a training course we,
the support workers, were told we were expected to
magically become therapists (at no extra cost), and
we were encouraged to spend time alone with Freddie
‘getting to know him’ and ‘getting him to talk about
his feelings’. I couldn’t imagine anything more stupid
and insulting. No risk assessment was done. No
debriefing of the staff. I can think of no other industry
that would subject its staff to so much psychological
torture as to be expected to single-handedly deal with
such situations with so little training and for wages of
the barest minimum.
Though she’s pressing on ninety now, old Sarah still
visits her son John once a week. Her hips are bad, and
she jokes that she could do with a team of carers herself
these days. I pray she doesn’t end up in a room next to
a rap music-playing self-harmer who she has to hide
from, or be wheeled to safety like her son. I’m ashamed
of the faith she has in us to look after him when she
doesn’t know the chaos we hide from her.
Heather Ollerenshaw is a care worker.
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Poland: Germany’s Unpunished
War Crime
Alexandra Tompson

A

ll is not fair in love and war. Poland is ruffling
feathers by counting its wartime losses.
The ruling Law and Justice Party claims
that Germany must compensate Poland for damage
inflicted during the Second World War. The potential
bill is estimated as high as USD 850 billion. Germany
dismisses the claim as settled, outdated from a bygone
era. Even the British government maintains the case
is closed. But Poland insists reparations are timely,
if not long overdue. And so, 73 years later, we face a
difficult conundrum. Is the demand even legitimate?
Greece is also calling on Germany to hand over more
than £250 billion, which Athens claims it is owed in
wartime reparations.
The divisive issue stretches back to the negotiations
that decided Poland’s fate at the end of World War
Two. The war as seen from London, Washington or
Paris was a noble crusade with a more or less happy
ending. Its legacy was 73 years of peace in freedom and
prosperity. But Poland, for whose freedom the war had
been launched in September 1939, had by May 1945
merely exchanged tyrannies. Betrayed by its Western
allies, a 50-year occupation ensued, and did not end
until the last Russian units departed on Sept. 17, 1993.
Subjected to Moscow, Poland forfeited not only the
advantages of the Marshall Plan but also German war
reparations. Now, having enjoyed just under 25 years
of freedom, it should come as no surprise that Poles
continue to grapple with their wartime history.
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A void remains. A void which will take generations
to fill. A void resulting from the huge loss of life,
the extermination of the nation’s elite and ethnic
minorities, the kidnapped children, the destroyed
buildings, the looted works of art. It was on Polish soil
that rivers of blood and tears were spilled. It was on
Polish soil that factory-style killing plans were carried
out. It was on Polish soil that Lebensraum was to reign.
It was the Polish nation that was to be cleansed, reduced
to slavery. Today, Poland demands only justice.
Poland never surrendered to Nazi Germany. Six
million Polish citizens, including three million of
Jewish origin and many of the nation’s intellectuals
and elite, were killed under the Nazi occupation of
1939-45. For every 1,000 citizens, Poland lost 220.
By comparison, Holland lost 22, France 15, the United
Kingdom 8, and Belgium 7. More than 200,000
children – the blonde, blue-eyed – were kidnapped
and Germanised. Some 590,000 people were left
disabled. More than 1 million people fell ill as a result
of tuberculosis. Approximately 2.5 million people
were exploited in forced labour camps, and a further
2.5 million were displaced. Of the country’s cultural
heritage, 43 per cent was destroyed or stolen in 1939.
To top it all off, Warsaw was razed to the ground by the
Nazis in 1944 after a failed uprising in which 200,000
civilians died.
International law provides for war reparations. Article
3 of the Hague Convention of 1907 states the liability
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of an aggressor nation in paying compensation to cover
damage or injury inflicted. The term ‘war reparations’
refers to money or goods changing hands, but not to
the annexation of land. These were discussed at the
Potsdam Conference in 1945. Poland was conveniently
omitted; the USSR was to settle Polish claims from its
own share of reparations. No direct payments from
Germany were provided for. And so, the country worst
affected by the Second World War ended up receiving
less than €1 billion in compensation (mainly through
the Foundation for Polish-German Reconciliation,
when the unified German government agreed to
‘compensate’ Polish forced labourers in 1991). That’s
not even 1 per cent of the appraised damage. While the
Federal Republic of Germany (West Germany) signed
separate agreements – primarily the Bonn convention
and bilateral agreements with 12 European countries
in 1959-1964 – none was signed with Poland.
Now Poland wants an agreement. In international
law, there is no statute of limitations to war crimes and
crimes against humanity. Yet, there is a thorn in today’s
claim, and it lies in Germany’s allegation that this issue
was settled back in 1953. In a resolution adopted that
year, Soviet-occupied Poland obliged itself to cease, as
of 1st January 1954, to collect reparation benefits from
the German Democratic Republic (East Germany), and
again in the Warsaw Treaty of 1970 with the Federal
Republic of Germany.
Made under the diktat of the Soviet Union, the
refusal is arguably legally non-binding. Poland, whose
preservation of independence constituted the original
casus belli in 1939, was subsequently sold out at the
Yalta conference. Poland was not consulted about her
frontiers, her political system, nor about her future
as an independent state. Betrayed by the Big Three
(Churchill, Roosevelt and Stalin), Poland fell under the
umbrella of the Iron Curtain countries aligned with the
USSR, and became the Polish People’s Republic. The
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nation’s opposition to Soviet rule and to Communism
did not stop until the nation freed itself of oppression
in 1989. Surely anything signed by Soviet puppets
ought to be considered illegitimate. Not only was
there no bilateral treaty between Poland and East
Germany confirming such a forced resignation, but
West Germany was not a party to it.
If the issue could not be settled while Poland was
subjected to a brutal regime, surely it was settled by
the end of the Cold War. Unfortunately, not so. In
the Treaty on the Final Settlement with Respect to
Germany (or the Two Plus Four Treaty) signed on 12
September 1990, which gave the recently reunited
Germany full sovereignty over its internal and external
affairs, the issue of war reparations was not covered
at all. Moreover, Poland was not a party to that treaty.
The issue did not simply go away. It festered. In
2004, Polish lawmakers voted unanimously, with
one abstention, for a resolution calling on Germany
to pay for war damages. In an effort not to endanger
diplomatic relations with Germany, the Polish
government promptly indicated that Poland would
not follow this up. The then Prime Minister, Marek
Belka, explained at a press conference that the question
of German-Polish claims is once and for all a closed
matter. How so, considering the case has only just
opened?
For too long, the bipolar political division of the
world made it impossible for Poland to claim what
was its rightful due. Counting inventory losses is not
about dwelling on the past, playing the victim card, or
digging up past sins. It’s about securing justice.

Alexandra Tompson is British of South African and
Polish roots. She is currently working at the Polish
Trade and Investment Agency in Warsaw.
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Bang Bang, You’re Dead
Berenice Langdon

A

merica has prevented its great research
institutes looking at gun deaths for over 20
years. Any research that infringes the rights
of gun owners or promotes gun control is not funded.
After the Sandy Hook shooting in 2011 when twenty
children and six adults perished, Obama tried to
overturn this and asked Congress to donate $10 billion
for research purposes. It never happened. Meanwhile
the daily toll of gun deaths continues to tick upwards
at the rate of over 100
Americans a day.
America’s Centre
for Disease Control
and Prevention
(CDC) is one such
great institute. It has
not been allowed
to study firearm
deaths since 1997,
when the so-called
Dickie amendment
was enforced. The
Dickie amendment
states: ‘None of the
funds made available
for injury prevention
and control at the
CDC may be used to
advocate or promote
gun control’. This
rule has scared the
CDC off any research
even touching on gun
deaths for fear of
having their funding pulled. The same rule has been
applied to America’s other major research institute,
The National Institute of Health (NIH).
Dickey, who left congress in 2000, later regretted
his amendment and the subsequent freezing of all
gun violence research; ‘Research’, he declared,
‘could have been continued on gun violence without
infringing on the rights of gun owners.’
Instead, in America the rights of gun owners trump
the rights of everyone else. The rights of non-gun
owners, the rights of children and their right to
education without being shot at, are secondary.
We too have had our gun tragedies. The difference
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has been in the reaction of the electorate and their
governments to them. The Dunblane School Massacre
in 1996 led to the Firearms (Amendment) Act 1997.
This banned all private ownership of cartridge
ammunition handguns. In Australia, following the Port
Arthur Massacre of 1996 coming only a few weeks
later than Dunblane, possibly a copycat response – a
known phenomenon following media coverage – led
to the Australian National Firearms Agreement. This
banned private
ownership of
guns for ‘personal
protection’.
America has the
highest per-capita
gun ownership
in the world with
88.8 firearms per
100 people. But
research into ways
of reducing gun
ownership rates
has been branded
by the National
Rifle Association
Institute for
Legislative Action
as,
‘Governmentsponsored, taxpayer funded,
data-points to
validate their antigun agenda.’
I was therefore surprised to find an article on ‘Global
Mortality from Firearms 1990-2016’ in the Journal
of the American Medical Association. The author is
not from the CDC or the NIH, but from the Global
Health Department based in Washington, detailing the
statistics on gun deaths from 195 countries. Although
published in a respectable American medical journal
(JAMA) there is no discussion of the American gun
ownership rate topping all other countries, nor an
editorial bringing out the fact that America suffered
37,000 firearm deaths in 2016 (a death rate of 10.6
per 100,000 persons) or that this number of deaths
was only matched by one other country (Venezuela).
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When comparing epidemics it is safer to make
statistical comparisons with other nations of a similar
economic and cultural standing to themselves. In
2016 the UK had 248 deaths, a death rate of 0.3 per
100,000 persons. Or put another way, an American is
30 times more likely to die from firearms than a Briton.
Australia had 274 deaths and Japan 455. (France was
less impressive at 2,330.)
It is absolutely clear from the data that access to a
gun increases deaths. ‘Rates of firearm injury death
were estimated to be larger where the firearm access
proxy was also large – a relationship exemplified by
locations such as the United States.’ In states such
as Colorado for example, 50 per cent of households
own a gun.
However much we might read about mass shootings
in the press, occurring in schools, universities, cinemas
and shopping malls, such outrages only account for
a minority of gun deaths – perhaps 200 people a year
– a tiny percentage of the whole. It is deaths from
other causes that explain the figures. In the US, deaths
from domestic homicide (when your partner shoots
you with the household gun) account for 30 per cent,
unintentional gun deaths (when your children play
with the household gun and shoot themselves or you)
account for 5 per cent, while the remaining 65 per cent
of firearm deaths (in 2016 in the US totalling 23,000
people) are suicide. America’s gun-related suicide
deaths account for 35 per cent of the world’s total.
Yet this massive daily total is a media side-line when
it comes to the drama of the mass shootings.
Those who attempt suicide with a gun and fail
often suffer terrible injuries. Psychiatric assessments
– normally conducted on a couch in an ordinary
office – are then done in intensive care trauma units.
Breathing machines and drips are attached to patients
with injuries so severe that attending psychiatrists can
often hardly bear to witness them.
Ease of access to a means of suicide increases the
likelihood of an attempt or a successful attempt.
Without a gun an average UK patient’s fleeting
suicidal intention often turns to contemplating walking
in front of a bus. They are often in their home when
they think of this. However the complications of
walking out of the house, finding a bus going at the
right speed and at the right time, then the thought of
the impact this would have on the driver and innocent
bystanders makes the impulse difficult to act on.
Instead they make an appointment to see their GP or
pick up the phone to the Samaritans. In the USA a
patient’s fleeting suicidal intention too often results
in them picking up the gun in their desk drawer and
shooting themselves.
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It is entirely under an American family’s control to
decide if they hold a gun in the house. If they do not,
their risk of killing themselves with a gun is almost
entirely eliminated, as is their risk of gun-related
accidental death or domestic homicide.
On the other hand the tiny risk of being caught
in a mass shooting can’t be eliminated. So-called
responsible gun ownership or gun controls (of the sort
that involve checking if the customer has a history of
criminal activity or mental health issues) will never
make a significant difference to the chance of a mass
shooting. Customers of this sort will simply obtain a
gun illegally.
This does not mean we should ignore the issue
of mass shootings, but nor should we focus on it to
the exclusion of all other victims of gun proximity.
Instead of tampering with the details of gun control,
there should be a nationwide focus on the risk of
gun ownership. Research on this matter could begin
immediately. The Dickie Amendment would not have
to be amended as there would be no infringement of
the rights of gun owners or promotion of gun control.
Using vast sums of money, professional lobbyists,
the purchase of unlimited air time as well as
generous gifts to the Republican Party America’s
gun lobbies have succeeded in denying Americans
their right of free speech under the First Amendment
by, many say, misinterpreting it. Many will be
unaware therefore that a more just and sensible
interpretation of the law is that ownership of a gun
is not an absolute right but is tied to being called up
to a government militia. In United States v Miller
(1939), the Supreme Court ruled that the Second
Amendment did not protect weapon types not
having a ‘reasonable relationship to the preservation
or efficiency of a well regulated militia’.
However, Americans do not have to rely on
Supreme Court rulings to ban guns. Instead they can
exercise their power of free speech to discuss the
shocking gun death rates in their country compared
to other advanced countries. Very simply families
could choose not to keep a gun in their house.
Perhaps they would if they knew the facts. If the
CDC began to research the risk of gun ownership
and if the Journal of the American Medical
Association felt confident enough to discuss gun
ownership deaths, maybe America would think
again.

