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David Cameron faces many Herculean tasks 
but one he may not be able to solve  is what 
to do about the huge tide of refugees about 

to sweep across Europe. Thanks to a war started by 
Tony Blair and George Bush, stable dictatorships along 
the eastern and southern shores of the Mediterranean 
have collapsed or are disintegrating. While Bush 
remains at home on his Texas ranch painting unusual 
watercolours, Blair adds insult to injury as a ‘peace 
envoy’ to the Middle East, earning millions attending 
peace symposia rather like a fire raiser turning up with 
the fire brigade. Meanwhile most of the affected states 
have fallen into the hands of gangs, who under the 
black flag of ISIS, rape, murder and steal from their 
inhabitants. 

Our priority should be to secure our borders against 
these gangs. Instead we have decided to go, as it were, 
into business with them or their offshots in a combined 
operation to create a maritime bridge between Libya 
and Italy. In one day in May 7000 migrants have 
crossed it. This number will increase as more ships are 
deployed and, by tacit agreement in order to minimise 
loss of life, regular pick up points become established 
where the gangsters will be able to leave their cargoes 
for the least possible amount of time before western 
navies pick them up. This will give the traffickers, 
many of whom have murder, torture, extortion, drug 
smuggling and pimping on their rap sheets, plenty of 
time to clear the area and avoid arrest. 

The numbers of refugees will increase even further 
as the smugglers realise it is in their financial interest 
to make the crossing as safe as possible thus attracting 
more trade. Moreover it should be possible, under the 
sheltering arm of the Italian, and very soon the Royal 
Navy, to substantially extend the crossing season and 
double if not triple the number of refugees. Within a 
year some three million will be crossing annually into 
Europe. 

The market opening before the criminals is huge, 
stretching from oil rich Nigeria to disintegrating Libya, 

from the Tunisian border to eastern Turkey. Waiting for 
those leaving Libya is that ripest of ripe plums, aging, 
tottering Italy with houses in deserted villages for sale 
at a euro apiece, aging because Italians prefer a loaded 
table and an early pension to children. The country has 
the highest abortion rate and the lowest birth rate in 
Europe. The only drawback is that many Italians are 
outspokenly opposed to immigration, and loathe to 
part with a single penny of their social security funds 
to anybody outside the national ‘family’.

Not so moist-eyed Britain. You have only to set foot 
on British soil and you are guaranteed residence and 
eventual citizenship. It is to Britain, finding little in 
Italy except hostility but with EU passports provided 
only too willingly by the Italian authorities to get 
rid of them, where many migrants will head. As our 
supine, greedy and cowardly judiciary will deny they 
are migrants at all but merely EU citizens exercising 
free movement, we can expect very many.

Mass immigration is a rich man’s scam, which is 
why so many of our well-heeled politicians, both 
left and right, welcome it. The more people there are 
competing for jobs the lower the wages and the more 
docile the workers. Cheap labour means cheap goods 
for the rich but poverty for the poor whose wages fall 
in parallel with falling prices. Pound shops and food 
banks are the first signs of that most deadly effect of 
mass immigration, deflation – in which wages spiral 
down to meet the ever falling price of goods.

We cannot put off securing this huge hole on our 
southern frontier. It no longer lies twenty miles off the 
English Channel, but along the coast of Libya. Close 
inshore patrols should be stationed there to stop refugee 
boats leaving Libyan territorial waters (not that Libya 
is a country now) and return the refugees to shore. This 
is a slave trade the Royal Navy, with the Italian Navy, 
could put a stop to. The Royal Navy did so before. But 
show me which of those now in high office would dare 
put his hand to the order, ‘return the refugees to shore’ 
and I will show you a miracle.

back to contents
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Now	the	young	can	choose	their	
sex?
Jane	Kelly

At the age of about four I wanted to be a boy. It 
is one of my more innocent early childhood 
memories. I remember being in the family 

car, a Morris 1100 I think, travelling through the 
Mersey Tunnel on a family visit to my grandmother 
in Liverpool when I piped up 
that I was in fact a boy and 
my name was Jonathan. I had 
taken a fancy to a boy of that 
name in my nursery school. I 
still remember how exciting 
the idea was, akin to being a 
cowboy or doing something 
dangerous that only boys 
could do, like riding a bike 
with no hands.

My parents were vaguely 
amused, my mother said it 
was a nice name. They didn’t 
take any more interest. That 
is what parents were like 
in those days: whether you 
said something about gender, sexual preference, 
the Second World War, or your school homework, 
they didn’t get excited and left it to you. If it was 
something they really didn’t like, they would say it 
was ‘a phase,’ and you’d soon forget about it, which 
was usually right. You ate the food on your plate, 
there were no anorexics in our street, just as there 
were no children with divorced parents. You mixed 
in with the other children as much as you had to and 
attended birthday parties even if you didn’t want to. 
I didn’t hear about Asperger Syndrome or Autism 
until I was well into my 30s. Like nut allergies and 
food intolerances all that has come along since I was 
well into adulthood, or so it seems. 

Perhaps many people would disagree and say that 
those problem were always with us, just deeply 
buried somehow. But how can anyone in their right 
mind think it right to focus on the gender preferences 
of very young children? We have swallowed boys 
of sixteen legally choosing sodomy, but are we 
seriously going to start interfering with the minds 
of tiny children in the effort to make them do the 

politically correct thing? 
If I had made that remark in the tunnel as an infant 

today, instead of asking it in 1960, who knows 
what concerned and earnest parental investigations 
I would now be undergoing. Or if my parents had 

been the current hysterical 
type, presumably I would 
now be sitting here in mole-
skin trousers, lace up leather 
Oxford brogues, an old knitted 
cardigan and smoking a pipe. 
Well actually I am, not the 
pipe but my clothes are almost 
gender neutral, which is down 
to living alone and laziness, 
nothing more. 