Dr Berenice Langdon is a GP and medical journalist.
31

Web: www.salisburyreview.com

Letter From France
Gillian Bardinet
‘

H

ow do you live in an age of bewilderment
when the old stories have collapsed, and no
new story has yet emerged to replace them?’
asks Yavel Noah Harari, the Israeli historian.
The French dive into the past to review, and often
renew, the old stories. Just as Montaigne, living in an
age of bewilderment, took refuge in Aristotle, Cicero
and Virgil, contemporary writers from Eric Zemmour
to Philippe de Villiers have plunged into the past,
telling old stories and making such unlikely figures as
Clovis or Robespierre, best-sellers.
Are there some for whom a new one has emerged?
In May 2017 Emmanuel Macron appeared –
dashing, scintillating, neither brash like Sarkozy nor
distressingly normal like Hollande. Eighteen months
on, has ‘Macronism’ already had its day? In October
2018 Gerard Collomb, whom many saw as a co-author
of this new doctrine, resigned without warning or
Presidential agreement from his post as Minister of the
Interior. As Mayor of Lyon, Collomb managed to wed
his political ideas to active support for business and
enterprise. He befriended Emmanuel Macron when the
trusting Hollande had made the bright young banker
Minister of Economy. Macron was already plotting,
weaving webs, preparing to abandon, some would say
‘betray’ his benefactor, the Socialist President, to create
a completely new political grouping, of neither Left
nor Right. It would be called ‘En Marche’ (recognize
the initials?).
Why did Collomb go? One reason was certainly
disappointment with the President. He had already
hinted that Macron was displaying lack of empathy
with the people, ‘hauteur’ – incipient arrogance.
Collomb was echoing remarks made in an interview
by Hollande, who while acknowledging ruefully that
it would have been wiser to be ‘humain’ than ‘normal’
as President, then archly suggested that a little modesty
on the part of Macron would not come amiss! But
modesty does not come easily to one as intellectually
gifted and undeniably lucky as Macron. With the
demise of the eminently electable François Fillon, due
to either Fate or ‘Fourberie’, the last lap of the 2017
Presidential race saw Macron pitted solely against a
hopelessly inadequate Marine Le Pen in the crucial
final TV debate. After this rout, opposition to the new
President was thin and consequently enhanced his
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claim to be neither of the Left nor Right, but a healer
of old wounds.
However, with purchasing power down, taxation
up, and public safety an ongoing concern, the Home
Front is looking less secure than a year ago. Collomb’s
departure was the second important failure in Macron’s
attempt to bring fewer biddable technocrats into
government.
On August 28th 2018, the Minister of Ecology
resigned during a live interview on French radio saying
that his period in office had been ‘an accumulation of
disappointments.’ This departure struck an important
blow not only to the President’s credibility as a strong
defender of environmental issues, but also to his
rating with the public, since the Minister of Ecology
was the immensely popular Nicholas Hulot, who had
long been a favourite TV star with his programme
‘Ushuaïa, le magazine de l’extrême,’ which focussed
on challenges in both individual sport and exploration
of natural landscapes. The public had adopted him with
the affection and admiration they had once lavished
on the lone yachtsman Eric Tabarly, now almost a
secular saint. Could the French have a yearning for
lone endeavour in remote regions, harking back to the
days of fur traders and hunters in the Appalachians and
the Rockies?
As Nicholas Hulot had refused to serve under
Chirac, Sarkozy or Hollande, eschewing the political
merry-go-round, his acceptance of Macron’s offer
was seen as a trump card and his resignation without
prior agreement sounded the death knell of the high
expectations of many hopeful, often new, voters. Hulot
had planned to outlaw both petrol and diesel cars and
had campaigned tirelessly against nuclear and fossil
fuels. He represented idealism in a world of relentless
pragmatism.
This autumn, if hope in politics has faded for some,
it has been reborn within the shell-shocked ranks of
the traditional centre right, still reeling from the loss
of their ‘golden’ candidate, Fillon. At grass roots
level and among local councillors, comments are now
regularly appearing on Macron’s failure to address
perennial problems such as public expenditure on state
administration, control of debt and deficit according
to EU rules, and enhanced safety in public places.
One regional council chairman recently commented
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sardonically, ‘Macron c’est Hollande en plus mince et
moins drôle.’ He dismissed Macron’s claims to have
tamed the unions as being a mere epilogue to the work
already accomplished by the previous government.
High taxation, especially of pensioners, is causing
anger, eating into support from many traditional voters,
who are increasingly seeing an overweening state as the
enemy of the nation. With Angela Merkel’s decision
to retire in 2 years time, Macron’s crusade to save the
EU is running into trouble. Coralie Delaume’s current
best-seller, ‘Le couple franco-allemand n’existe pas’
evokes a Europe dominated inexorably by a powerful
Germany, increasing long-standing French unease.
If the Frankish Europe of de Gaulle and Adenauer
is becoming a mere memory, then where is French
national identity in the 21st century? Concern over
national identity has a lot of coverage.
Eric Zemmour, a popular essayist and TV personality,
attacked Chantal Mouffe and her ‘Pour un populisme
de gauche’ in the Figaro in which she returns to
the sacrosanct Revolution of 1789 and its claim to
have given birth to ‘un peuple.’ Although Zemmour
shares Mouffe’s claim that we are living ‘un moment
populiste,’ he refuses to see ‘le peuple’ in the light of
1789. ‘La nation’, his preferred definition, is not born
of one critical moment or event, but of a long, shared
history of customs, landscapes and heroes. His mainly
autobiographical Destin français is a paean of praise
for the country which accepted and nurtured him, a
young Algerian Jew of immigrant parents.
Mouffe, echoed by the rabble-rouser, Mélenchon,
sees populism in France as left-wing opposition
to entrenched power, while for Zemmour, current
populism across the continent is a poignant cry
from Europeans whose identity is threatened by
cosmopolitan oligarchs in Brussels. Even Robespierre
finds favour with Zemmour for his probity and love
of ‘patrie’.
‘Everybody has two countries, his own and
France,’ this phrase attributed to Thomas Jefferson is
ambiguous. The more realistic version is ‘Chacun a
deux pays, le sien et puis la France’ for ‘pays’ means
regional identity and chatter about loss of identity
extends beyond the TV studios and cafés of the capital.
Now happily settled in the Mairie de Bordeaux, Alain
Juppé, after a lifetime on the Parisian helter-skelter
has published his Dictionnaire amoureux de Bordeaux,
making him an unexpected propagandist for ‘la
province’, so often belittled by Paris. Seething with
discontented farmers, impoverished small businesses,
and a shortage of doctors, is the veteran Juppé, through
his discourse on great figures of Aquitaine from
Eleanor to François Mauriac, really reaching out to
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an electorate which Macron has neglected? His comeback would not be surprising. PM under Chirac and
later Foreign Secretary, Juppé was set to be the centreright candidate in the 2017 Presidential election, when
he was unexpectedly pipped at the post by François
Fillon. A best-selling book is often seen as stage
one in a political venture. Ségolène Royal, François
Hollande’s ex-wife and a former Presidential candidate
herself, has just published a tell-it-all account of her
own career, which she probably expected to crown with
success by succeeding Nicholas Hulot as Minister of
Ecology. An intelligent woman once scorned could
be a dangerous rival in rounds to come. Probably the
most dangerous of them all would be a reborn Sarkozy.
Although he has repeatedly said farewell to politics,
his adieux have a hollow ring. He is looking mature
but fit, and working as a fund-raiser for children with
cancer. Sarko still has a faithful following and might
well be tempted back into the political arena.
More discreet, and lacking true star quality, the
President of the centre right Républicains is Laurant
Warquiez, who served as a Minister under Sarkozy.
He has moved his party to the right but not far right
enough to enter the ranks of Philippe de Villier’s
Mouvement pour la France, founded in 1994 and
unashamedly sovereignist and Eurosceptic. The
following year Villiers himself was a Presidential
candidate, but despite support from conservatives,
Catholics and anti-Europeans, his polling was low,
only 2.23 per cent. Philippe Marie Jean Joseph Le
Jolis de Villiers de Saintignon, Viscount de Villiers: his
name alone conjures up a vision of France as evoked
by Montjoy the Constable in Henry Vth. Villiers is a
shrewd businessman and politician, and may well be
biding his time.
He is a popular novelist too and his most recent
best-seller, Le mystère CLOVIS – a lengthy but riveting
read, describes an age of wrath and bewilderment,
of migrants and nationalist yearnings which seem
uncannily familiar. The conversion of Clovis to
Christianity and his links with Saint Martin of Tours
are the key elements in this saga, which in the present
climate of Euro-uncertainty could well be an oblique
manifesto. Villiers refused to attend celebrations to
mark the bicentenary of the Revolution in 1989, and
is reported to have appreciated Margaret Thatcher’s
remark, when as a guest at the event she is said to have
commented, ‘I believe we did all this in 1215.’
Gillian Bardinet was a mâitre de conferences at
Sciences Po in Paris, where she lectured on European
history.
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Taken in Their Corruptions
Catherine Blaiklock

E

ach summer, just after the end of A level exams,
hordes of British eighteen year olds hop on a
budget airline and fly to Magaluf, Majorca – for
hot, sunny, fun-filled days of binge drinking and sex.
Exams are finished, sixth form is finally over, real life
without parents and teachers is just starting. Gap years
and university beckon.
These trips are a rite of passage for thousands – the
passing out from years of school into the big wide
world – an end of school ball but with a lot more
alcohol, a lot less clothes, tons of sex and plenty of
vomit. Anyone who had their virginity intact before
they left will certainly have had a hard time not to
lose it by the end of the holiday. That is the main aim
of the trip.
It’s not obvious how long this annual ritual has been
going. It certainly did not exist forty years ago. It
probably started with the advent of really cheap flights
on EasyJet and Ryanair.
Do not assume that these are just private school
kids: plenty of state school pupils go as well. For a
couple of hundred pounds, you can get a flight, a pile
of cheap booze and stay four or five per room at the
‘Hotel Lively’ which is ranked 27 out of 29 hotels in
Magaluf – and lively it is if you are 18 and want action.
A few unfortunate ‘ordinary’ people end up at this
hotel by mistake. The reviews on Tripadvisor tell of
their woes. ‘Absolutely awful’, ‘holiday from hell’,
‘disgusting’, ‘the worst’. There is even a hashtag.
#shagaluf which has an entry in the urban dictionary.
So called because it is a popular holiday destination
for British tourists looking for casual sex.
‘Shame – randy Brits caught romping all over
Magaluf,’ is the headline.
‘Everyone’s at it like rabbits. If you can’t get laid
there then you are doing something wrong.’ One
observer put it.
The average number of sexual encounters seems
to be, from talking to some of the participants, about
four per four-day holiday – but the particularly active
can no doubt, get in six, seven or even ten and in that
period – a new person with every meal and double in
the evening.
Public school, state school – who cares? This is real
egalitarianism. Hot young girls at the prime of their
life, plastered in makeup, to replicate the flushing of
orgasm – all looking for the fittest, tallest and most
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muscular studs. No one holds back. What goes on in
Magaluf, stays in Magaluf – or will it?
These are our future doctors, lawyers and politicians.
In that future could some of these teenage boys become
the Brett Kavanaughs of Britain, called to high office
and then pulled down by their pasts? Orgies of this
nature are a feature of western teenage life all over the
world. Are we, in the Kavanaugh case, looking at the
consequences of a similar teenage romp, during which
Trump’s American Supreme Court nomination was
accused, some three decades later, of having assaulted
a woman who, not surprisingly, is a democrat supporter
and a professor at one of the most liberal universities
in America.
His accuser, ‘Christine Blasey Ford, 51, a research
psychologist at Palo Alto University in Northern
California, said during an interview with the Washington
Post that at a high school party in the early 1980s, a
drunken Mr. Kavanaugh pinned her on a bed, groped
her and covered her mouth to keep her from screaming.’
There were no witnesses to the event. More than
thirty years have passed. There are only vague
recollections of which party or where this assault is
supposed to have taken place.
But those words, the words of one woman, almost
had the potential to change the course of American
history and its laws – and that, of course, is without
the damage to the man himself which just seems to be
collateral damage and of no consequence in the bigger
scheme of things.
Under the new political rules of America (and
Britain), a man accused of sexual assault is a guilty
man. He does not have any defence. It does not need
evidence. He is guilty before any trial. There need be
no witnesses. No, just one woman can say something
happened years ago and that is enough for even
professional people to tweet that ‘Kavanaugh should
be killed’.
‘So whose gonna take one for the team and kill
Kavanaugh?’
If you can accuse a man of an assault years ago, why
not forty years ago or fifty years ago? What happened
in Magaluf may have a few more consequences than
genital herpes in our new political word. No man is
safe. In 2060 or 2070, who is to say what actually
happened in the broom cupboard of the ‘Hotel Lively’
in that hot summer of 2018, the week after A levels?
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accused driver at the scene. All she says is that she
knows who did it. She is granted anonymity, and even
if she has been involved in ten previous accidents and
has a conviction for drink driving none of those details
can be revealed. She must however be believed.
Lawyers and feminists are delighted by this change
in emphasis: lawyers by the prospect of even more
money than the astronomical sums they earn, and in
consequence their total indifference to the suffering
their greed causes; feminists by the thrill of the hunt
and a successful kill. Oh, and there is the prospect of
automatic compensation starting at £20,000 if you put
your kill behind bars.
This is a complete breakdown of justice.

Can men, because it is almost always always men,
be held responsible for their actions years ago, at a
time when nature has implanted in them an almost
unstoppable sexual drive when they are barely
socialised? Not only men. A woman in her thirties,
recalling her teenage years said, ‘My taste in sexual
partners was rather wider than it is now, to a degree I
am now very ashamed of.’
What is the difference between such activities and
rape? In the past the authorities relied on a violated
woman reporting an assault within hours of it
happening, backed by witness statements wherever
possible as well as forensic evidence. No longer. Mere
recall, sometimes thirty years later, can result in a
successful prosecution.
Imagine if the same rules applied to car accidents.
A plaintiff recalls twenty years later that her car was
shunted by another car. She cannot recall the make of
car or the date, nor can a witness be found to put the

Catherine Blaiklock studied at Oxford and India. She
has worked as a financial market trader all over the
world and started a health care charity in Nepal.

Surrender Terms

T

George Ruska

he final Brexit deal has now been revealed
to the British public. A beleaguered and
submissive PM is presenting the country
a ‘victory’ which includes the effective secession
of Northern Ireland from the UK, indefinite
regulatory alignment with the European Union,
no deviation on fiscal policy, and a divorce bill of
£39 billion. As a nation we are now expected to
pay for the privilege of territorial dismemberment
and prolonged vassalage to a foreign entity. All the
advantages that might have accrued to the country
from independence are being nullified. The UK is
now descending into the status of dominionhood
(what else can it be characterised as?) in which a
more insidious form of control will be exercised
by the European bureaucracy. No longer will we
be able to point to the actual extent of foreign
intrusion into our law making, because we will
have achieved a nominal independence in which
our supposedly ‘sovereign’ parliament becomes a
recipient for European dictates.
We will be expected to ‘harmonise’ our laws
with the EU. Of course harmonisation with
what will surely become a European super-state
(witness Macron’s and Merkel’s calls for the
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formation of a pan-European army) will mean
de facto submission. The UK will now cease
to be a spanner in the works of the process of
nascent European state formation. The long-term
ambition of the super state, a process which was
gradually being achieved with Britain reluctantly
dragged along, will now accelerate to its babelian
termination. At the same time, however we will
not achieve separation from this Union. We will
exist in a satellite status of the federal juggernaut,
a peripheral appendage to a liberal imperium.
We will no longer be a marginal rule-maker, but
instead an abject rule-taker.
Financial obligations will be extended into the
foreseeable decades. We will in the immediate
future continue to pay as if we were a full
member. Until 2020 we will fully contribute to
the budget, and while most payments will have
been completed by 2025, we will continue to make
some contributions until the 2060s. Estimates for
the ultimate extent of payments range from the
Treasury’s 45 billion Euros to the National Audit’s
60 billion Euros. It should also be noted that the
transition period could possibly be extended
beyond the 2020 deadline as long as both parties
35
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mutually agree to the process. If the deal is further
extended annual payments could amount to an
expected £10-15 billion.
Beyond the purely monetary aspects of the
deal the European Court of Justice will for
eight years after the transition period remain the
arbitrator over citizenship’s rights cases (and the
transition deal will end in 2020). Not only this,
but the European Commission and the ECJ will
have jurisdiction over EU customs, technical
regulations, VAT and excise duties, agriculture, the
environment, state aid and the electrical market.
Danegeld will be dispensed to the EU while large
areas of state competencies will be subject to
the rulings of the most avowedly integrationist
institutions in the EU.
And the backstop? It is growing increasingly
likely that Northern Ireland, a constituent part
of our nation, will be subtly dislodged from
the union. In the event of a failure to reach
a technical compromise on the Irish border,
checks will be established in the Irish Sea, and
Ulster will be aligned with the republic. This
administrative separation, while it might seem
trivial, is significant. Ever since the Good Friday
Agreement Northern Ireland’s status as part of the
UK has been undermined as its legal and political
position has become increasingly liminal. A border
in the Irish Sea and a de facto united Ireland would
likely only be a prelude to the eventual carving off
the province, particularly as Catholic demographic
ascendancy is an inevitability by the mid-2020s.
Many of the assets which we could have used to
threaten the EU – lowering corporation tax, social
deregulation and the threat of a fiscal black hole
in Brussel’s coffers – have now been effectively
neutralised (indeed it’s unlikely they were ever
seriously used as bargaining leverage in the first
place). Ultimately Britain is not moving towards
independence but is facing a reduction in status,
becoming something akin to a tributary state. The
terms imposed upon us are not reasonable nor are
they are a gritty political necessity to be borne
until a better agreement can be reached. A nation
which has consistently fought for and defended her
independence over a period of millennia is being
led to humiliation by an ineffectual nonentity
who has only retained the premiership thus far
by default.
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What is to be done? Theresa May could impose
her deal on the country with the support of Labour
MPs, although it is also possible that Corbyn
could use the opportunity presented to bring down
the Conservative government. Even if May is
deposed, however, the political situation might
not improve. A snap election could bring in a
radical left government, which will, in accordance
with the wishes of its core constituency, liberalise
immigration from South Asia. Alternately if
there is a successful transition to a right-wing
leadership of the Tory party, this will not in itself
guarantee a successful withdrawal. It is now too
late to negotiate a new settlement, meaning that
the only option for a Eurosceptic government
would be an abrupt departure without a deal.
While there is nothing wrong with this in itself
we have been left bereft of any detailed plans for
how the immediate fallout will be managed. In the
intervening years between the Brexit vote and the
conclusion of negotiations no contingency plans
were ever seriously devised. A Johnson or ReesMogg premiership will find itself dealing with
what will be at the very least a short-term crisis,
for which it will be blamed by left wing critics.
Overall the situation is desperate but not
irrecoverable. Brexit is threatened, while we
are also about to embark upon a period of major
domestic political turmoil. The coming years
will be difficult and will see the country break
down into further animosities and polarisation.
Patriots have to rally around whatever political
configuration – whether a right wing Tory party, or
perhaps a revived UKIP – which can force through
the goal of national independence.
George Ruska is a journalist.
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Conservative Classic – 72
Mr Britling Sees It Through, H G Wells,
Mary Sidney

I

t’s unlikely that many are sitting down to
write a five-hundred-page novel about Brexit,
fictionalising the causes, the bungling, the whole
range of opinion at home and abroad, speculating
on how it has changed and will change all our lives.
H G Wells had no hesitation in doing just that about the
First World War, while he was right in the middle of it.
Mr Britling Sees It Through, appeared in September
1916, while the battle of the Somme was raging and
the armies of Europe were slowly bleeding to death.
Zeppelin raids had begun, the German collapse was
two years away, but he confidently put down his vision
of the new England which would follow, albeit one
he was largely going to create himself with the help
of a few right-thinking people. Wells spends the first
190 pages telling us about the England of Mr Britling,
who lives in the kind of house most English people
would like to own, in a place where they would like
to live, the village of Matchings Easy in rural Essex.
He is visited by a kindly American, Mr Direck, who
is looking for England and finds ‘more of a contrast
with things American than he had ever dared to hope.’
‘He laughed aloud with pleasure at the checkerboard
of little fields’, ‘in a kind of ecstasy’ at the lack of
‘telephone, steam-heat, or dependent bathroom.’ The
waiter (out of Dickens it seemed) had refused to know
what ‘cereals’ were and given him his egg in a china
cup. ‘The Thames was the smallest thing in rivers
he had ever seen’ – could this ‘little wet ditch’ be
the historical river? England was ‘Like travelling in
literature.’ He finds our railways hilarious, (some things
haven’t changed) with ‘only a station-master, porter
and signalman’ there when he arrives at a tiny station.
Matchings is unsullied before what the book
calls ‘the irruption’ of the motorcar. It still has the
baker’s cart, village policemen, flourishing apples,
roses, strawberries and oaks. The flower show has
an elaborate carousel, bringing to mind the sinister
painting by Mark Gertler, also created in 1916, gas
balloons and coconut shy, where Mr Britling’s ‘Aunt
Wiltshire’ shows ‘extraordinary skill’. Direck is
charmed by the Britling family, Hugh the cherished
elder son, two younger boys by Edith the second wife
and Herr Heinrich, the German tutor. He falls in love
with Edith’s sister Cissie. Her other sister is married
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to Teddy and they have a baby.
Wells aimed to write a modernist novel; there are
real tensions in the family. Britling is forty, ‘the still
energetic end of old age’ and lascivious, as was Wells.
He writes of ‘the joy of dropping into a conversational
undertone beside a pretty ear with a pretty wave of hair
above it.’ And is involved in ‘his eighth love affair’
with a Mrs Harrowdean. ‘What a mess he’d made of
his emotional life!’ There is a clumsy, half-hearted
attempt at a sex comedy as they quarrel pointlessly.
He also feels ‘profoundly incompatible’ with Edith.
She is not well drawn so we never get to know her.
Wells is really only interested in young women who
are pretty and clever. ‘She impressed him at the outset
as being still prettier…; there was a large irrelevant
middle-aged lady in black.’
This pretty country is also failing to compete.
Wells blames the archaic education system: ‘Our
manufacturing class once had enterprise and radicalism.
As soon as it prospered it sent its boys to Oxford and
it was lost.’
Direck finds England just as it’s about to disappear,
not just from the impact of Prussian militarism, which
the English stubbornly ignore – there is a wonderful
image of the whole family hilariously goose-stepping
around the garden – or because of the war, which no one
sees coming, but through a deep cultural obscurantism
and stubbornness. ‘Machine haters, science haters.
The British mind has never really tolerated electricity.’
Mr Britling is described as ‘sometimes spacious,’
which could be a literal error for ‘specious’. This
imprint is littered with textual errors. Is Sir Edward
Carson’s bottom lip ‘dropping’ or more likely,
‘drooping’? But this is certainly a ‘spacious’ novel;
Wells is confident in his powers of story-telling: there is
wonderful vocabulary, ‘opiniativeness,’ ‘cosmogany,’
rich images, ‘The things that really interested people
in England in the last months of peace were boxing
and the summer sales,’ and some fine sarcastic bonmots worthy of tweeting: ‘We should sniff at the heels
of reality.’ He attacks the ‘malignant silliness’ of the
disputes around him: we’ve got class war and the
modern ‘idea’d’ woman indulging in ‘elaborate and
aimless rioting’.
But the novel really only comes to life in the second
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half, as the war goes badly so that his charming English
types fade and it turns into an energetic work of
journalism. Prefiguring Churchill’s ‘Dark Ages’ speech
in 1938, Wells sees starkly what England is up against:
‘Krupp and the Kaiser… all that is bad in Medievalism
allied to all that is bad in modernity… the world will
be unendurable for a decent human being unless we
win this war.’ Through Direck we get the still neutral
American view: ‘I never knew there was such a thing
as war until this happened. In America we don’t know
there is such a thing. It’s something in the story books.’
Through letters from Hugh, the elder son, we gain a
vivid, contemporary picture of life in the trenches, and
the agony of people waiting for those letters, which
weigh heavily on Britling’s mind. When they don’t
come we know the terrible reason. Wells brings back
the fiction powerfully through the different fates of
Hugh, Teddy and Herr Heinrich, and Britling’s strained
attempts to console his unloved wife.
The novel ends with a rather puzzling exposition.
Throughout the book he attacks the Church of England
as a regressive institution, but he seems to find God.
To the question a lot of people were asking for the first
time, why God permits suffering, he gave an answer:
It’s the theologians who must answer that. They
have been extravagant about God. They have had
silly ideas that He is all-powerful. The God of the
Christians is Christ, a poor mocked and wounded
God nailed on a cross ... Some day He will triumph...
But it is not fair to say that He causes all things
now. If I thought there was an omnipotent God who
looked down on battles and deaths and all the waste
and horror of this war – able to prevent these things
–doing them to amuse Himself – I would spit in his
empty face… Religion is the first thing and the last

and until a man has found God and been found by
God, he begins at no beginning, he works to no end.
He may have his friendships, his partial loyalties, his
scraps of honour. But all these things fall into place
and life falls into place only with God.

Britling writes to young Heinrich’s bereaved parents
about ‘Our sons who have shown us God’.
Published mid-slaughter this desperate bid for
certainty is what sold the book. It became one of the
most popular novels in the British Empire, including
Australia, and the USA. Some believed it helped get
America into the war, the way the film Mrs Miniver
did twenty-five years later. An American publisher paid
$20,000 for it, nearly $500,000 in today’s money. In
Bolshevik Russia, Maxim Gorky called it ‘the finest,
most courageous, truthful, and humane book written
in Europe in the course of this accursed war. At a time
of universal barbarism and cruelty, your book is an
important and truly humane work.’
It also received a magnificent testimonial from
Geoffrey Studdert Kennedy, the legendary Anglican
Chaplain known as ‘Woodbine Willie,’ because of the
cigarettes he gave out. He saw the book ‘everywhere in
the trenches,’ but mainly read by officers. Later Wells
denied that he had become a Christian in the war. He
said he’d been writing about ‘the spirit of history’.
He gave us that spirit: this can be read entirely as an
illuminating history book.
Another puzzle, at least to a modern reader, is its
title, which seems whimsical and inappropriate for the
long description of a personal and national existential
crisis. That is part of Wells’ strange magic though, a
light tenor voice even when singing the gloomiest aria.

Reputations — 61
Michel Houellebecq
James Monteith

T

o his critics, Michel Houellebecq, winner
of the Prix Goncourt and France’s greatest
literary export since Camus, is a cynical,
sexist, racist, Islamaphobic, sex-obsessed, raddled
chain-smoking old misogynist whose offensive
depictions of women, migrants and Muslims are
unacceptable in a modern liberal society. Which
is precisely why this enfant terrible of French

Web: www.salisburyreview.com

38

literature is so gloriously readable, his works a
refreshing and necessary antidote to the pious
orthodoxies of our age. His targets are the cults
of liberalism, multi-culture, mass immigration,
feminism, Islam, ‘globalism’ and consumer
capitalism. Together, these forces have sealed the
fate of the West.
Reading a Houellebecq novel for the first time,
The Salisbury Review — Winter 2018

one is disconcerted – for these are ‘literary’ works,
Houellebecq’s keen sense of the absurd and
not pot-boilers – by the frequent graphic depictions glorious political incorrectness frequently make us
of sex. Houellebecq’s protagonists are invariably laugh out loud. In Platform, on a visit to Thailand,
lecherous middle-aged men with a keen appreciation a female member of the tour party challenges the
of the contours of the young female body: ‘When others to condemn sex-tourism: ‘Don’t you think
wet, Babette’s swimsuit was spectacular: you it’s disgraceful that any fat old yob can come over
could easily make out her nipples and the crack here and have it off with these kids for next to
of her bum.’ Whether this represents an ironic nothing?’ Our protagonist protests modestly, ‘It’s
commentary on our shallow hedonistic age, an hardly next to nothing … I paid three thousand baht,
indictment of consumer capitalism, sex-tourism is which is about what you’d pay in France.’
a recurring theme, a serious defence of innocent
But Houellebecq’s unforgiveable crime, in the
pleasure in the
eyes of his bien
face of the forces
pensant liberal
of puritanism
critics, is to have
feminists, human
dared ridicule
rights activists
Islam. The
and Islam, or
trouble began
straightforward
in 2001 with
gratuitous
the appearance
pornography can
of Platform, his
be debated. It
controversial
certainly presents
third novel,
problems for the
which ends in an
reviewer choosing
Islamist terrorist
apt quotations.
attack on a group
B
u
t
of hedonists
Houellebecq
enjoying themis clearly much Vandals enter into Rome. Oil on canvas by Karl Briullov (19th century)
selves on a beach
more than a
in Thailand. After
‘pornographic artist’ whose racy prose and the massacre, a Jordanian banker comments,
well-crafted plots keep us turning the pages. ‘The problem with Muslims was that the paradise
Serious themes, erudite references, sometimes promised by the prophet already existed here on
tongue-in-cheek, sometimes ponderous, and earth … all you had to do was pay a couple of
deft pieces of literary analysis abound. Erotic dollars.’ Young Arabs ‘dreamed of nothing but
encounters in massage parlours are balanced by consumer products and sex’ and their violence
unexpectedly tender depictions of loving relations. was ‘no more than a sign of impotent jealousy’.
And throughout, Houellebecq fizzes with caustic Houellebecq compounded the outrage by remarking
satirical energy as he depicts the vacuous nature in a promotional interview for the book that Islam
of life in a consumer society. Television is the was ‘the stupidest religion’, and that ‘when one
constant accompaniment to his characters’ lives: reads the Koran, one feels appalled’. This was
‘I had obviously woken up, or at least reached a enough to get him prosecuted for inciting racial
sufficient level of consciousness to work the remote hatred by, among others, the National Federation
control … Tonight’s programme was devoted of French Muslims and the Islamic League.
to silurids, huge fish with no scales particularly Thankfully, the judges dismissed the case, arguing
fond of the areas around nuclear power plants.’ that citizens had the legitimate right to criticise
As is the inconsequential technical detail which religions. The aftermath saw Houellebecq relocate
immerses them: ‘Back in the living room, I turned to the congenial surroundings of an island off the
on the television, a 32-inch Sony widescreen with west coast of Ireland.
surround sound and an integrated DVD player.’
More was to come. In his dystopic novel
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Submission, which was published on 7 January
2015, the very day of the Charlie Hebdo
massacre, Houellebecq depicts a France riven by
sectarian conflict in which the moderate parties
form an alliance with the Muslim Brotherhood
to prevent the National Front from taking power.
With the Brotherhood in power, calm is restored,
and the Islamisation of France begins. The Jews
emigrate, and the European Union is enlarged to
incorporate the countries of North Africa. Eurabia
is born.
Houellebecq cleverly presents Islam, not
as some theocratic totalitarian nightmare, but
as the vigorous successor to the crumbling
civilization of the West. The case is put by
Robert Rediger, newly appointed president
of the Sorbonne, a former member of the farright mouvement identitaire newly converted
to Islam and the delights of polygamy. Like
Rome before it, the civilization of Europe was
in the process of accomplishing its own suicide.
Christianity had disintegrated into a woollyminded humanism centred on the rights of man.
Liberal individualism had destroyed the very
social and family structures on which Europe’s
survival depended, its decomposition hastened by
the arrival of massive populations of immigrants
bearing the imprint of a more vigorous traditional
culture. Islam believed in a natural hierarchy, an
aristocracy, in which the strongest appropriate
the most wives and engender future generations
– a form of natural selection. The masses would
live in ‘decent poverty’ allowing a minority to
live luxuriously and patronise the arts. Does
ultimate happiness not reside in submission – the
submission of man to God, and of woman to man?
The ‘moral rearmament of Europe’ would soon be
accomplished. The book’s protagonist, François,
a dissolute womanising middle-aged professor
who lectures on nineteenth-century decadent
literature, eventually succumbs to Rediger’s
arguments, judging the prospect of acquiring
multiple submissive teenage wives to be ample
compensation for his loss of intellectual freedom.
It is the measure of Houellebecq’s skill and
artistry that his satirical fantasy is almost believable.
However, although criticism was muted in
the aftermath of the Charlie Hebdo massacre,
Houellebecq fooled nobody with his talk of a ‘new
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age of gold’, least of all his Muslim critics, and
acquired round-the-clock police protection.
Houellebecq has been accused by his detractors
of harbouring conservative sympathies, a damning
indictment– of being a reactionary, a closet
nationalist, a ‘moralist’. Is he a conservative?
Perhaps not in the traditional sense. Lurking behind
Houellebecq’s keen sense of moral and cultural
loss is a sense of resignation, even despair: that,
ultimately, our individual lives have no meaning
– except in love, that love which, in its simplicity
and innocence, modern society seems intent on
destroying. It is striking how often the image of
night intrudes, both in his novels and his poetry.
Confronted with the cold indifference of the dark,
Houellebecq’s protagonists are all alone in the
universe, bare and helpless:
You really are
In the night …
You are so alone
Never more alone

Nevertheless, Houellebecq has an acute sense of
the value of our Western cultural inheritance. Its
decline may be terminal, but we should be under
no illusions of the consequences, the thinness of
the line that separates civilization from barbarism.
A recurring feature of Houellebecq’s work is the
backdrop of casual violence on the streets, the
zones sensibles of the suburbs where the ‘barbarian
hordes’ roam – of ‘nursery school teachers being
raped … handicapped people thrown through
the windows of trains because they had ‘looked
the wrong way’ at some gang leader’. As for the
bourgeois liberals who would sacrifice their cultural
inheritance in the name of ‘human rights’, he
recognises them for the smug foolish hypocrites
they are.
Yet all may not be lost. In his poem The Long
Road to Clifden, Houellebecq finds solace in the
mists of Ireland:
For us to live with death
Death must change to light
Light change to water …
Humans lay down their pain
Between the waves and the light.