Woman’s Hour has issued a 
concerned report on what to do 
if your four-year-old tells you 
he/she is batting for the wrong 
side, and Victoria Derbyshire, 
Ramsbottom’s most famous 

daughter, former BBC Radio 5 Live reporter is now 
hot on the trail of the new craze for seeking out and 
tracking down transgender sprogs. She has recently 
made a report on them for BBC 2. 

No-one knows how many people actually have 
what is now called, ‘gender dysphoria’ in the UK. A 
survey of 10,000 people by the Equality and Human 
Rights Commission in 2012 suggested that 1 per 
cent of the population is transgender. That number 
is bound to rise, as the issue has suddenly become 
topical, and children are now being examined on 
that basis. 

The Tavistock Clinic in north London and the 
Portman NHS Trust which has clinics in London and 
Leeds are now researching the gender preferences 
of children. The Tavistock with surprising common 
sense says that gender dysphoria in young people 
is a ‘complex and rare condition where there is 
incongruence between the young person’s perceived 
gender and their biological sex.’

But how long will it remain rare? It’s likely to 
go the same way as Autism, Tourette’s and peanut 
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allergies. Over the past six years there’s been a four-
fold increase in children aged 10 or under being 
referred to these clinics. Of those children, 47 were 
aged five or younger and two of the children were 
three years old.

Mermaids, a new charity, has swum into view 
to help with this new ‘need’. Its head says she’s 
received around 60 calls in the past year from 
parents of under-tens who think their child might 
be transgender. It was formed in 1995 by a group 
of parents who came together because of what 
they termed, ‘their children’s longstanding Gender 
Identity Issues’. I don’t know why those words are 
given capital letters on their website. 

Membership has grown, and they have what they 
call ‘young transmen and transwomrn’ on their 
committee. According to their web page, ‘Over 
the years we have built up alliances with other 
organisations across the UK, and in some cases 
internationally, to try to support, educate, and 
alleviate suffering.’ 

They are probably on a roll, there is nothing like 
a new social condition to get people, particularly 
parents, very excited these days. In her programme 
Victoria Derbyshire finds these parental concerns 
convincing. 

There might be some who would attribute the 
situation to the parents,

she says, 
maybe they inadvertently conditioned the child in 
some way because they wanted a girl instead of 
a boy? That’s not what I found. I found parents 
who’d gone through mental anguish – who had 
questioned if they had done anything wrong, and 
who now appeared to be coping admirably with 
a very difficult and sensitive situation. They were 
bewildered and upset – particularly as both had 
older boys who were ‘typical’ boys. These were 
parents who’d never heard of ‘gender dysphoria’ 
until they’d Googled ‘should I worry if my son 
wants to wear a dress?’

Victoria is dangerously near to gender stereotyping 
there, and various issues, such as cross dressing and 
nascent homosexuality, seem to be getting into the 
mix. It could even be to do with class and cultural 
background, if the ‘typical boys’ did not live up to 
gender expectations. Working class parents have 
always emphasised gender far more strongly than the 
educated middle-classes. Their daughters wear pink, 
the boys get a definite blue and brown. 

One of the distressed mothers tells Victoria: 

Coming to terms with the fact that your child is 
probably trans is very hard. We watched a video 
two years ago. It was an American video of 
families talking about having transgender children 
and I thought, ‘my gosh, this is what we’re facing’.

Naturally what the parents, or rather the child 
then faces is ‘facilitating counselling’ and support 
sessions. Thankfully medical intervention isn’t 
considered until a child approaches puberty, when 
hormone blockers might be offered. These drugs 
delay the physical change of puberty, allowing a 
young person time to live as male and female in the 
longer term, after which they can consider taking 
cross-sex hormones at the age of 16, and surgery 
after 18. The estimated cost of gender reassignment 
surgery on the NHS is around £10,000 per patient. 

Child gender swapping has just arrived from the 
USA with the probable ubiquity once enjoyed by 
hoola-hoops and chewing gum. It’s a brand new 
industry already characterised by a host of acronyms 
and grammatical distortions. Derbyshire’s web page 
ends with a list of august bodies now willing and 
ready to get hold of children who think they might 
like to be a Jonathan rather than a Jane: 

Mermaids gives support for children, young people 
and their families.

Tavistock Centre NHS gender identity centre for 
under 18s. 

The Gender Trust gives support to the over 18s. 

Gender Identity Research & Education Centre 
(GIRES) a registered charity.

Gendered Intelligence, perhaps most worryingly 
is a pressure group which calls itself ‘a community 
interest company.’ It wants to ‘engage people in 
debates about gender’.

‘We work predominantly within young people’s 
settings and have educative aims,’ they say. ‘We 
believe the arts are an amazing tool for sharing our 
stories.’

They also like turning nouns into verbs in the 
American way, ‘platforming our voices and 
building awareness around the ways in which 
heteronormativity regulates and restricts everyone.’

I am so glad that heteronormativity was in place 
when I was a small child. I’ve had plenty of time 
since as an adult to decide on my preferred sexuality. 
Like most people I never needed any guidance on 
that matter, certainly not from my parents. 

Jane Kelly was a celebrity interviewer for the Daily 
Mail.

back to contents
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The	Haunt	of	Jackals
Phillip	Wood

The last two months have seen ISIS deliberately 
despoil a series of historical sites in the territory 
under its control. The Christian monastery of 

Mar Behnam, once home to a priceless library, was 
reduced to rubble. The twelfth-century Khidr mosque 
and the tomb of the prophet Jonah in Mosul met a 
similar fate. 

ISIS have also targeted a series of pre-Islamic 
sites, such as the Assyrian 
complexes at Khorsabad, 
Nineveh and Nimrud, 
destroying statues and 
sections of the city walls 
with bulldozers. The Iraqi 
antiquities ministry has 
condemned the attacks as 
‘an attempt to erase the 
history of humanity’.