Just as there is love, there is still the remembrance
of faith, the possibility of redemption.
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ARTS AND BOOKS
There is one flaw in this story. When he spoke these
words, Aimen Dean was already an MI6 agent.
Born in 1979, he was raised in Saudi Arabia, one
of five in a devout Sunni family of Arab, Afghan and
Turkish inheritance by a widowed mother ‘who had
spent half her life pregnant’. Their lives revolved
around the call to prayer, evenings studying the Koran
and other writings and listening with alarm to news of
the growing war between Sunni and Shia. A virgin, he
avoided the glances of young women.
When in 1990 Saddam Hussein invaded Kuwait,
a Sunni dictator making war on his fellow Sunnis,
resulting in an infidel army of the Americans coming
to guard the Custodians of the Two Mosques, his world
was turned upside down. It was made worse because
his mother had died suddenly of a brain haemorrhage.
A women of great intelligence and wisdom, she had
been a steadying influence in his life.
Instead the introspective and studious young Aimen
took refuge in the writings of the violent revolutionary
Sayyid Qutb. God, Qutb wrote, was sovereign over
creation and power could only be wrested from the
infidel by force. The infidel was America. He joined
a radical group studying Qutb’s writing led by an
unbending teacher who declared, ‘When you hold up
a bottle of Coca-Cola to the mirror, the reflected logo
in Arabic read, “No Muhammad, no Mecca”’.
At sixteen Aimen joined a Mujahideen brigade
fighting in Bosnia. It was there he witnessed the
torture and beheading of 100 Serb prisoners in a most
bloodthirsty manner, prisoners whom he pleaded
should have been exchanged for Muslims captured by
the Serbs. This brought his first doubts about Jihad.
Despite this when the Dayton Accords, seen as a
betrayal by many Muslims, ending the war in Bosnia,
were signed, Aimen set out for Afghanistan to work in
a mountain bomb factory under the wonderfully named
master bomb maker called Al-Khabab. They worked
on crude truck bombs, poison gas, cigarette poisons,
botulinum toxins and crude nerve gases. Hundreds of
animals were sacrificed in these experiments. There
was talk of making a nuclear bomb, but the project was
discarded in favour of making Zyklon-B, a cyanide
gas used in the Nazi death camps.
It was here he met Bin Laden, a very tall man with
a soft voice, who preached the following hadith to
circle of eager young bombers, among them our young
jihadist:

El-Bond
Myles Harris

Nine Lives, My Time as MI6’s top Spy, Aimen Dean,
One World, 2018, £10.99.
The Middle East is teeming with unemployed, sexually
frustrated young men for whom violent jihad against
the Crusaders (western allies) has an irresistible
appeal. Aimen Dean, not his real name, a scholarly
young man who memorised the Koran before he was
thirteen, was one. He fought in Bosnia against the
Christian Serbs and was a bomb maker for Al-Qaeda
in Afghanistan. As a young man he yearned to die
in the cause, for unless you do, your spiritual candle
remains unlit. But if you die driving a truck bomb
into an infidel compound, or in a shootout on the
streets of a Crusader city such as Paris or London,
your candle lights up to join the tens of thousands of
other martyrs who have died in Islam’s world struggle
against secular government.
Islam teaches that any government ruled by man
is blasphemy. Only God can rule men, which is why
the west with its false democracy, whores, drugs,
sodomites, Jews and usurers must be wiped out in
order for the ancient prophecies of the coming of the
Caliphate to be fulfilled. To die in such a struggle,
radical Muslims believe, is glorious and holy. Aimen
recalls how as a medical orderly for a Mujahideen
brigade in Bosnia his job was to lay out the bodies of
dead friends who had died in battle that day. When
he saw the look of peace on their dead faces he shed
tears he too was not dead and in Paradise with them.
At a memorial service for a close friend who died
in a shootout with the Saudi Security forces following
an Al-Qaeda attack on three western compounds in
Riyadh, in which 35 people were killed, he said, Aimen
recalled to his fellow mourners,
Khalid al-Hajj pursued martyrdom like a lover
chasing the object of his desire, I remember him
telling me in Afghanistan that there was an elixir
about jihad that sometimes made him think of
castrating himself to avoid temptations of the flesh.
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march from Khurasan (Afghanistan); no power
will be able to stop them until they finally reach
Jerusalem and hoist their banners above it.

Aimen often visited Pakistan to buy chemicals,
and being highly trusted, on one of these trips he was
entrusted with two floppy disks containing Al-Qaeda’s
plans for world wide jihad for delivery to a contact
in Peshawar. On an impulse he stopped at a café and
made copies of them as insurance.
At 10.30 am on the 7th of August 1998, while
Aimen was still in Afghanistan, a truck bomb killed
214 Kenyans either inside or outside the US embassy
in Nairobi. Only 10 Americans were killed. Aimen
was particularly distressed by pictures of a Kenyan
businessman who was walking past when the attack
took place. His right arm had been torn off at the
shoulder leaving the rest of his body entirely intact.
Aemen knew that the Koran would never sanction
an attack where more civilians were killed than the
enemy. Despite this he continued his work at the
bomb-making factory where soon after the massacre
the manufacture of Zyklon-B gas bombs was started,
involving the competitive killing of large numbers of
rabbits to see who could develop the best bomb first.
Realising that poison gases of this type would allow Al
Qaeda to spread terror around the world, Aimen, after
much heart searching, decided to defect to the west.
Using the excuse of a previous illness needing more
treatment he flew to Bahrein and surrendered himself
to the pro-western Bahraini security services. With him
he had the two floppy disks of Al-Qaeda plans. It must
have seemed to the Bahreini secret service officers
interrogating him that all their Eids had come at once.
He was offered a choice of western intelligence agency
to work with: American, French or British. He chose
Britain because his grandfather had fought against the
Ottomans with the British army in the first World War
and spoke highly of them.
So it was, Aimen relates, ‘that in the gathering gloom
of a December afternoon I finally arrived at Heathrow
airport’. He was met by two agents, one from MI5 and
one from MI6, Tom and Harry. Harry spoke the most
fluent Arabic he had ever heard an Englishman speak.
He now began life as a turned agent, flying
backwards and forwards to the Middle East, while
maintaining his cover as a jihadist and bomb-maker
while feeding his new masters information about his
former friends, none of whom suspected he was a
spy. Then he returned to mountains to carry on bombmaking including taking part in the manufacture of
a powerful explosive called TATP. ‘So for my new
Queen and country and with my heart pounding I
helped Abu Khabab and the new apprentices make
a new batch of TATP.’ Much of this information, via
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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British intelligence, reached the White House and the
then President, something which would soon change
his life.
Back in Bahrein, he was able to give the his British
masters details of how millions of dollars were moved
around the world – the hawala system of corner
shops – to fund terrorist attacks. Characteristically
British intelligence did not intercept the payments but
used them ‘to tap into the vital arteries that provided
terrorism with its life blood’.
It was about to end. He was in Paris taking a few
days rest when he learnt that his cover was blown. An
article had appeared in Time Magazine giving details
of a jihadist called ‘al Ayeri’, ‘who had given details
of how Al-Qaeda terror units had come within 45
days of attacking the New York subway system with
a lethal gas similar to that used in Nazi death camps.’
Characteristically for the Americans al Ayeri was said
to be a CIA agent, not a British one. The description
matched Aimen. From now on, he was a wanted man,
a fatwa on his head.
Aimen’s book, ghosted by Paul Cruickhank and Tim
Lister, reads like a James Bond thriller. Do I believe
that Aimen Dean is a real person, a composite, or has
the whole thing been made up at Vauxhall Cross? I am
not sure. I think Aimen may be more than one person.
Be that as it may these sorts of details would have
never been permitted to see the light of day if they did
not have some purpose for the intelligence services,
perhaps to set a cat among the jihadist pigeons who
will be asking themselves, ‘If Aimen Dean is not a real
person, how come MI6 knows so much about us? If
he is a composite, who are the real traitors?’
One detail, an echo from the distant past, does ring
true. While waiting to fly to Bosnia the young Aimen
finds himself sitting opposite a very pretty blond
western girl in an airport lounge.
‘She smiled at me and I blushed scarlet, quickly
averting my gaze.’
‘Khaled (his friend) can you change places with me?’
‘Why? he replied
“I feel a bit uncomfortable.’
‘Fine.’ he says, making the swap.
‘You rascal why didn’t you tell me? he hissed few
seconds later.
‘Because you are older than me and more pious,’ I
replied, ‘Temptation was the work of the devil.’
It is nine hundred and forty years since the Knights
Templars before setting out to put the infidel to the
sword in Jeruselem, took vows of chastity so strict
they were forbidden even to kiss their mothers. Not
much seems to have changed.
Frustrated young men in the Middle East? Maybe
it’s all about sex.
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Risking his Life to
Betray his Country

a vengeance.
I have read almost everything in English and Russian
about Gordievsky, and I can guarantee potential
readers of Macintyre’s book will find much new
information in this account. Some people, thinking
about Putin, may doubt whether any decent person
would voluntarily join an organisation like the KGB,
but Gordievsky’s father and elder brother were career
KGB officers and he himself came of age during the
post-Stalin ‘Thaw’, when it looked to many that the
USSR, slowly but steadily, was moving unstoppably
towards a more tolerant political system. Moreover,
as a cultural Westerner and being good at languages,
Gordievsky realised that joining the KGB would
increase his chances of living in the West from time
to time. What only now is fully revealed is that he
actually saw the Berlin Wall being constructed in
1961, but by then it was clear that leaving the KGB
would be even harder than joining it. While training,
he became a close and trusted friend of a budding
Czechoslovak agent, Stanislaw Kaplan, also studying
at the KGB Academy near Moscow, so the Soviet
invasion of Czechoslovakia (‘fraternal aid’) in 1968,
when Gordievsky was stationed in Denmark, was the
last straw.
Particularly interesting is the initial recruitment of
Gordievsky by MI6 in Copenhagen in the 1970s. A
key role was played by one Richard Bromhead (not
his real name), who knew very little Russian, in his
meetings with Gordievsky, who at the time knew very
little English. ‘They spoke a combination of Russian,
German and Danish, into which Bromhead inserted
some incongruous French.’ Then, as now, MI6 was
grossly underfunded and initially had no suitable
officer available who spoke fluent Russian. (This was
later remedied.) Gordievsky provided some invaluable
information in the 1970s, but MI6 was, naturally,
playing a long game, and his greatest contributions
to world peace came in the 1980s when, having
deliberately improved his command of English, he was
posted to London. So far as I am aware, this is the first
time that so many details of the operational procedures
of MI6 and MI5 have been revealed. Opinions may
differ on the value of Gordievsky’s contribution to
peace during the ‘Able Archer’ period, when some in
Moscow wrongly believed that the West was on the
verge of carrying out a pre-emptive nuclear attack on
the USSR, but he has been an even more valuable asset
for Western civilisation than Colonel Oleg Penkovsky
was some twenty years earlier.
Gordievsky was suddenly recalled to Moscow
in 1985, allegedly to be officially confirmed in his
promotion to head the KGB station in London. Was
this a trap? After much heart-searching and soul-

Martin Dewhirst
The Spy and The Traitor: The Greatest Espionage
Story of the Cold War, Ben Macintyre, Viking, 2018,
£25.
Spy fiction evidently sells much better than do factual
works about espionage written by professional
historians and journalists, so it was gratifying to see
the blurb by John Le Carré confirming that this book
is ‘the best true spy story I have ever read’. For those
who prefer fact to fiction, this riveting account by a
master raconteur is definitely a ‘must read’.
At first, I assumed that the ‘spy’ in the title is Oleg
Gordievsky and that the ‘traitor’, the man who almost
certainly betrayed him to the Soviet authorities, is
Aldrich Ames. Macintyre explains the difference:
‘Ames spied for money; Gordievsky was driven by
ideological conviction’. However, it is not quite so
simple: Gordievsky was motivated by ‘an adamantine,
unshakable conviction that what he was doing was
unequivocally right, a whole-souled moral duty that
would change his life irrevocably, a righteous betrayal’.
Moreover, ‘he was now betraying (his wife) on two
levels, professional and personal’. He ‘risked his life
to betray his country’. Even Mrs Thatcher, according
to Charles Powell, ‘admired [Gordievsky] hugely even
though it cut against some of her principles – she hated
traitors’.
But was Gordievsky a traitor to his country? Do
we regard Germans who actively opposed Hitler as
traitors? Did the Communist regime in the USSR
commit fewer crimes than the Nazi regime? Should we
not rather compare Gordievsky to the Polish patriot and
Colonel in the Polish army, Ryszard Kuklinski, who
spied for the West from 1972 to 1981, despite having
a wife and two children? Chapter 11 of Benjamin
Weiser’s biography, ‘A Secret Life: The Polish Officer,
His Covert Mission, and the Price He Paid to Save
His Country’, is entitled ‘Patriot or Traitor?’, and
naturally proposes the former. Moreover, several years
after the Polish anticommunist revolution in the late
1980s, Kuklinski was invited to return from America
to Poland, his sentence was quashed, and he was made
an Honorary Citizen of the Royal City of Kracow.
Gordievsky, in contrast, is even today under a sentence
of death making it clear that Russia is still not a ‘postSoviet’ state and that the Cold War has resumed with
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searching in discussions with MI6 (he could so easily
have remained in the UK with his family), he decided,
‘in an act of stupendous bravery’, to take yet another
chance and return to the Soviet Union for – he and
MI6 hoped – just a few days. He left London on 19
May and escaped from the USSR into Finland on 20
July. Those two months were a nightmare not only for
Gordievsky but, albeit to a somewhat lesser extent,
also for the small team of Western intelligence officers
who were implementing the long-ago-prepared plan
to exfiltrate their agent from Russia. These chapters
add a lot of details to what the public has so far been
told and I admire Mrs Thatcher for approving this
extremely risky plan. (Whether she told the Queen
about it is unclear.) Macintyre’s detailed and gripping
account of Gordievsky’s final two months in the USSR
is a tour de force.
Readers should note the author’s statement that this
book ‘was not authorised or aided by MI6, and I have
had no access to the files of the Intelligence Service,
which remain classified’. The usual suspects, and
especially the usual sceptics, will of course wonder
whether the few factual mistakes are deliberate
attempts to convince them that the text has not been
vetted. For instance, contrary to what is stated, religion
was not ‘illegal’ or ‘banned’ in the USSR, but ‘merely’
carefully ‘controlled’. Bach, Handel, Haydn and
Telemann are not composers whom Gordievsky was
unable to listen to in his country in the late 1950s and
early 1960s. Spending more than a year in the USSR
between 1959 and 1964, I attended live performances
of Mozart’s Requiem and Bach’s Magnificat and
bought well over 100 gramophone records in Moscow
(some of them made in Czechoslovakia or East
Germany) of Western classical music, not to speak
of what was available on the radio. More irritating
for some pedantic readers will be the mistranslations
from, and mistransliterations of, Russian words, not
least of Gordievsky’s patronymic. I’m not in total
agreement with some of Macintyre’s judgements. For
instance, unless he is just being flippant, he writes that
‘Andropov broke the first rule of intelligence: never ask
for confirmation of something you already believe’. I
would also query his statement that in ‘all totalitarian
cultures, the individual is encouraged to consider the
interests of society before personal welfare’. In my
opinion, ‘society’ should here be replaced by ‘the state’.
A not unimportant distinction.
Gordievsky sacrificed a great deal to help his
own country, as well as the West, and one wonders
(and perhaps he wonders), with Putin as a far more
dangerous opponent than was Gorbachev, whether
it was worth it. The good news is that Gordievsky
recently celebrated his eightieth birthday with friends
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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and colleagues, and that his ‘home is under twentyfour-hour surveillance’ – unlike Skripal’s house in
Salisbury, perhaps yet another result of dangerously
limited budgets. Despite a few blemishes, this book is
worthy of its main character, a veritable ‘hero of our
time’, living proof that Putin is wrong – there is such
a being as a former KGB officer.