It is very hard to confirm 
the Baghdad government’s 
reports of destruction, though archaeologists’ 
assessments of devastation in Syria make unpleasant 
reading (http://www.heritageforpeace.org/). But ISIS 
itself has made clear its wish to publicise its destruction 
of the pre-Islamic past, in a series of videos that show 
militants destroying the exhibits taken from the ruined 
city of Hatra in the Mosul museum.

Hatra, in western Iraq, is a fine showcase of the 
region’s cultural riches. The city prospered in the 
first and second centuries AD, and was probably the 
region’s best-preserved settlement from this era. Its 
walled area covered a circumference of four miles, and 
its religious culture incorporated the gods of Babylon, 
Greece, Syria and Arabia. Hatra was a pilgrimage 
centre, dedicated to the sun-god Shamash, and it was 
dominated by an enormous temple complex. The many 
inscriptions found here use a dialect of Aramaic, a 
language that flourished in the trading cities of the 
borderlands between the great empires of Rome and 
Persia.

Hatra and the Assyrian cities are, or perhaps were, 
substantial archaeological sites that might have been 
part of the foundations of the tourist industry of a 
resurgent Iraq. More importantly, both were symbols 
of Iraqi identity, chapters in the complex history of a 
region that saw some of the earliest urban cultures on 
Earth. The destruction of Hatra’s material culture is 

especially galling since so little had been published.
Of course, war will always bring the kind of 

insecurity that encourages treasure hunting and the sale 
of antiquities. But the actions of ISIS in Syria and Iraq 
suggest a deliberate policy of destruction, which aims 
to destroy the remains of the pre-Islamic past. 

ISIS is dominated by a Salafist ideology that uses 
an idealized version of seventh-century Medina as a 

model for contemporary 
government and daily 
practice. Salafism is less 
a set of doctrines than an 
attitude to the past, which 
emphasizes the rejection 
of innovation and the 
committed defence of the 
sunna, the alleged practices 
of Mohammed. The best-
known example of this 

tendency is Wahabbism, 
the puritanical version of Islam that predominates in 
Saudi Arabia and that Saudi oil revenue has propagated 
throughout the world in the last thirty years. Indeed, 
we might usefully think of ISIS as another creature of 
the Saudis, albeit one that they have lost control of.

In recent times, Salafis have often taken a stand 
against the introduction of ideas (‘innovations’) from 
the West, ranging from bans on smoking, women 
cyclists and Valentine’s Day, to rules on the proper use 
of siwak, a stick used as a substitute for a toothbrush 
(Mohammed is said to have toyed with making their 
use compulsory before prayer). Rather more seriously, 
ISIS have also drawn on early Muslim history to 
impose a poll tax (jizya), to be paid in gold, from 
‘conquered’ non-Muslims, which has been a major 
factor triggering the exodus of Christians from Mosul, 
and the conversion of those few who remained.

Salafists criticise many contemporary societies, both 
Muslim and Western, for their failure to introduce strict 
sharia. This is seen as a cause of disasters ranging 
from the 2004 tsunami to the 2008 economic crash. 
Salafists also stringently oppose any ‘innovation’ in 
religion. For them, Islam is the original religion from 
which all others are deviations, and their innovations 
add other objects of worship alongside God. The 
Qur’an asserts that Mohammed was only the restorer 
of the pure religion that had once been practised by 

Above: the oldest known piece of annotated music in the 
world. It can be played on the internet.
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Abraham at the Kaaba in Mecca, which neatly gets 
around any chronological or geographical objections 
to the appropriation of earlier Hebrew prophets by the 
new Arabian religion.

For the Islamic state, Hatra and Nineveh are sites 
of ‘idolatry’, relics of a pre-Islamic past that may 
turn people away from the worship of God. Statues 
are presumed to be the idols of pagan gods. They are 
destroyed lest they become objects of false worship, in 
a re-enactment of Mohammed’s own destruction of the 
idols kept in the Kaaba in Mecca. The same mentality 
of cultural cleansing underpinned the destruction of 
the Bamiyan Buddhas by the Taleban in 1999 and the 
destruction of pre-Islamic sites in Saudi Arabia. From 
such a perspective, protests by those in the West, or 
by moderate voices in the Middle East, are simply 
signs of their own contemporary jahiliya, the age of 
ignorance before Islam.

ISIS wish to use their vandalism to create a gulf 
between a ‘pure Islam’ and what they see as a corrupt 
world around them. Hatra, as a pre-Islamic city, has 
no role in their own self-fashioning and therefore, to 
their minds, no value to humanity. They are attempting 
to re-forge the whole region according to their version 
of Islam. They offer no compromise with other ways 
of being Iraqi or with the histories that sustain them.

You cannot tailor the past to fit the present. ISIS 
provide an extreme example of destroying aspects of 
the past that do not fit with their notion of the present. 
We see the same tendency on a smaller scale every time 
we speak of ‘the Islamic world’, because it sees the 
region as defined solely by a religion. This equation is 
not made for other parts of the world, such as South-
east Asia, Oceania or America, and no other religion 
is seen to define a region in the same way. We do not 
speak of ‘the Buddhist world’ or ‘the Christian world’. 

This objection is more than mere hair-splitting. The 
term ‘Islamic world’ implies that Christians, Jews, 
Yezidis or Bahais are there illegitimately, even though 

many of these groups were present long before Islam. 
ISIS drew on such close associations between a religion 
and a place to justify their expulsion of Christians from 
Mosul and their genocidal attacks against the Yezidis. 
Here the actions of the extremists draw support from 
the longstanding prejudice that defines Iraq by the 
religion of the majority. In this environment, individual 
moral reasoning is farmed out to those who interpret a 
religious orthodoxy that is supposedly unchanging, and 
where rules of right and wrong vary greatly depending 
on the religion and gender of the participants.