The Idiocracy
Christopher Hart

At Our Wits’ End: Why We’re Becoming Less
Intelligent and What It Means for Our Future,
Edward Dutton and Michael Woodley of Menie,
Societas, 2018, £14.95.
If you are one of those people who looks around at
contemporary pop culture, at the level of our political
debate, at the productions of our artists and writers,
the pronouncements of our churchmen, or even the
way people nowadays dress or converse, and thinks
that everyone just seems so incredibly stupid; then this
is the book for you. A veritable vade mecum for the
conservative pessimist, it explains many of the reasons
for our current cultural decline, and the approaching
collapse.
Scientifically rigorous and richly thought-provoking,
At Our Wits’ End argues, and proves, that we are all
getting more stupid; though some of us faster than
others. This decline in human intelligence has been
masked over the past century or so by better nutrition,
hygiene and health, all of which mean people are
in a better condition when they take IQ tests, for
instance. This is known as the ‘Flynn effect’. We
are also benefiting from the accumulated capital of
all our brilliant forefathers who invented printing,
telephones, antibiotics, the symphony, parliamentary
democracy, poetry, bread, beer and the wheel. But
where is the Salisbury Cathedral of today? Where are
the Shakespeares and Macaulays, the Homers and
Dantes and Gladstones? We don’t even seem to be
able to create a decent sitcom any more.
One of Dutton and Woodley’s principal arguments
is that IQ isn’t ‘just a test’, as the uninformed
may argue: it is an excellent indicator of general
intelligence, and thus all kinds of other ‘life outcomes’:
health, longevity, good manners, forward planning,
educational attainment, and income bracket. For an
empirical demonstration, one only needs to compare
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much as 80 per cent hereditary. Clever parents have
clever children. The power of the State to change
things is extremely limited: not something the modern
state wants you to realise. The Industrial Revolution,
and then the Welfare State, meant that for the first
time in human existence, you did not have to have a
guaranteed income, an ability to forward plan, a taste
for hard work, a good spouse or even a basic steadiness
of character, to have as many children as you wanted.
Meanwhile – a double disaster – the highly intelligent
are paying ever more tax, and having fewer children or
none at all. The Welfare State is essentially the transfer
of wealth from the diligent, and successful to the rest.
Feminism has been a further disaster here; favoured
by more intelligent and educated women, who have
then chosen careers instead of children. Indeed, the
entire history of the 21st century might yet prove to be,
in essence, the conquest and settlement of countries
which embraced feminism, by those which did not.
A paralysing inability to discuss the reality of race
and racial differences is also central to our decline. The
authors cite a Danish study showing that if the IQ of
Danish people is set at 100, then that of non-western
immigrants is 86. This is a hugely significant gap;
while in Holland, more statistics show that European
women there have on average 1.7 children (below the
replacement rate) while less intelligent non-European
women, although bright enough to appreciate that the
Dutch state will support them, have on average 2.5
children. African women have more like 4 children
each.
A sensible immigration policy might allow a small
number of Japanese engineers or Korean dentists to
move here, but they are precisely the people who don’t
want to, since their own homelands are so civilized
and agreeable already. Professor Richard Lynn, one
of the pre-eminent scholars in this field, estimates that
on current projections, the average IQ of the UK by
the end of the 21st century will be 87, 13 points lower
than today. And ‘the average IQ of a country strongly
predicts how highly it will score in pretty much
every measure of civilization that you can think of:
educational attainment, average earnings, democracy,
lack of corruption, nutrition, life expectancy, low infant
mortality rate, access to clean water …’
The future may well be Chinese and Japanese, not
because these nations belong to some innate masterrace, but because the leaders of the West have led us
to suicide. Dutton and Woodley do argue that there is
still, in theory, the possibility of reconciling Natural
Selection with Civilization: of pursuing policies
that are both humane, but which do not damage us
irretrievably, through things like lower taxation, and the
abolition of welfare. But this seems unlikely to happen,

a very high IQ society; Japan, for instance – with a
markedly low IQ one, racked by crime, poverty and
corruption, and with many of its citizens wanting to
migrate to a society with higher average intelligence.
No Singaporeans dream of living in Somalia.
The West, however, faces huge problems; the root
of them all being cowardice and dishonesty. No
politician will read this book, let alone act on it. The
abundance produced by the Industrial Revolution, for
the first time abolished natural selection. In medieval
times, as studies show, the least capable had the fewest
surviving children, while the rich and talented had the
most: hence the astonishing and delightful fact that all
English people, with a probability of 99.9 per cent, are
descendants of King Edward III.
But by around 1900, many children from the poorest
and least intelligent families were surviving to have
children themselves. Sir Francis Galton, nowadays
remembered as a wicked eugenicist but really one of
those Great Victorians who dwarf most of our public
intellectuals today, noted as early as 1865: ‘One of the
effects of civilization is to diminish the rigour of the
application of the law of Natural Selection.’ Darwin and
Alfred Russell Wallace, too, both foresaw the dysgenic
disaster, while another early geneticist and statistician,
Sir Ronald Fisher, proposed ‘Fisher’s Law’, namely that
‘civilizations collapse because of a negative relationship
between intelligence and fertility.’
Of course, Natural Selection is brutal. The less
intelligent and cunning, the sickly and weak simply
die off, so that the species remains strong and adapted.
This goes against all our values and ethics, and for
centuries we have been creating a system to defeat it.
But now we are beginning to pay a price which will
undo all that we have made. We have all seen that
single mum and her four children in the supermarket,
and the socially acceptable response is a polite sigh,
or perhaps a murmured joke, while paying higher
taxes to employ more ‘Special Needs teachers.’ The
behaviour of those who breed regardless of their ability
to provide for their offspring, in the expectation that
they will be sustained by others, will ‘lead to the
collapse of the very system they rely upon.’ But ‘they
are not intelligent enough to appreciate this or do not
care,’ since in addition to all the other problems, ‘low
intelligence predicts low levels of foresight, empathy,
altruism and civic-mindedness.’
This is where Dutton and Woodley courageously
enter choppy waters, but equipped with pages of
impressively persuasive data and statistics. Poorer
people are in no way inferior in human value of course,
but poverty is associated with lower intelligence – and
the lower any society’s average intelligence, the more
everyone suffers. Intelligence, like much else, is as
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as we are already well on the way to an Idiocracy of
inarticulate, feckless and obese dependents, clad in
brightly-coloured polyester baby wear, glued to their
micro-screens, and conscious only of their ‘rights’. The
West today, in any number of ways, may be defined
as being in full flight from reality, from nature and
from ‘the facts of life,’ whether in regard to sexual,
racial or hereditary differences among people, or the
environment. At some point, I believe that reality and
nature will come back to remind us that they are still
there …

This superb and powerful book covers a vast amount
of ground with great clarity and honesty. Unusually
for social scientists, one senses that our authors here
have a religious faith. They quote Ecclesiastes, 1:9.
‘What has been will be again. What has been done will
be done again. There is nothing new under the sun.’
All civilisations rise and fall – though it’s frustrating
that nowadays we can begin to understand why,
but still do nothing about it. Perhaps the only real
comfort here is the Biblical one, the very long view,
sub specie aeternitatis. It doesn’t do much for those
contemplating the future for their children, nephews
or nieces, and the grim intimations we have already of
what the 21st century will bring. Perhaps we must just
be philosophical, and cultivate our gardens while we
can, trying to retain our sense of humour amid the ruins.

Sidling up to the
Camp Fire
Celia Haddon
TAMED. Ten Species That Changed Our World,
Alice Roberts, Windmill Books, paperback, 2017,
£9.99.
For millennia, we humans, Homo sapiens, survived as
hunter gatherers, living off the forest, plains and the
mountains but not much changing the land around us.
It was the process of domestication, farming plants and
animals for our use that converted these animals and
plants into creatures dependent upon humans. In this
process we completely changed the world of nature.
The ten species that the author has chosen to focus
on, are dogs, wheat, cattle, maize, potatoes, chickens,
rice, horses, apples and humans themselves. For
humans, while domesticating these other species, have
also domesticated and tamed themselves. Rousseau’s
noble savage living in harmony with the surrounding
plants and wild animals has become digital man staring
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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at a screen in a high-rise office. And incidentally, a
modern human has a smaller brain than a Neanderthal.
Other writers, like Jared Diamond, have looked
at domestication in the context of which human
civilisations have survived and conquered. Alice
Roberts’s book is a little more modest in scope, merely
taking each species, examining its pre-domestic origins
and discussing how it developed to become important
to mankind. Revealing insights and interesting genetic
information are leavened by anecdotes from her TV
career.
She does not fall for the anthropocentric idea that
prehistoric man deliberately domesticated and changed
animals. Dogs, for instance, were the earliest of the
domesticated animals and domesticated themselves
as much as they were domesticated by humans. Early
wolves, a common ancestor for both dogs and modern
grey wolves, probably visited the camp sites of hunter
gatherers in order to eat food scraps and human faeces.
The bolder ones followed the human families through
the landscape, hung around, came closer, and then
began to change into the feral village dogs found in
many communities. Some of these tamer wolf puppies
may have been adopted as pets. The desire for pets of
some kind is found in almost all human societies.
But did the dog/human hunting alliance change the
world? Modern humans and their earlier hominid
relatives exterminated the mega fauna, the elephant
birds of Madagascar, the American lion, the giant
ground sloth, an equally giant wombat and many
more huge animals, and would have done so whether
or not they had canine help. One of the mega animals
that have disappeared was the auroch, the ancestor of
modern cattle. Julius Caesar described them as living
in the German forests, an animal ‘a little smaller than
an elephant in size… These beasts cannot be … tamed’.
The auroch has disappeared with much of the mega
fauna, but its descendants that were tamed, domestic
cattle, have thrived, becoming much smaller and far
more numerous. You could almost argue, therefore,
that domestication has saved the species by changing
and domesticating it.
How do we find where our domestic food plants
came from? Alice Roberts traces how Darwin’s theory
of evolution started the hunt for the origin of wheat.
Darwin, living before globalisation, thought that the
area where there was the greatest variation of the
species, would be the place of its origin. For wheat that
means the Middle East, the Fertile Crescent, ancestral
home of not just wheat, but lentils, chickpeas, barley,
and peas. The seeds of these plants were gathered from
the wild, local animals were hunted by people who had
settled homes rather than roaming round the landscape.
From this the seeds were first accidentally and then
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deliberately grown near the settlement.
It is the stem from which the wheat grains grow that
began the process of changing the wheat itself. Wild
wheat has a brittle stem, which shatters and sprays out
the grains on the land. Cultivated wheat has a tougher
stem, which holds the grains in place. In a field of
wild wheat, the tougher stemmed cereals would stand
long enough to be harvested by hand, then eaten or
saved for seed next year. Without knowing it, the
prehistoric harvesters were selecting for a better crop.
Add to this accidental hybridisation with wild goat
grass and modern wheat is born. Cultivating plants
like wheat changes the world we live in. Not only does
the landscape change as grass or forest gives way to
cultivated fields, but having a reliable supply of food
gives people time to do other things, like building
huge long barrow tombs. It also adversely affects their
health, bringing increased dental problems due to the
softer food decaying in the mouth!
This book could not have been written twenty years
ago. Before the revolution in genetics, teasing out the
origin of domestic animals was a question of comparing
skull shapes and body forms, a very unreliable way of
deciding what was, for instance, a wolf and what was
a dog. Now that it is possible to investigate the DNA
inside the mitochondria (the energy tiny organs within
a cell), scientists are able to be far more accurate about
the origins of a domestic animal or plant.
Alice Roberts makes full use of recent genetic
research in her book, updating the theories and guesses
of earlier geneticists. For instance, genetic analysis
has helped us discover that modern horses split away
from the only surviving truly wild horse, Przewalski’s
horse, about 45,000 years ago. Yet the two species
can and do interbreed, so today’s Przewalski’s horses,
carefully bred from small zoo populations in the l970s,
have some genes from modern horses. Here I happen
to know what Alice Roberts does not – one of the
original horses put into the conservation effort was
not pure bred. Because this particular equine species
was not domesticated there are now a few thousand
of them left in the world, compared with 60 million
domestic horses.
Before domestication, horses were meat for human
hunters. Indeed, in North America they became extinct,
possibly from over hunting and/or the Ice Age climate
change. The Spanish explorers of the sixteenth century
restored horses to their original native land.
Horse domestication came much later than cattle
domestication. About 5,000 years ago in north
Kazakhstan the first signs of horses being used for
riding occur. Horse skulls show signs of wear from
a bit in the mouth. Horses changed the human world,
as they allowed far better communication between
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human settlements. With the invention of the wheel
5,000 years ago, trade with transport by horse was
further promoted. In addition, the domestication of
horses allowed more efficient warfare between human
settlements.
The success of this book is to weave zoological
history, archaeology and genetics into one coherent
whole. For people who admire Alice Roberts as a TV
presenter, myself included, the anecdotes from her TV
programmes lighten the mix. As a celebrity-phobe, I
admit to shuddering slightly at sentences such as ‘I
have spent some time with indigenous reindeer herders
in Siberia.’ But I have to admit that the mix works – a
striking achievement in writing ability. Farming, the
domestication of both plants and animals, changed not
just the individual species concerned but also powered
the ascent of man, making human society richer and
more complex. Yet it also promoted the evil of human
warfare and destroyed wild nature. The fall of man, I
would argue, though Alice Roberts does not, was the
invention of farming.