The term ‘Islamic world’ also implies that the pre-
Islamic past has no relevance to the present in societies 
like Iraq and Syria. Places like Hatra and Nineveh 
serve as symbols of a complex past that set Iraq apart. 
They are important because they make the place and 
its peoples impossible to fit into simple frameworks, 
whether these are imposed by foreign empires, inspired 
by exclusive nationalism or extremist religions. These 
ruins evoked a world that existed before the inhabitants 
of Iraq spoke Arabic or practised Islam. These heritages 
should be interpreted not as threats to those Iraqis who 
do these things, but as a means of enriching the culture 
of Iraq as a whole. It will be a challenge for Iraq to find 
a political identity that goes beyond divisions of sect 
and ethnicity, but the resonance of its ancient past may 
provide one path to a future that is less confessionalised 
and more secure.

ISIS’s destruction of archaeological sites is a war 
crime. It is rooted in a desire for a simple past, where 
the boundaries between pure religion and falsehood are 
clearly known. But even if the places themselves have 
been wrecked, their memories can still play a role in 
the new Iraq. Even in destruction, Hatra tells a story of 
cultural achievement and political independence that 
cannot be captured by the extremists.

Dr Philip Wood is Associate Professor at the Institute 
for the Study of Muslim Civilisations.

back to contents
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Robertsbridge is one of those idyllic little Sussex 
villages – softly-spoken old ladies, cream 
teas and well-tended gardens – that make 

you think there is order in the world. Thirty years 
ago, I had reason to journey to it on two occasions: 
first to interview its most famous resident, Malcolm 
Muggeridge, and then, a few weeks later, the rugged 
actor Harry Andrews, its 
second most famous.

Terry Page, the editor 
of the Evening Argus in 
Brighton, had given me 
what was probably the 
most satisfying job of my 
career: a regular interview 
slot in the paper, which 
in those days sold more 
than 100,000 copies a 
night. I had started to 
feel a bit like a circuit 
judge as I traversed the 
country, delivering verdicts 
on people with Sussex 
connections, such as Lord Hailsham, Sir Michael 
Hordern, the 17th Duke of Norfolk, Donald Sinden and 
Julian Amery. With every one of them – the exception 
being, perhaps, His Grace – I found there was always 
a question it was awkward to ask. With Amery, it was 
about his brother, who betrayed Britain during the war 
and was hanged; there was the suicide in Hailsham’s 
family; the death of Sir Michael’s much-loved wife; 
and, in the case of Sinden, it was the profound distress 
that he felt about his caricature in the satirical television 
series Spitting Image. 

Ironically, I hadn’t anticipated a great deal of anguish 
in the lives of either of the bald-headed residents of 
Robertsbridge, but how wrong I was.

St Mugg had always struck me as a rather charming, 
God-fearing man of irreproachable morals. He seemed 
to be utterly devoted to his wife Kitty, whom he had 
married in 1927, and on television he seemed to radiate 
decency. The notion that he could once have been 
the terror of the BBC – a ‘serial groper’ if the recent 
headlines are to be believed – could then have scarcely 
been further from my innocent young mind. Looking 
back, however, I realise that the man who admitted to 
me that he was ‘struggling to be a good Catholic’ – he 

was 84 when I met him – may well have been trying 
to make a confession to me. One subject was certainly 
uppermost in his mind on the day we met – and that 
was sex.

‘Kitty and I had some odd ideas about marriage,’ 
he said, with a pained expression on his face. ‘We 
believed we should both be allowed our freedom – I 

mean, sexually.’
He looked out of the 

window at the picket 
fence at the bottom of 
his garden, bit his lip, 
and quickly qualified 
the statement. ‘It was 
only talk, of course, we 
never actually took other 
lovers. I appreciated a 
beautiful woman, but 
that was as far as it went. 
There  was no more 
than appreciation, so 

far as other women were 
concerned.’

His father-in-law would, however, appear to have 
got the measure of him, or at least have had an inkling 
of what the word ‘appreciation’ actually meant to 
Muggeridge. ‘He was a well-to-do colonel, and, at the 
register office, as we signed the papers, he shouted: 
‘You can still get away, Kit!’’ Muggeridge recounted, 
ruefully. ‘He thought I was a dead loss.’

Kitty came into the room, and, hearing what he had 
just said, dropped the Wedgwood teapot that she was 
carrying. It shattered loudly on the hard floor and its 
contents spread in a large, black puddle beneath her 
feet. ‘I am so sorry,’ she said, flustered. ‘I didn’t mean 
to drop anything. I didn’t mean to, Malcolm.’

Muggeridge made a big show of comforting her – 
‘darling, don’t worry, it won’t leave a stain’ – and took 
from her other hand the milk that she had somehow 
contrived not to spill. She then spent at least a quarter 
of an hour mopping up the mess as I did my best to 
continue with the interview. 

As I left, Muggeridge took me to one side. Looking 
around to make sure his wife was out of earshot, he 
whispered: ‘Look, I do know I haven’t exactly been 
a saint all my life, but I have tried, you know. I have 
tried. If you could get that point across, I would be 

Muggeridge: ‘There he is waiting for you up the garden 
path, all set to lead you on instead of back.’ Clive James 

An	Appearance	of	Order
	Tim	Walker
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exceedingly grateful.’ 
I assured him I would be kind to him in my piece 

– which I was, more or less – and, endeavouring to 
part on a slightly more upbeat note, I told him that his 
near-neighbour Harry Andrews was next on my list. 
‘Oh yes, the act-or,’ Muggeridge said, enunciating the 
word with a mild sense of distaste. ‘I don’t really know 
him. I don’t often see him in the village. He must be 
busy acting or whatever it is he busies himself with. 
I wouldn’t describe him as a friend. Oh 
no, definitely not.’ 