‘A Llama Surprised in
her Bath’
W Churchill on General de Gaulle

John Jolliffe
A Certain Idea of France. The Life of Charles de
Gaulle, Julian Jackson, Allen Lane, 2018, £35.
De Gaulle was unquestionably the greatest Frenchman
of the twentieth century. He towered over his
contemporaries physically, morally, and also tactically.
Yet he was also the most contentious – equally loved
and detested by all.
To begin with two failures: in his first days of office
in 1945, he was determined to defend the French
Empire in Syria, and his government then presided
over a massacre of perhaps 20,000 Algerian nationals at
Setif, followed by the deaths of many more thousands
of innocent citizens later on. He kept on with an
unwinnable war in Indo-China, but the civil war in
Algeria makes England’s troubles in Northern Ireland
look insignificant. His sheer ruthlessness in all this
should never be forgotten. He dealt deceitfully with
the FLN party, and gave assurances that he would
never treat with it, but would somehow bring about
‘an Algerian Algeria, linked to France and uniting the
diverse communities’. What this meant, and how it was
to be achieved, was never revealed; it was little more
than a form of words which gave him a chance to turn
his attention to a state visit from Khrushchev, and to
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pay similar visits himself to London and Washington,
all in three months in 1960.
Of all his gnomic utterancs, his ‘Certaine Idée de la
France’ (which went through various silent changes
as time went by) was the most impenetrable. What
remains clear is that he considered the French people
unworthy of it, and therefore in need of his firm
guidance throughout. Born in Lille, he stated on one
occasion that ‘La France se termine a Lyon’, indicating
that further south there was only an idle and unworthy
Mediterranean riff-raff : ‘Le Midi, bavard et paresseux;
le Nord, silencieux et travailleur.’ In old age he went
much further, dismissing the black population of Africa
as an irrelevance.
This book goes in some detail into the great
milestones in his career; but they have been fully
analysed elsewhere, and not much new emerges.
He was twice wounded, in 1914 and again in 1916
and spent twenty-two months as a prisoner of war.
Lecturing at the École de Guerre in 1920, sent to
Lebanon , having ‘chosen to be a soldier in a society
which earned his contempt by not valuing its army’,
in which he was unappreciated, sacrificing personal
happiness to patriotic duty. By contrast, he could look
back on the grandeur, elevation and summits of courage
which Clemenceau had more than once attained. The
trouble was that after the devastation of North-Eastern
France by the Germans, and casualties far exceeding
those suffered by Britain, not much grandeur was
available.
In the 1930s there were two de Gaulles: the public
crusader, celebrating the nobility of the soldier’s
vocation, and the one who grappled with techniques of
military administration. When Petain’s government had
collapsed in 1940, de Gaulle broadcast from London
on June 18, saying that the defeat was purely a military
one at the hands of superior forces; and that France
still had an empire, an ally in Britain, and behind them
both (at least in theory) the United States, though he
later succeeded in thoroughly alienating Roosevelt.
All members of the French army, and all workers in
armaments industries in British territories were invited
to join him, and thousands did so, though predictably
the majority were from the French possessions overseas
rather than from metropolitan France.
This was his first great triumph, which entitled
France, so he believed, to be treated as a Great Power
alongside the Big Three. But the way he went about it,
repeatedly biting the hand that fed him, did not endear
him to his allies. Churchill, who had at first given him a
cautious welcome, soon became exasperated, and said
that the heaviest cross he had to bear was the Cross
of Lorraine. In one of his very rare moments of selfexcuse, de Gaulle later explained, without of course
Web: www.salisburyreview.com

48

apologising, that what had made him so difficult was
that his country had been defeated and dishonoured.
After 1945, France was in total political disarray,
with the Communists enjoying massive support and
the MRP (Christian Democrats) full of anguish about
de Gaulle’s attitude to the status quo, which had held
that the Republic was not just a set of institutions
but the embodiment of principles established by the
French Revolution. De Gaulle, coming from a Catholic
Monarchist family, thought differently, and his mental
picture of his beloved country went back for many
centuries before the Revolution. He never referred to
the Republic but only to the State (État), and held that it
was the Head of State, elected by an Electoral College,
who must ‘direct the policy of the Government’ and
thus provide the essential continuity, which had been
so conspicuously lacking in France since 1918.
If the reader may feel unclear about what exactly
de Gaulle wanted in practice, the French public and
Government Ministers were equally in the dark. He
was to repeat these general ideas over the next twelve
years from his voluntary semi-exile at Colombey-lesDeux-Eglises. Like some great spider at the centre, he
used his supporters and advisers, who hurried to and
from Paris, to spread further lines of support. With
brilliant tactical patience he held himself aloof, having
brilliantly encouraged others to take the dangerous
steps which would bring him to power, as the historian
Robert Tombs has perceptively observed. By the time
the full force of the Algerian crisis blew up in 1958, and
the future of the French colonists who had been there for
three generations was in the melting pot, he was ready
to re-enter the fray. He claimed that ‘Algeria should
have the right to dispose of her own destiny’, without
saying how – almost as if the details were nothing to
do with him. One thing we do know is that he never
wanted ‘integration’ between forty million Algerian
Moslems and Christian France; otherwise his village
‘would soon be called Colombey-les-deux-Mosques’.
Today, with millions of Africans and Asians yearning
to become Europeans, how much has changed? And
in 1959, when Eisenhower made a state visit to Paris,
de Gaulle asked him to imagine ‘forty million Red
Indians in California seeking independence from the
US’. As usual, de Gaulle equivocated. Independence
might come ‘perhaps in twenty years.’ Debré, at one
time Prime Minister and later Foreign Minister, had a
plan for a provisional authority to last for twenty-five
years. In the end, this was reduced to three months,
and in 1958 the Fifth Republic collapsed.
Back in 1941, an interviewer had ‘found it impossible
for him to express affection or gratitude to anyone,’
and the idea that he could ever have been wrong about
anything never arose. When he felt it necessary, he
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Fitted Up

would treat his most fervent supporters worse than he
did his enemies; loyalty was almost never rewarded.
Nor did he ever tell his most hard-working supporters
what he was going to do next, even when he knew
himself. He observed wisely that just because there
was a problem it did not follow that there was a
solution at any given moment. But his rudeness could
be breath-taking. When Jacky Kennedy, seeking to
break the obvious ice, mentioned that her own family
was of French origin, he replied icily ‘La mienne aussi,
Madame.’ Yet he would plunge fearlessly into crowds
all over France, shaking hands with them in what was
called a bain de foules, patting them on the back and
being cheered rapturously. This would follow a rousing
speech, though as often as not few of his hearers would
have the faintest idea of what he meant by what he said.
Nevertheless, in spite of all his deceits, prevarications
and other failings, there is no doubt about his sheer
physical courage or of his unquenchable determination.
When the end came he treated it with triumphant
dignity, almost as if he had won the referendum that
caused his downfall, instead of losing it. He specifically
refused a state funeral, but could not prevent a vast
Requiem Mass being held in Notre Dame. His widow
was determined that there should be no popular cult
of his name, and destroyed his personal effects with
the exception of two kepis and two uniforms. But not
mentioned here is the touching shrine that I have seen
in the small house in Lille where he was born, complete
with his cradle and his christening robe. Outside the
door stands the Citroen, riddled with bullet holes, in
which he had survived the most nearly successful of
the various attempts to assassinate him.
It is impossible to like de Gaulle, with all his
personal faults mentioned above. But it is also
impossible not to be astonished by what he brought
about, anyway for a time, however repelled one may
be by his ruthless methods. Professor Jackson’s book
leaves one bewildered by the sheer scale of his own
achievement. Not only has he coped skilfully with
mountains of material, but he maintains an elegant style
throughout 770 pages of text, which are followed by a
further ninety pages of notes; and the illustrations are
a delight. His considered conclusion is with Jacques
Maritain when he said that ‘the Leader of the Free
French said no to the enemy from the first day; an act
of that kind cannot be effaced. A sort of heroic chivalry
has given hope to the French.’
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Jan Davies

Conan Doyle for the Defence, Margaret Fox, Profile
Books, 2018, £16.99.
Near the village where I grew up there were two
doctors. One was a conventional Englishman, the other
was a Jew. Several people expressed surprise that the
Jew was our family doctor, but my mother, to her credit,
said she preferred someone Jewish to the other doctor
who had prescribed from the foot of the bed when my
father was ill without first examining the patient. No
one suggested that the Jewish doctor should not be
allowed to practice but many people because of his
Jewishness went elsewhere. It may be centuries since
we have had pogroms but anti-semitism is still very
much with us in many subtle forms.
On 21st December 1908 Marion Gilchrist, an
82-year-old wealthy spinster living in Glasgow, was
brutally murdered. The case was to become a scandal
which has been compared to the Dreyfus case in
France, with the difference that the wrongly convicted
man was not an appealing character. He was Jewish,
lived in Glasgow under a false name to avoid his
wife’s demands for maintenance and his lifestyle could
be described as ‘murky’. The avowed profession of
his mistress was a music hall singer, and there were
suggestions that she was also a prostitute and that he
was living partly on her earnings. But Conan Doyle,
despite having no good opinion of Slater’s character,
was still concerned that an innocent man had been
wrongly convicted and was in prison.
British justice is the best in the world, so runs the
myth we many of us believe, though this does not say
much for the rest of the world. Back in 1908, we may
like to think, standards were not as good as they are
today. Certainly the way the murder was investigated
then was incompetent and showed a prejudice against
Slater as an undesirable foreigner. The murder was
an especially brutal one, and it appeared it might
have been committed as part of a robbery. Marion
Gilchrist had a weakness for expensive jewellery and
concealed in her flat were many valuable items. Slater
first came to the notice of the police because a brooch
with diamonds had been stolen and he was attempting
to pawn just such an item. However, it soon became
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apparent that the pawn ticket in his possession related
to a brooch with three rows of diamonds, whereas Miss
Gilchrist’s had only one, and that Slater had pawned
his brooch back in November, long before the day of
the murder.
At this point, the police might have been expected to
discount him altogether as a suspect. No connection was
ever proved between Slater and the murdered woman.
Instead, they decided to rely on some very flawed
identification evidence. They were practising the Art of
Reasoning Backwards: all murders are committed by
undesirables; Oscar Slater is an undesirable; therefore
Oscar Slater is the murderer. To bolster their case some
very dubious tactics were employed. Slater had sailed
to New York and was arrested on arrival when the
police found the pawn ticket in his pocket. There were
then extradition proceedings which Slater decided not
to contest. Mary Barrowman, a 14-year-old errand girl,
had told police she saw a man run out of the block of
flats and had given a description which did not match
Slater. Helen Lambie said she had seen a man but
had not seen his face. Arthur Adams, the occupant
of another flat in the building where the murder took
place, said he had seen someone but could not identify
the person. The case was looking thin. But by the time
of the trial, witnesses had been shown photographs of
Slater and had changed their evidence. Helen Lambie
now maintained that she had seen the side of the
man’s face and was certain that it was Slater. Mary
Barrowman could also identify him.
There are always dangers in convicting a person on
the basis of identification evidence alone. It is true
that procedures are much improved. Witnesses may
not be shown photographs of a suspect before being
asked to pick out the suspect from a gallery of similar
persons. Most identification procedures are now done
by VIPER, a DVD showing a series of photographs. No
longer is the witness peering at an ID parade through a
one way glass barrier. But I have seen far too frequently
that even with these improvements a witness will often
identify with total confidence someone who could not
possibly have been involved from the selection he has
been asked to view.
Conan Doyle, once he was involved with Slater’s
case, refused to let go. In 1912 he published his book
The Case of Oscar Slater, dissecting the errors in the
police investigation and the trial with the forensic
skill of his hero Sherlock Holmes. The book had little
immediate effect and for years Slater remained in
prison. Margaret Fox’s book gives a harrowing account
of his time there.
Then in 1925 when a prisoner on release had a
message from Slater concealed under his dentures,
Conan Doyle again became active, although it was not
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until 1927 that Slater was released. Fox believes that
by the 1920s the resentment of middle class England
was more focussed on feminists, socialism and the
dehumanising effects of technology, while the antisemitism and fear of foreigners that had accompanied
the large influx of East European Jews had to a large
extent died down.
This is an excellent book with warnings for all those
involved with our criminal justice system. Errors still
occur. Recently Liam Allan, a young student charged
with rape, had to be acquitted after text messages were
revealed that proved his innocence. Isaac Itiary spent
four months in custody before his case was dropped
after the Crown Prosecution Service grudgingly
admitted there was evidence disproving any guilt.
Prosecutors may rely on Defence Statements drafted by
defence solicitors without paying any attention to what
the suspect said in the police station. Police officers will
focus on the suspect’s interview rather than putting in
the legwork to look for hard evidence. Investigations
are far from perfect. Mobile phones are routinely seized
by police and then never seen again. Margaret Fox has
produced a well-written tale of a case that should never
have been brought. We cannot be certain that nothing
similar could happen today.

Intellectual Anorexia
Alexander Adams

The Coddling of the American Mind: How
Good Intentions and Bad Ideas are Setting Up a
Generation for Failure, Jonathan Haidt and Greg
Lukianoff, Allen Lane, 2018, £20.
Could a book which deals with American parenting
and university policy prove to be this year’s most
enlightening insight into British society today?
Jonathan Haidt (social and cultural psychologist, author
of The Righteous Mind) and Greg Lukianoff (founder
of the Foundation for Individual Rights in Education,
author of Freedom From Speech) have examined the
way good intentions of educationalists and parents –
combined with independent changes in society and
technology – have produced an environment which is
weakening children and deepening political divisions.
There are descriptions in this book which resonate with
British public life: the ascendant cult of safetyism,
emotional fragility in younger people and a mixture
of anxious cosseting and authoritarian fury displayed
by groups. We have been governed for a generation
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by micromanaging technocratic politicians relying on
focus-group research and deploying ‘nudge’ tactics.
With no constitution to protect our rights and a stifling
political consensus preventing electoral dissent, British
politicians have outdone American educationalists.
Three principles appear to underpin developments
in modern parenting and education: what doesn’t kill
you makes you weaker; always trust your feelings;
life is a battle between good people and evil people.
‘What doesn’t kill you makes you weaker’ is the
philosophy that youngsters need protection and that
difficulties discourage people. In fact, individuals
learn by meeting problems and developing solutions.
Resistance creates adaptable, resourceful and capable
individuals; absence of resistance creates weak and
incapable individuals. ‘Always trust your feelings’
states that individual responses to events are authentic
wellsprings of intuitive wisdom. In practice, this dictum
encourages emotional reasoning, catastrophizing, overgeneralising and other traits that foster subjectivity and
over-reaction.
‘Life is a battle between good people and bad people’
seems a moral truism, a touchstone of principled
living; but it encourages people to act tribally when
facing differing opinions. In America this with-usor-against-us mentality has led to rapid political
polarisation, bringing the American government to
the point of dysfunction. On campuses – the authors’
area of expertise – this has caused group-think,
mass demonstrations (some violent) against political
speakers and refusal to engage in dialogue.
Rates of depression, self-harming and suicide have
escalated for the iGen or Generation Z (anyone born
after 1994), especially for girls. This is partly because
of the debilitating effect of social media and the
smartphone. Parents, especially middle-class ones,
have fewer children and have become more protective
of their offspring. Discouraging unsupervised play
has led to children being unable to settle arguments.
‘Helicopter parents’ create children who learn to depend
on adults rather than aspiring to adulthood. As child
deaths from accident and disease have been reduced
dramatically, society has grown more fearful of child
abduction and murder. It is transference of concern
rather than a reasoned response to a phenomenon that
is neither common nor increasing.
This book cites numerous examples of university
regulations allowing reporting of self-defined
harassment, insults and micro-aggressions. Universities
have fostered authoritarian environments governed by
rules comprising vague definitions and draconian
punishments which encourage anxious students to
engage in moral denunciations. These are reminiscent
of totalitarian and theocratic regimes, complete with
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secret informants, anonymous complainants and
kangaroo courts. Mechanisms intended to ‘protect
the marginalised’ have enabled smear campaigns,
gang intimidation and personal vendettas which
destroy careers and ruin lives. From riots at Berkeley
University and the beating of staff at Middlebury
College to roaming gangs holding staff hostage at
Evergreen College, the evidence is undeniable.
The authors suggest remedies such as limiting
Internet access, advocating gap years, while teaching
children that they are not wholly good and are
capable of malevolent acts. Universities should ignore
pressure groups and the heckler’s veto and admit more
emotionally mature and intellectually independent
students.
The authors trust data about ‘hate crimes’ too much.
Many alleged hate crimes turn out to be insufficiently
substantiated, dependent on interpretation or are
outright fake. False incidents are not retrospectively
removed from statistics. The authors too readily assert
that there is substantial racist sentiment in contemporary
America without ever defining racism – a spectrum of
behaviour ranging from mild out-group aversion to
pathological hatred caused by anything from patriotic
passion to ingrained political ideology – or seriously
questioning the political make-up and motivations
of members of ‘far-right’ events. Many ‘hate crimes’
on American campuses are pranks or trolling by
drunken or mischievous students. One recent trolling
campaign was instigated by anarchic Internet forum
4chan. They encouraged people to post anonymous
signs on campuses saying ‘It’s okay to be white’. Race
activists and hypersensitive students took the bait;
they reported the signs as threatening assertions of
white supremacism. Thus pranks inflate hate-speech
statistics. Casual comments about ‘marginalised
groups’ and police prejudice display a lazy acceptance
of narratives that even cursory examination of crime
statistics would have dispelled. In an attempt to be
even-handed, the authors have uncritically accepted
inaccurate data because it supports their assumptions.
Left-leaning assumptions undermine the argument
about social justice, which appeals to those who
wish to feel good rather than do good. Justice cannot
be allocated on a group basis without entailing
personal injustice, either by penalising individuals by
depriving them materially or legally, or by unfairly
benefitting already advantaged members of a so-called
marginalised group is not properly evaluated. The
authors support social justice that ‘is the effort to find
and fix cases where distributive or procedural justice
is denied to people’. That raises the questions: how are
injustices to be assessed and what makes acting parties
believe they can rectify injustices? Numerous examples
51
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of well-meaning interference to benefit individuals
and groups have resulted in absurd injustices and
unintended consequences – which entail subsequent
ineffectual interference. Inefficiencies, paradoxical
effects and manifest travesties in the health, education,
judicial and benefits systems attest to the negative
outcomes of good intentions. The entirety of Thomas
Sowell’s economic research documents the folly of
social justice. This chapter should be scrapped from
future editions.
Although this book covers the American experience
of childhood and university, it has particular relevance
to us in Great Britain. Successive governments, both
Labour and Conservative, have introduced laws
criminalising conduct, speech and thought. A crime
supposedly motivated by racial hatred will be treated
especially harshly. In these cases extra punishment is
not for the action but the ‘evil thoughts’, which directed
the action. In Britain we are coddled by safetyism,
shielded from ‘hate facts’, punished for moderate
criticism and prevented from opposing political
consensus. British readers will find The Coddling of
the American Mind contributes to an understanding of
our current socio-political plight.