Three weeks later, I was duly ringing 
the bell to Andrews’s home, which 
looked very similar to Muggeridge’s: an 
immaculately presented garden and a path 
to a cottage of white-washed walls. It was 
not, however, the 72-year-old star of such 
classic war films as Ice Cold in Alex, The 
Hill and The Red Beret who opened the 
door, but a gentleman with blue-rinsed 
hair. ‘Oh, Harry is expecting you,’ he said, 
cheerily. ‘He’s been looking forward to it. 
You will be nice about him, won’t you? 
You’d never imagine it from his films, but, underneath 
it all, he’s very sensitive. Take it from me.’

Somewhat discombobulated, I was led by this 
character into Andrews’s living room, where the 
distinguished actor sat drinking a mug of camomile 
tea. He poured a cup for me, too, as the man who was 
clearly his boyfriend withdrew from the room, leaving 
a powerful aroma of Eau de Cologne in his wake. 

What ensued was, in all the circumstances, a 
surprisingly traditional show business interview – 
Andrews talked about how much he had enjoyed 
working with Olivier, his despair at Brando for failing 
to learn his lines in the scene he did with him in 
Superman, and, among other things, what a funny man 
Vincent Price had turned out to be when he co-starred 
with him in Theatre of Blood.

Occasionally, Andrews would make not entirely 
subtle allusions to his own predilections. ‘I did think 
a bit before I agreed to appear in the film version of 
Entertaining Mr Sloane. My character was a rampant 
homosexual, you know. But I thought to myself, 
‘well, at this stage in my career, what’s so wrong with 
shocking people a bit? Surely by now they can take it?’’ 

He looked at me knowingly and laughed. I was 
starting to think he was about to ‘come out’ to 
Brighton’s evening newspaper. There was a long pause. 
‘I’d like to talk to you off the record now, if I may, Mr 
Walker. Over the past few years, I have not made any 
secret of Basil Hoskins – that was the man you just 
met. He appeared with me in Ice Cold in Alex and he’s 
a bloody good actor. As you get older, it just becomes 

too tiring to keep hiding things. 
‘Yes, he is my other half. I love him. He’s sacrificed 

a great deal for me over the years, you know. It’s just – 
and you know I can’t insist on this – but I would rather 
you didn’t write about him. You appreciate that for a 
lot of our careers the relationship we had was illegal. 
We are both getting on a bit now – we just can’t be 
bothered to make a big song and dance about it at this 
stage. All the journalists I have spoken to here in my 

house up until now have been discreet, 
and I would be grateful if you would 
be, too.’ 

It occurred to me what a scoop it would 
be to reveal that an actor so greatly 
associated with tough guy roles was a 
homosexual. I liked Andrews, however, 
and he seemed to me to be a decent man. I 
felt that after taking me into his confidence 
in such a very open way it would have 
been a terrible thing to have betrayed him. 
The piece I bashed out on my typewriter 
when I returned to the office was therefore 
respectful and unstartling.

Years later, long after I had made it to Fleet Street, I 
found myself being driven through the village by the 
Daily Mail photographer Chris Barham en route to an 
assignment. I told Chris how I had once interviewed 
Andrews and had found out about his homosexuality. 
‘Oh yes, Harry, everyone knew about that,’ said 
Barham. ‘It was an open secret. You know, after he 
died, Basil had to leave the house. I doubt Harry made 
any provision for him in his will. That would have 
amounted to a pubic admission by Harry and that 
wasn’t his way. Still, Basil made sure they ended up 
being buried together, side by side.’

I wondered if things might have turned out differently 
if I had told the truth about Andrews in that interview 
I had done all those years ago. Funnily enough, the 
piece that ended up winning me a British Press Award 
had been my Muggeridge interview, even though I 
had failed so abysmally to reveal his true character. 
The awards had been judged that year by, among 
others, Anthony Howard, who had been an old friend 
of Muggeridge. Howard subsequently secured for me 
a staff job on The Observer, where I worked before 
the Mail.

Going to Robertsbridge had I suppose changed the 
course of my life. I look back on that little village 
now and realise it taught me, too, a valuable lesson: 
whatever appearance of order there is in the world is 
more often than not just that – only an appearance.

Tim Walker is a theatre critic.

Harry Andrews: ‘Ice cold in 
Alex’; ‘The Hill’

back to contents
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It is hard to imagine our world without Darwin. 
Each time a scientist looks down a microscope 
at a living cell, he has a comforting, logical, 

secular explanation for the miracle of complexity 
that confronts him. Without the theory of natural 
selection he would be faced with the inexplicable 
or the magical. It would be hard to live with, but 
if recent discoveries about the genome are proved 
correct, it is something we may have to accept.

We know that man was not 
born of Eve, but from primitive 
organisms which first formed in 
pools, crawled on to land, lived 
in the trees for a few million 
years, then descended to hunt, 
farm and create societies 
around the fields they tilled. At 
some stage a chance mutation 
gave us the equivalent of a 
violin in our throats, enabling 
us to speak and sing. Voices led 
to culture.

The Biblical story of man’s 
origins began to be doubted 
when the Victorian naturalist 
Charles Lyell (b 1797) in his 
book Principles of Geology 
(1830-33) supported the idea of James Hutton 
(1726-1797) who discovered that the earth had been 
formed in layers, each with fossils peculiar to it. 
Speculation along these lines goes back to Leonardo 
da Vinci. The fact that that the earth was millions 
of years older than the Bible said, and the layers 
contained the remains of huge numbers of extinct 
creatures, set the stage for his friend Darwin, having 
observed species differences in the Galapagos 
and elsewhere, to announce his theory of natural 
selection. Over eons animals evolve through a 
struggle for existence, with only the fittest surviving. 

Lyell’s discovery was a devastating blow to 
pious Victorians. Some transferred their faith to 
Darwin with the same fervour they once devoted 
to scripture. But it was not until the middle of the 
20th century it became the accepted background to 
our political and philosophical beliefs. All societies 

have a tacit explanation of who we are and where we 
come from. In the West we follow Darwin. Religion 
still survives, but we all know it is a polite fiction. 

The modern theory states that life started as a 
group of very simple chemicals, which mixing 
in small pools and lakes, eventually began to 
lock together in longer and longer chains which 
becoming entwined and then forced apart by changes 
in their immediate environment became patterns 

for each other and developed 
the power of replication. 
The more successful chains 
of replicators became more 
numerous and so gained an 
unstoppable advantage over 
their competitors. We call the 
chains of immensely developed 
chemicals genes, wrapped in 
packets called chromosomes. 
Chromosomes could be thought 
of as winning hands of cards, 
which having survived the 
last round of living inside the 
organism they have created, are 
then dealt during sex against 

competing hands. Over billions 
of years this has resulted in 

Mozart composing Don Giovanni, Neil Armstrong 
walking on the Moon, the building of Chartres 
Cathedral and the Hadron Collider. 

What makes Darwinism so satisfying an idea is 
its blindness. There is no plan, no designer, only 
varying patterns upon which life can be constructed 
called genes. Evolution is blind, it has no purpose. 
It just is; like gravity, the sun or the sky. 

The absence of purpose, and therefore of a first 
mover, frees us from any moral law other than the 
one we choose to create ourselves. Without Darwin 
we would be slaves. This is why his theory is so 
often said to be true, for all time, and, like ‘two 
plus two equals four’, unfalsifiable. Modern man 
cannot conceive of a world without Darwin; it is 
not only unthinkable, it is dangerous. It is why 
you can believe in God and conventional gravity 
and nobody will worry. But go on TV and say you 

‘Oh	no	Dr	Darwin!’
Myles	Harris

From Charles Lyell’s Principles of Geology, 
showing fossil bearing strata in pillars of the 

Temple of Serpis 
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don’t believe in natural selection and you will walk 
into a firestorm. Not that anybody will let you say 
such a thing. Instead the truth of the great theory is 
re-affirmed in reverential programmes like Life on 
Earth, or for the more intellectual, Melvyn Bragg’s 
In our Time. You will never hear Darwin attacked 
on either. It has become the central doctrine of post 
Christian rationalism, a faith in itself.  As with all 
faiths, belief became more important than the facts. 

The persecution of heretics was inevitable. In the 
last half century a handful of brave biologists raised 
doubts over whether something as complex as the 
cell (in comparison a jumbo jet 
has the complexity of a pile of 
bricks) could arise by natural 
selection. It was irreducibly 
complex. They faced ruthless 
attack, demands their papers 
should be withdrawn, their tenure 
removed, some lost their jobs. 
The late Professor of Astronomy 
at Cambridge, Sir Fred Hoyle, 
frequently mocked natural 
selection on (very considerable) 
mathematical grounds. Evolutionists were swift 
in their revenge. Hoyle and two co-scientists (he 
led the work) made one of the most important 
discoveries in mathematical astronomy in the 20th 
century, how carbon, one of the building blocks 
of life, is created in the nuclear furnaces of some 
stars. His two co-workers got the Nobel Prize; he 
was denied it.

Two figures from the more distant past are 
especially remembered, the Frenchman Jean-
Baptiste Lamarck and the Russian Trofim Lysenko. 
Both scientists believed acquired characteristics 
could be passed on in the genes, and today both are 
held up in schools as examples of profoundly wrong 
scientific thinking. Lysenko is especially reviled as 
he was a puppet of the mass murderer Stalin and 
responsible for the scientific persecution of his 
colleagues, many of whom Stalin put to death for 
doubting Lysenko’s theory (linked by Communist 
theoreticians to Marxism), that certain species of 
wheat could be induced to pass on the property of 
early flowering (vernalisation) to the next generation 
of wheat if treated in a certain way. Lysenko, who 
was said to be a horrible man, became the focus of 
scientific mockery throughout the west. 

Jean Baptiste Larmarck predated Lysenko by a 
century and believed in the Kiplingesque idea that 

the giraffe got his long neck by continually stretching 
for the highest leaves and passing the stretch in tiny 
increments to his offspring. He believed in the 
inheritance of acquired characteristics (epigenetics) 
before it was discovered.

How Darwinists smiled. Their smiles however 
vanished when Nature published a paper in June 
2014 showing that mice trained to fear a certain 
smell could pass that fear on to their offspring, even 
though the latter had never encountered the smell 
before. This was not some elusive psychological 
preference. Actual cells were altered.

But, the theory of natural 
selection teaches, genes have no 
memory of recent lives: they are 
hands of winning playing cards 
that have survived millions of 
years of play, there to be read by 
chemical readers in the cell from 
which organisms will be built. 
Readers, like card players, do not 
have to accept everything they are 
offered. Under the influence of 
other genes, the environment and 

other processes, they switch some genes off. The 
matter might be compared to a domestic electricity 
mains panel. Which switches are on and which off 
decide which lights in the house come on. 

This explains why if an identical twin develops 
schizophrenia, the other twin has only a 50 per cent 
chance of developing the illness, and not, as if it 
always had all its genes ‘on’, a 100 per cent chance. 
Infection, maternal physical and mental stress, and 
possibly harmful chemicals, do the switching. 

This in no way affects the randomness of genetic 
selection, because whatever the chemical readers 
accept does not alter the original hand offered. 
This is passed, with every card present, to the next 
generation for another punt. Whether that deck 
survives depends solely on whether the organism 
it creates survives. Some players do not return to 
the table. What is new and revolutionary is that in 
contradiction to Darwin’s theory, it seems nature 
can, in a process called ‘epigenesis’ or ‘outside 
the gene’, cheat, smuggling messages to the next 
generation as to which which genes to use. Using a 
process called ‘methylation’, our cells arrange for 
some genes to be switched off. How exactly the 
passing on is done nobody knows.