In the Footsteps of
Goebbels
Brian Eassty

Travellers in the Third Reich, Julia Boyd, Elliott and
Thompson, 2017, £10.99.
The rapid and all-embracing change in Germany from
a country which the British largely felt they understood
into a tyranny unprecedented in modern times provides
Julia Boyd with the mystery which motivates this
book – why people were so unable to see or so willing
to ignore the change all through the 1930s and why
they were prepared to consider Germany as a holiday
destination up until the point where war became
inevitable.
It is difficult for generations brought up on an image
of Germany which still obsesses about the Nazis over
seventy years after their fall to realise the extent of the
kinship still felt between our two countries then. In
those years the default holiday choice of many a civil
servant or prep-school-master was likely to involve
some immersion in German culture – hiking in the
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Bavaria Alps perhaps, stopping off to see the Passion
Play at Oberammagau or an opera at Bayreuth in the
evening.
There was also a great deal of sympathy for the
German people immediately after the First World War
when the devastating effects of the Versailles Treaty
were understood. The amount of money demanded
in reparations by the Allies (roughly seven times
Britain’s current EU divorce bill) was seen as morally
indefensible by many and likely to lead to economic
collapse and political instability. In general, a desire not
to be, as Noel Coward put it, ‘beastly to the Germans’
was genuinely widespread in the aftermath of the First
World War.
Some newspapers, or at least their owners, were
openly sympathetic to the Nazi cause and Boyd
mentions Lord Rothermere among those whose
goodwill towards Germany in the 1930s was not
entirely innocent. The full sordid tale of the delusion,
which formed the sorry end of Lloyd George’s career, is
told and, of course, a brace of Mitfords turns up at one
point. But generally Boyd does not dwell on the stories
that are well known. She is good at highlighting the
forgotten characters of the period as in the brief sketch
of jackbooted, monocled Mary Allen the pioneering
policewoman, who never became the Elizabeth
Garrett Anderson of policing back home though she
did manage to get Goering to agree to recruit some
women to the force in Berlin. Like a number of visitors
who enthusiastically fawned on Hitler, she managed
to convince the Nazis, keen to gain influence with the
British establishment, that she had more influence in
Britain than she did. Those apologists who visited
more frequently, such as Lord Londonderry and Vice
Admiral Barry Domvile, President of the Royal Naval
College and regular contributor to the Anglo German
Review, were treated to steadily declining standards
of hospitality as the Nazis gave up on British public
opinion.
But this book is not Fellow Travellers in the Third
Reich and Boyd is ultimately more interested in why
some disinterested visitors to the regime were inclined
to turn a blind eye to its brutality and others not. This
is shown starkly in the passage on the celebrations
for the 550th anniversary of Heidelberg University in
1936, a year that had also marked the sacking of fortyfour of its academics on racial, religious or political
grounds. There is pageantry, banquets, parades and
fireworks. Boyd neatly contrasts the reactions of two
visitors to this one event. Sybil Crowe, a PhD student
from Cambridge, left the event convinced that there
was no hope for Germany until the rule of the Nazis
was over. Meanwhile Arthur Remy, Villard Professor
of German Philology at Columbia University, has a
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war, smuggling back to England for safe keeping the
treasured possessions of many Jews.
The thoroughness of the scholarship which has
unearthed such stories is so impressive that it is all
the more surprising that some distinguished travellers
whose inclusion in the book one would have considered
a foregone conclusion have been left out. Were this
specifically a book on travel writing from the Third
Reich, the absence of any mention of Patrick Leigh
Fermor would have been more unforgivable than it
is. Historically and politically, though, the omission
of Edward Heath is glaring. In his autobiography,
The Course of my Life, Heath recounts how he went
to Germany as an exchange student at the end of
his second year at Oxford in 1937. He attended the
exhibition of ‘Degenerate Art’ in Munich, on which
Boyd quotes other writers’ comments, and that year’s
Nuremburg Rally where he met leading Nazis at a
cocktail party. It is hard to overestimate the effect that
the revulsion he felt was to have on the way he later led
his country in its relationship with Europe. As he wrote,
‘this experience subsequently dominated my political
life.... and my post-war attitude to international affairs.’
Many of Boyd’s travellers returned from Germany
with strong opinions about what they had seen and
with views on how relationships between the nations
of Europe should develop. Few were ever in a position
to put them into practice. Heath later was and we still
feel the effects of that undergraduate tour today.

splendid time, writing that ‘I believe on the whole that
the ceremony was dignified and impressive – also that
it was primarily academic... the presence of black or
brown uniforms can certainly not be construed as of
sinister significance.’ This despite one of the events he
attended being a speech by the minister of education
in which he explicitly warned that there was no place
in a German university for any academic who did not
fit in with the Reich’s political and racial policies. One
assumes Remy blanked out the inconvenient truth of
what he was seeing out of commitment to the vision
of international cooperation in education. Similarly
it must have been the Olympic ideal of international
brotherhood in sport that led Avery Brundage,
President of the American Olympic Committee, to
declare that ‘No nation since Greece has captured the
true Olympic spirit as has Germany’ scarcely leaving
Goebbels anything to say. Meanwhile, Boyd tells us
of a chilling rhyme circulating in Berlin:
When the Olympic Games are done
Then with Jews we’ll have some fun

The Olympics was the last chance German Jews had
to lead a normal life before the persecution came back
with renewed vigour. It defies belief that Brundage had
no inkling of this but he would not be the last Olympic
administrator to tolerate an extremely unpleasant
regime in order to keep the Games alive.
Others had less noble reasons for being oblivious
to the plight of the Jews in Germany. They did not
mind the anti-Semitism because they themselves
were anti-Semitic. Boyd gives many examples of how
widespread such prejudice was among the British, none
more illustrative of the double-think it entailed than
the British ambassador Sir Horace Rumbold expressing
his shock and distress at seeing the windows of Jewish
shops smashed by Nazi thugs and yet writing in a letter
to a friend that he was ‘appalled by the number of Jews
in this place. One cannot get away from them.’ Others
felt one had to put up with the Nazis as they were
an effective bulwark against the Bolsheviks, though
Denis de Rougemont, a Swiss philosopher teaching
in Frankfurt, was one of a number of academics who
could see little difference between the two ideologies.
He was apt to refer to Nazism as ‘brown bolshevism’.
Even a seventeen-year-old student, Joan Wakefield,
could shock a crowded lecture hall by asking what the
difference was between the two ideologies.
However some were not prepared to let the
persecution of the Jews go by unchallenged. This
book highlights a few of these courageous individuals.
Particularly astonishing is the case of the operaloving sisters Ida and Louise Cook who made regular
weekend trips to Germany in the months before the
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A Bridge Too Far
David Twiston-Davies

Arnhem: the Battle for the Bridges, 1944, Antony
Beevor, Viking, 2018, £25.
The battle of Arnhem was ill-starred from the start.
Basking in the success of the Normandy invasion
senior commanders were complacently having their
portraits painted, as the eastward push was about to
begin. But they were not happy. Montgomery, newly
created a Field Marshal, resented being forced to share
overall command with Americans in the advance on
Germany. Eisenhower, in supreme command, ordered
an advance on a broad front rather than choosing a
British or American single strike.
The operation was so vast and so hastily prepared
that there was little attempt to raise serious questions
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about the taking of three key bridges for the entry
into Germany or the consequences of the Poles rising
in Warsaw before the Germans were on the brink of
defeat. It was the irascible Major-General Stanislaw
Sosabowski who reminded planning meetings: ‘The
German, the Germans!’
General Field Marshall Model had been awed by
the size of the Allied air armada as it swept overhead
while the shire horses pulling German artillery on the
ground were a reminder that Germany was fighting a
poor man’s war. But contrary to Allied expectations,
the failure of the Stauffenberg plot to assassinate Hitler
instilled fresh life into the retreating force who were
always quicker to recover and reorganise.
The senior Allied officers instinctively assumed that
after the success of Normandy they would triumph
again, and therefore could concentrate on defending
themselves against the rivals serving alongside them.
At the American 12th Army headquarters all talk was
about how long the fighting would last. The first British
arrivals in Arnhem, the third of the three bridges to
be taken before entering Germany, were 11 military
policemen who took over the police headquarters,
which they held for two days until it was stormed by
the SS.
The 1st Airborne division were dropped some eight
miles from the bridge, too far to achieve surprise, then
were slowed by ever heavier fire. To make matters
worse their radios did not work so that Major-General
Roy Urquhart went off to liaise with his second-incommand and found himself stuck in a house cut off
from his men for two days, having left no instruction
about who should assume command. When the
paras arrived at the north end of the road bridge they
expected to be relieved in two days by XXX Corps,
but it dawdled along the one straight road, known to
the Americans as ‘Hell’s Highway’. Prince Bernhard,
the senior Dutch officer, was ignored by Montgomery
when he pointed out its vulnerability and also the
crucial failure to open the port of Antwerp for supplies.
With his characteristic panache Antony Beevor’s eye
sweeps over the battlefield, noting what went wrong
and what went right while laying out a heavy carpet
of arresting anecdote – the death of a private who
stood up to observe; German Tiger tanks looking like
prehistoric monsters in the twilight; Dutch families
praying in their cellars under bombardment. Major
John Waddy was wounded by a sniper up a tree before
being carried to a hospital where he was injured twice
more. Some soldiers committed suicide to escape the
inferno. But the danger also encouraged others such
as the high-spirited Major Digby Tatham Warter, who
wearing a bowler hat and carrying an umbrella, told
those who asked why, ‘Suppose it rains’.
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And all was not well for the Germans. Hitler was
furious that the inefficient and cowardly Luftwaffe had
made little effort to challenge the Allied air armada. A
group of teenagers waiting to return to Germany were
enrolled by the SS and given antiquated carbines with
bolts that did not work properly; half of them were
killed.
The paras captured the north end of the Arnhem
bridge, but still awaiting XXX Corps, they were
gradually whittled away as the wounded increased,
the ammunition and water started to run out until
a ceasefire was negotiated for the wounded to be
evacuated. In the village of Osterbeeck the pastor’s
wife, later to be known as the ‘Angel of Arnhem’, read
the psalms to the wounded in her basement.
But as the fighting continued to rage a bond was
gradually being created between the exhausted on
both sides. A glider pilot and a German shot each
other in undergrowth then patched up each other’s
wounds. When an armed German menacingly entered a
basement full of British troops the tension was broken
by a Tommy offering him a cigarette. Soldiers who had
fought each other in the desert found they had much
in common despite language difficulties. The British,
however, showed no interest in the German suggestion
that they take on the Russians now dominating Eastern
Europe.
Soon the recriminations began. Nobody openly
called Sosabowski a coward, but Generals Horrocks
and Browning made no effort to disguise their belief
that the Poles had not pulled their weight, though they
had been dropped late into the battlefield and had
undoubtedly proved their worth in aiding the retreat.
Whether the failure to invite them to the Victory Parade
in 1946 was a deliberate snub or the invitation failed to
reach Warsaw is unclear. Sosabowski settled in Britain
with no pension, to work at an Acton factory. He was
invited to commemorative services, accompanied by
two British veterans. It was not until 2006 that Sir
Brian Urquhart, the British intelligence officer who
had seen the panzers in the trees before the battle and
had been sent home in disgrace for saying so, spoke
at the unveiling of a monument to Sosabowski at the
Dutch town of Driel.
Sir Antony has no doubt that the nine-day battle was
a great British disaster, even if it became clear that the
Germans had been weakened despite their initial boasts
about returning to Paris for Christmas. He has used
official documents, memoirs and respected studies,
but the story is still not cast in stone. While he is
cautious about remarks supposedly made in the field,
some veterans’ families have found details incorrect;
newspaper obituaries can still produce surprises.
Reviewing this book in The Spectator General
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Sir Mike Jackson, a retired para officer of a later
generation, suggested that perhaps the plan was too
brave and too bold. But if the Allies had reached
Berlin before the Red Army the prize would have been
invaluable.

are key words in the new right-on lexicology.
Encountering a text that includes violence and rape,
such as Shakespeare’s Titus Andronicus, can leave
vulnerable students greatly distressed, claiming that
the reading experience was ‘traumatic’, rather than
‘unpleasant’ or ‘quite difficult’. Out of interest, I typed
‘violence in Titus Andronicus’ into my search bar and
the very first result that came up was from Vanderbilt
University that gave this trigger warning: ‘Disclaimer:
This blog post deals with issues of sexual violence in
the play Titus Andronicus.’ At some universities, law
students are permitted to miss lectures and seminars
when the subject of sex crime comes up. One professor
has written of a student who was diagnosed with
‘secondary PTSD as a result of their exposure to course
readings’.
Universities encourage students to come forward at
any opportunity to profess their psychological distress
at ‘incidents of discomfort’; Furedi believes that this
careless adoption of medicalised language means the
condition becomes the norm and then a self-fulfilling
prophecy, which is then in turn further indulged
by academic authorities. Student social warrior
campaigners can complain about how their activism is
causing them stress and ill-health, and then be granted
extensions to complete their assignments. (Furedi
gives the example of a case from Brown University in
America; I can vouch that this happens in the UK, too.)
University bureaucracy also encourages students
(and staff colleagues) to snitch on lecturers who
display, however inadvertently, any bias (according to
the the accuser) or ‘micro-aggression’. For example a
seemingly complimentary remark to a foreign student
that ‘Your English is good’, ‘implies a bias about his
or her capability’. A lecturer at McGill University,
trying to relieve students’ pre-exam stress (another
traumatic experience) showed students a doctored
comical video of President Obama kicking down a
door; the university authorities forced him to issue a
long apology for this racial stereotyping following a
complaint by a single student. At UCLA, a professor
corrected a black student’s incorrect use of capital I for
indigenous, as per The Chicago Manual of Style; some
students complained at this ‘racial micro aggression’
and ‘oppressive ideological stance on language’. The
university’s administration concurred and disciplined
the professor. Staff are ritually and publicly humiliated
for any such ‘transgressions’, and forced to undergo
re-education programmes and ‘sensitivity workshops’.
Institutionalised snooper’s charters allow anonymous
accusations to be made. Some ask for the alleged
perpetrator’s social security number. I am not making
any of this up.
There are plenty of similar examples of such idiocy at