Nor was the mousy aversion to a smell the first 
occurrence seen of epigenesis. Common enough in 
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‘Alles	in	Ordnung’	Germany	
sleeps	by	its	Kaiser
Tom	Nolan

botany, some great grandchildren of mothers who 
had babies during the Nazi-induced Dutch Hunger 
Winter of 1945 were born years later with low 
weight or other disorders associated with starvation, 
even though living in times of plenty. This was 
nature marking the cards. 

‘If this idea is true’ observed molecular biologist 
Oliver Nando at the Massachusetts University 
Medical School ‘why hasn’t this been obvious to 
all the brilliant researchers in the past one hundred 
years of genetics?’

You can see why. The idea that the effects of a 
famine can be passed down through two generations 
or that you can pass on behavioural characteristics 
like fearing a smell, and write a chemical equation 
describing it, as was done in the Nature paper, 
entirely alters the way we may come to think of 
evolution. While the effects of epigenesis are 
transient, usually (it is thought) only lasting a 
generation or two, they are no less vital. Genes 
are the bricks in the wall, but epigenesis may be 
the hand that writes instructions on it. As someone 
has put it, the genome is the hardware, epigenetic 
modifications are the software. 

Even a whisper of the unblinding of nature is 

bound to upset Darwinists, who will see it as the 
short road to the hell of religious belief, and will be 
right in this. We must be careful. Epigenetics does 
not disprove Darwinism, it adds to it, explains some 
of its many flaws, but most importantly, puts an end 
to the idea of it being a complete explanation, a 
theology of secularism that has no place in science.  
An example is the west’s version of the Shia/Sunni 
religious war, the global warming debate. Although 
opposing sects clothe their arguments in scientific 
terms in reality it is a bitter religious struggle over 
who holds the future of the world in his hands; a 
Tory God or Socialist Man.

There will be huge benefits in a better understanding 
of epigenesis. There is no such thing as the ‘settled 
science’ of evolution, or the settled science of 
anything: an ugly fact can kill the most beautiful of 
theories, and there is always one waiting. The oft 
quoted phrase about Darwinism, ‘Why couldn’t I 
have thought of something so simple?’, will have 
to change to, ‘Why was I so foolish as to think it 
so simple?’ 

Myles Harris is our Editor. back to contents

I spent the last half of the nineteen-nineties 
working as a dish-washer, a hall-porter and a 
waiter in Cologne – a lively, open, cosmopolitan 

city spoiled only by dreary northern European 
weather. When I left it in 1999, I imagined that I 
would never come back to Germany – at least not to 
live. But in the autumn of 2012 I returned, though 
to a very different sort of place in a very different 
part of the country, having been offered a teaching 
position at the Otto-Friedrich University in the Upper 
Franconian town of Bamberg. In view of the fact that 
there seem to be very few non-Germans who have 
heard of either Franconia or Bamberg, I had better say 
that Franconia is the very uppermost part of Bavaria, 
and that Bamberg lies some lies sixty kilometers to 

the north of Nuremberg.
Before offering a more considered view of 

Bamberg, I should say that my initial reaction to it was 
one of bewilderment. I had spent the previous year 
in China, and had become habituated to its swarming 
cityscapes, at once enthralled and engulfed by the 
speeded-up, fidgeting flow of humanity that I saw 
rushing towards me, whichever direction I turned 
my head. What I found in Bamberg could scarcely 
have been more different. It is a town of some sixty 
thousand unexciting and unexcitable people, who, 
having cleared the streets by seven in the evening, 
are usually in bed before nine. Outside of the tourist 
season, restaurants and bars shut early. As that first 
autumn wore on I found myself more and more often 
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the sole pedestrian in the town’s irregularly-shaped 
squares, with nothing in sight but a monumental 
statue, perhaps, and a selection of ancient chapels, 
palaces, and cloisters, casting twilight shadows, or 
looming weirdly back from the streetlights. Imagine 
being plucked from one of Breughel’s most crowded 
and busy village scenes and then set down in one of 
De Chirico’s eerie urban views: that will give you an 
idea of my sense of alienation.

So what can I tell you about 
Bamberg? It is picturesque, and 
practically unique among German 
towns, in that it escaped serious 
damage in the Second World 
War – largely due to its strategic 
insignificance, no doubt, and the 
fact that the Allied advances from 
east and west had exhausted a lot 
of their impetus by the time they 
penetrated this far into Germany. 
The old part of town rises to the 
south and west of the River Regnitz 
as a series of hills, at the summit of 
each of which stands an impressive 
church, the most impressive of all 
being the Imperial Cathedral – a vast 
and venerable Romanesque building, museum-rich in 
monuments, tombs and altars. To the north and east of 
the Regnitz, dispersed among a multitude of ancient 
buildings which once had nothing to do with it, is the 
University, where I work. It doesn’t form a continuous 
campus, but one cannot walk through this part of town 
without having its libraries, its lecture-halls and its 
administrative offices constantly in view. It ensures 
an annually repeated infusion of youth into a town 
which would otherwise be dominated by its aging 
long-term inhabitants; everywhere one sees the very 
young and very old coexisting, cheek by jowl, and 
yet hardly aware of one another’s existence. 