The Rites of Censorship
James Monkton

What’s Happened to the University? A Sociological
Exploration of Its Infantilisation, Frank Furedi,
Routledge, 2017, £13.99.
The notion of universities being intellectually
adventurous places can no longer be taken for granted.
Frank Furedi’s (Professor Emeritus of Sociology)
alarm at how students are graduating with minds
more closed than when starting is palpable, as is the
motivation behind writing this book: many students
are now more interested in ‘limiting the freedom of
speech than in defending it’. With some 50 per cent
of young adults in the UK entering Higher Education,
Furedi rightly argues that this has serious implications
for society.
Part of the problem is, as Furedi identifies, the
social engineering that takes place in our education
system from toddlers to undergraduates: ‘socialisation
through validation’; even ‘the role of parents is not so
much to transmit values as to validate the feelings,
attitudes and accomplishment of their children’. This
constant infantilisation continues in the university
sector, creating solipsistic students (not his phrase)
who constantly ‘talk about themselves and their
feelings. Often what seems to matter is not what
you argue, but who you are’. Validation is all: ‘That
those who run universities have become complicit in
the infantilisation of their campus indicates that the
line that traditionally divided secondary from higher
education has become inexact.’ This Alma Maternal
overprotection is now institutionally enforced. The
result of this decline into identitarian-led learning
is a growing number of immature and narcissistic
protests by selfie-loving virtue-signallers. As the Italian
sociologist Alberto Melucci perceptively observed,
‘participation in collective action is seen to have no
value for the individual unless it provides a direct
response to personal needs’. Student activism of earlier
generations, argues Furedi, at least had the merit of
pursuing collective goals rather than an individual one.
Furedi emphasises how ‘vulnerable’ and ‘trauma’
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UK universities. One particularly Kafkaesque example
comes from Goldsmiths University in London: In
April 2015 its union argued for the exclusion of men
and white people from meetings on anti-racist activity.
What was their slogan? ‘Fighting racism with racism’.
As Furedi warns, the university sector increasingly
‘preaches the value of diversity; in practice, it refuses
to tolerate a diversity of opinions’. No wonder Furedi
makes reference to Mao’s ‘Thought Reform’ in 1951:
it is no longer enough to change what people say; even
private thinking must conform.
The text may be a little dry – this is, after all, a
forensic, razor-sharp academic study with studious
marshalling of evidence and the full scholarly

apparatus applied – but the continuous succession of
spectacular examples of inanity and insanity emanating
from universities never ceases to shock and astound
the reader, even when forewarned by perceptive writers
such as William Deresiewicz, Mark Edmundson and
Roger Kimball. Are things as bad as Furedi claims
for academic freedom? It is only a marked minority
of students who create the most noise, but these are
the voices that pusillanimous, intellectually bereft and
invariably liberal university administrations heed. This
book should be on the compulsory reading list of all
first year undergraduates. Some hopes; it would be
immediately banned for being too upsetting.

MUSIC
Anthony Daniels
That Jealous Demon, My Wretched Health: Disease,
Death and Composers, Jonathan Noble, Boydell
Press, 2018, £25.
Everyone has a medical history because everyone
dies of something. Thus, even those fortunate persons
who have had scarcely a day’s illness in their long
lives until just before their demise (a type that hardly
existed until the Twentieth Century, and typified by
the Welsh poet R S Thomas) eventually cannot escape
altogether the possibility of a pathography, that is to
say a biographical account of their illness.
The great majority of people, however, have a much
‘richer’ medical history than this, and in this book
the retired orthopaedic surgeon, Jonathan Noble, has
compiled the medical histories of seventy composers,
most of whom suffered a wealth of medical misfortune.
Perhaps that is because, at the time they lived, almost
everyone did: there is no reason to suppose that
composers were especially unfortunate.
Mr Noble is not a proponent of the romantic
notion of illness as a stimulant of creativity, even
in illness’s purely mental form. Rather, he believes
that in the majority of cases it hindered creativity
and even prevented it altogether. The struggles of
composers to overcome their illnesses were often
heroic: they composed despite rather than because of
their suffering. If the latter ennobled, it did so only by
calling forth resilience (fortitude being possibly the
least fashionable of the cardinal virtues nowadays,
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along with all the others).
The most famous example, of course, is that
of Beethoven, whose increasing deafness was a
particularly cruel fate. (At one point, Noble calls it an
injustice, but that is to suggest that the universe could in
principle be just; and if Beethoven’s deafness were an
injustice, it would imply a malign creator or supervisor
of that universe.) It might, perhaps, be argued that
Beethoven’s deafness deepened his music by turning
him inwards, cutting him off from all distractions and
extraneous stimuli; but such an argument would require
a knowledge of what he would have become had he
not suffered his deafness, and it is impossible to attain
such counterfactual knowledge, however pleasant or
harmlessly amusing it might be to speculate on it.
Noble suggests, however, that many composers had
only a certain amount of music, or at least good music,
within them and that the world therefore did not lose
much by their premature deaths or incapacitating
illnesses. He cites the cases of Rossini and Sibelius,
who retired almost completely from composition long
before their deaths, and that of Mendelssohn, of whom
the conductor Hans von Bülow said that he started as
a genius and ended as a talent. There is no hard and
fast rule here, of course, but certainly – by analogy
– there are writers who have only one book in them.
Mathematicians usually do their best work when they
are very young, and fizzle out like firework rockets; and
musical and mathematical ability are often associated.
This is a long book, more a compilation to be dipped
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into than to be read from cover to cover in the manner
that a reviewer is necessarily obliged to do. The author
is skilled at potted biographies and his work is the result
of an immense amount of reading and collation that
must have taken many years. It is evidently a labour
of love. There are seventy closely-printed pages of
references and if a pathography of the author ever
comes to be written, perhaps his pathographer will take
this as a symptom of obsessive-compulsive disorder.
There is a danger of pathographers taking anything
and everything as a sign or symptom of one disease
or another.
Since the author deals with seventy composers (he
does not tell us how exactly he chose them, but since
he has no grand theory to propound that does not
matter), and the text is 365 pages long, he devotes on
average about 5 pages to each; but since also more is
known about some composers than others, and since
all composers are not of equal interest or significance,
the length of his discussions is understandably quite
variable.
No doubt most readers will go first to Mozart,
Beethoven, Schubert and Tchaikovsky, since the
illnesses and deaths of all four have provoked so much
speculation. Noble casts a sceptical and clinicallyexperienced eye on all his cases, though his speciality
– orthopaedics – rarely plays much of a part in his
reasonings.
He dismisses the wilder diagnoses, while admitting
that in most cases a definitive conclusion cannot be
drawn. Medical descriptions of two centuries, or
even one century, ago are extremely imprecise by our
standards, and even post-mortem reports are often of
limited assistance. Noble dismisses as unlikely the
theory that Mozart was poisoned to death, though it
is not beyond the bounds of possibility. (Salieri, in a

state of delirium at the end of his life, said that he had
poisoned Mozart, but he fact that he was delirious
rather complicates the interpretation of this death-bed
‘confession’. As every policeman knows, or ought
to know, a confession by itself does not constitute
sufficient evidence of guilt.)
Mozart was not a long-term invalid and his last
illness was comparatively short. For me, perhaps
the most intriguing speculation in the whole book is
that Mozart died from trichinosis, a worm infection
contracted from eating undercooked pork. The facts
seem to fit this ingenious diagnosis. I am not saying
that the theory is correct, but I derived considerable
pleasure from its cleverness.
According to Noble, Schubert died with rather than
of syphilis, and more likely of typhoid or other enteric
disease. He gives us a long list, in descending order
of probability, of candidates for Beethoven’s illness,
and he accepts that Tchaikovsky died of cholera. But
did Tchaikovsky, an intelligent man, deliberately court
the disease by drinking water he knew to be unsafe?
Noble says that it was an odd way to commit suicide
because the death rate from cholera was only 45 per
cent, whereas other methods would have been more
certain; but it is far from unknown for people to play
Russian (!) roulette and leave death or survival up to
fate.
Noble arranges his book by category of illness,
including death by medical ignorance and incompetence.
It would be mere pedantry to point out a few errors
and infelicities. I admire his diligence. Two things one
appreciates from reading his book. The first is how far
we have advanced medically. We have not abolished
suffering, but we have lengthened enormously our
periods of physical suffering-free life. The second is
the indomitability of the human spirit.

IN SHORT
Bluffocracy, James Ball and Andrew Greenway,
Biteback, 2018, £10.

describe two types: one who asks for information and
prepares a speech properly and the other who writes
it on the back of an envelope in a taxi on the way to
the meeting. These are the bluffers/wingers (Rent-aMouths) and they outnumber the others.
Too often ministers are supposed to become experts,
which is impossible as they rarely last in a Department
longer than four years; neither Javid nor Gove had
any experience of the Law. Many issues are now
technical or scientific but the civil service struggles
to recruit scientists or technicians. The authors
blame an Oxbridge education because the adversarial

This is a very short book about a large subject: the
decline of British standards in public life. These have
now sunk to become like those elsewhere while the
chaos of the Brexit negotiations underline the gross
foolishness and incompetence of our leaders. The
expenses scandal had already shown the public that
many of our legislators were money-grubbing time
servers whose greed contrasted dramatically with
politicians’ commitment hitherto. Ball and Greenway
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tutorial system prizes smart answers and superficial
originality above sound scholarship. They especially
attack PPE (philosophy, politics and economics, the
ultimate bluffers’ degree) to which the authors devote
30 pages in a book of 100 pages. The Universities’
demand for a weekly essay inculcates short-termism
and David Cameron was accused of running an essay
crisis government. The Civil Service is no better: ‘The
people who get on here are those who can write a good
minute and get a minister out of trouble. Not those who
can run things so they don’t get into trouble in the first
place.’ The service is often described as ‘filled with
Rolls Royce minds but behaves exactly like a 150 year
old car.’ The lack of leadership qualities is striking:
Dame Lin Homer presided over a series of disasters
including the destruction of Windrush records and
the chaos of HMRC but was described by one of her
Ministers as highly effective. Now we hear that Alison
Saunders, whose tenure at the Crown Prosecution
service was marked by a series of scandals, is to get
a Damehood.
Only twenty-two pages are devoted to solutions to
these problems and a longer book is needed to put
forward properly researched solutions. In a recent poll
over half said that someone was unsuitable for office if
they had never had a job outside politics, think tanks
or journalism. Years ago young candidates presenting
themselves for Conservative seats were told to go away
and get a job. Nowadays inexperienced youngsters
present themselves in their twenties with no experience
except a think tank or PR. The authors give parting
advice for politicians: three words when ever the urge
to blag or bluff strikes: ‘I don’t know’.
Merrie Cave
The Crossway, Guy Stagg, Picador, 2018, £16.99.
This is not an adventure story of the old kind, nor is
it a moral treatise in mufti: it is a hesitant confession,
made by Guy Stagg not to any kind of priest or judge
but to himself and thence to the conscience-pricked or
prickable reading public. It is his first book. Extracts
from it have been broadcast by the BBC and it has
drawn rapturous reviews. It will be interesting to see
what impressions it will, or will not, stir up.
That Stagg started his adult life from the launching
pad of a good education is made evident by his ability
to tell his story in plain English without slang or
Americanisms (only one or two of those); perhaps
because he doubts his own ability to hold a reader’s
attention he inserts between his chapters a series of
essays on the history of the places or events he is
writing about. This seems to me to be a mistake or at
Web: www.salisburyreview.com
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least a distraction: his own story is quite good enough
to hold his reader’s attention without the addition
of snippets from other stories or histories. But what
seems to be a much graver mistake has been made in
the setting for publication of his text. The reason for
Stagg’s exploit is not disclosed in the first chapter as
might be expected and certainly would be helpful;
instead it has been set in a twelve-page-long Prologue.
Readers are apt to skip prologues, introductions
and the like in order to get on with the story. The
information in the prologue to The Crossway is vital to
the understanding of the rest of the book. Stagg’s long
walk across half of Europe was a pilgrimage in the old
meaning of the word: an atonement for his abandoning
of faith. He explains that he undertook his journey
across the Balkans not to learn about the countries he
crosses but as a last-ditch attempt to restore his grip on
life itself after a total nervous and physical breakdown
brought on by drinking, which brought him to the brink
of suicide. This, his upbringing had taught him, is a
mortal sin. He does not debate this problem in the book
and only mentions it in the Prologue, but it underlies
his writing and leaves his reader with a strong sense
of his unfulfillment and defeat.
The area of Albania and northern Greece over which
Stagg travelled is very beautiful, so it is good to learn
from him that it has not yet been devastated by the
tourist trade; long may it be spared. Travel through it,
however, is very different now from what the last two
generations have described. Readers may compare
The Crossway with Patrick Leigh Fermor’s long walk
but the books are not comparable. Leigh Fermor loved
the Balkans for their own sake as well as the personal
ties he formed there and from which he was cut off by
the Second World War. Two generations later Stagg
made his journey there into a life-line on which to haul
himself back from self-destruction into normal life:
the process which is described in this book. He writes
very well, and will write better with more practice, for
without practice it is easy to let the lush slip into the
ludicrous. He does not always avoid this.
The cross, which he presumably refers to in the title,
touches on a vital subject, which he does not pursue.
Raised as a Catholic he has nonetheless grown up
without that or any other faith to lean on; he writes
that he is not sure that he is even a Christian. So it is
as a tight-rope walker that he re-entered normal life –
of which he saw more than enough in the Lebanon at
the end of his pilgrimage. Readers have reason to look
forward to his next book.
Penelope Tremayne
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Moralitis, A Cultural Virus, Robert Oulds and Niall
McCrae, The Bruges Group, 2018, £5.

spread of viral mutations of the disease obliterating all
contrary opinion.
As with all allergies and infections the publication
of Moralitis provoked the literary equivalent of
anaphylactic shock on the left. Screams of pain
reverberated through cyberspace accompanied by
demands that the authors should be hounded from their
academic posts.
The authors aver that ‘it will not be easy to cure this
illness as the afflicted have no insight into the disease
and will hate the medicine’.
Experts advise that the only cure is a Corbyn enema,
administered over five years using increasing doses
of nationalisation, exchange controls, ration books,
an 115 per cent tax on incomes over £100,000, and if
that fails taking over all upper middle class property,
houses included, to give to immigrants from Somalia.
The Conservatives are already sequestering wealthy
properties in Westminster to give to newly arrived
illegal migrants: among them fraudsters, credit card
thieves and aspiring illegal landlords; so part of
Dr Corbyn’s work is already done.
We don’t know how effective a Corbyn enema might
be, Venezuela was nearly destroyed by moralitis, and
Britain came very close to becoming a para-satellite
of Russia in 1971, similar to Yugoslavia. Had that
happened that family house you once owned would
now be in the hands of people who were once high
in the party, but have now extensively invested in
capitalism. Angela ‘Mutti’ Merkel comes to mind.
Merrie Cave/Myles Harris

‘Old England, sick in the heart and in the head, but
sicker still, believing that you are not ill.’
The authors compare the huge growth of cultural
Marxism with that of bacteria in a Petri dish. The
correct description of course of such a virus is a ‘Meme’
coined by Richard Dawkins. ‘An element of a culture
or system of behaviour passed from one individual
to another by imitation or other non-genetic means.’
While despising the rest of us for our old fashioned
views about liberty and democracy the infected are
unaware they are cultural Marxists. This news is
comforting for SR readers and those not affected by
the epidemic. No longer do we have to mind being cut
dead in the street because someone has discovered we
read the Salisbury Review, nor do we have to worry
about expressing moderate conservative opinions for
fear of ostracism.
Young people are extremely prone to catch this
illness as they have no immunity should they go up to
a heavily infected university. Older people often enjoy
immunity because they have been exposed to outbreaks
of Sovietisation under Labour in the seventies, while
others escape it by not living in the South-East or
having a real job.
The authors describe the various manifestations of
this phenomenon with useful diagrams and instructive
examples: identity politics, anti-racism, LBGT,
targeted messages et al – the internet encourages the
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