I say ‘very young and very old’, but that is an 
exaggeration. The students at the University are not, 
in point of fact, teenagers; they just seem to be. It is 
not merely that they are young Germans, and thus – 
brought up on heavy, nutritious food with a high pig-
meat quotient – continue to glow with well-being long 
after the English complexion has succumbed to the 
effects of prolonged exposure to baked beans and fish-
fingers; their general character, too, is one of child-like 
docility. At English universities, one sometimes gets 
the feeling that first-year undergraduates are really 
still sixth-formers at heart. At German universities, 
one gets the feeling that many first-years have failed, 

in terms of self-confidence and maturity, if not 
strictly in terms of their grades, to advance beyond 
the fourth form. And the ‘old folks’ are not as old as 
they look, either. Many are what the Germans refer 
to as ‘Jungsenioren’, which is to say: people who, 
having made rapid financial progress in the course of 
a short career, retire in their fifties with the intention 
of living their remaining twenty or thirty years care-

free. But early retirement is a mixed 
blessing: without a job to keep 
the mind under pressure, without 
the necessity of having to make 
decisions of moment, people seem 
to age at an accelerated rate, both 
mentally and physically. The bakery 
where I take my morning coffee, 
for example, is always crowded 
with such people. Though many 
have apparently not yet reached 
sixty, they exhibit the doddery 
indecisiveness of centenarians. 
When paying for their purchases, 
they sometimes become hypnotized 
by the change in their purses, which 
they shuffle between their fingers for 
what seems like an eternity, before 

the shop assistant intervenes and counts it out for 
them. When dining in the bakery, they will head first 
for one table, then catch sight of another, and finally 
fall into a slow-shuffling panic at their own inability 
to choose one or the other. Reader, a visit to Bamberg 
is a safe and rewarding experience; but arm yourself 
with patience.

The town’s political and moral complexion is 
unmistakably Catholic and conservative: from the 
villa’d suburbs of the town trickles forth every 
Sunday morning a stream of well-to-do burghers for 
Mass. Some of these ladies and gentlemen recognize 
me through my connection with the University, 
and greet me with a comic, though by no means 
unfriendly, pomp as ‘Herr Doktor’, and I do my best 
to reply with the same degree of formality – conscious 
that these little exchanges are acts of public piety, 
performed as much for the benefit of passers-by as 
for the participants themselves. Though Bamberg is 
host to the same sort of political demonstrations and 
rallies as one sees anywhere else in the West, though 
the student societies post their placards throughout the 
University and the town, one feels that the tolerance 
afforded to them is an acknowledgement of their 
insignificance. Political fashions come and go, but the 
town’s old stock and old ideas are not to be shaken. 

Henry II of Germany
Holy Roman Emperor
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Slimming	the	Tax	Code
John	Carrell

In the election campaign, tax was never out of the 
headlines. There was the Mansion Tax, the Google 
tax, the special tax deals for the non doms, the 

Bedroom Tax…. 
Tax has become a political football. If there is 

anything more popular than a tax cut it is a new 
tax that someone else (not you) has to pay. In the 
last two years Osborne brought in two entirely new 
taxes – Diverted Profits Tax (aimed at Apple/Google) 
and something called dauntingly the Annual Tax on 
Enveloped Dwellings. (This one’s target was foreign 
owned homes held through companies.) Both of these 
taxes required volumes of complex legislation and an 
army of new staff at HMRC to administer them. They 
were not intended to raise any money – only to appease 
whatever the public outcry was that week and make a 
good headline. Once announced they were promptly 
forgotten – by both ministers and the public. It was left 
to HMRC to try to make them work and the business 
world and a legion of advisers to try and make sense 
of them. 

Worst of all they had to be grafted onto a vast and 
unwieldy tax code already (in 2012) 13,316 pages 
long. It has been estimated it would take four and 
a half months to read. A new approach is called for 
to ensure our taxes are more intelligible and make a 
greater contribution to cutting the deficit. 

Cameron and Osborne, freed from the Lib Dem veto, 

will cut a tax here or a tax there and that will be good. 
But what they need to do is something much more 
radical: make a bonfire of those 13,316 pages and start 
again from scratch. 

So this is my ideal new tax code. To start with it 
would be much shorter. Hong Kong gets by with a 
Tax Ordinance of 267 pages – taking just 9 hours 
and 19 minutes to read. But that suffices to tax all the 
multifarious business operations in this global financial 
centre as well as the people who live there. Hong Kong 
incidentally runs tiny deficits and has a public debt of 
just £3bn. It has the rule of law – we were the ones 
who drafted its tax code – so it is a good example for 
us to follow. 

It is shorter because its rules are much more simply 
expressed without the maze of tortuous anti-avoidance 
provisions which bedevil our own tax laws – and are 
unnecessary. It also taxes income at (broadly) a single 
rate. This would be the next feature of my new code. 
And capital gains would be taxed at that rate as well. 
National Insurance would be merged with income tax 
since it is now a tax in all but name; it only serves to 
disguise the true rate of tax we pay. 

The Hong Kong tax rate is around 16 per cent and 
has seldom varied. I am proposing a 25 per cent rate. 
This is because NICs will have gone – as will the 40 
per cent higher rate and the 45 per cent top rate. Basic 
rate taxpayers will not lose out since the true tax rate 

back to contents

And though this can make Bamberg seem a stuffy 
place, it makes it a reassuring one too. One has a 
strong sense here, as one does to an extent all over 
Germany, of a tacit ‘deal’ struck between state and 
citizen: that loyal study, hard work, and consistent 
obedience to one’s civic duty are a guarantee if not 
of blazing success, then at least against contempt 
and indigence. This, I think, is what many foreign 
visitors find most impressive about the German way 
of life. From time to time Chinese students enroll 
in my classes (it is a lot cheaper for them to study 

English here than it would be in England itself), and 
they occasionally share with me their impressions 
of Bamberg. They generally praise its beauty, its 
hearty sauerkraut-and-sausage cuisine, and its beer, 
but one of them just pointed to the market-folk going 
about their business on the main street – none-too-
imaginative, perhaps, but conscientious, focused, 
assured – and said: ‘This is the best thing, Doctor 
Nolan, this is how it should be done.’

Tom Nolan teaches at a German univerity.
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for those with low incomes is currently around 32 per 
cent once NICs are included. 

We could afford this relatively low rate because I 
would do away with all tax reliefs – charitable gifts, 
pension contributions, the enterprise investment 
scheme, investments in venture capital, films, 
forestry – the lot. Some of these have been exploited 
by the highly paid for tax avoidance. (‘Scams for 
scumbags’ was how Dave Hartnett, former head of 
HMRC described ‘artificial’ 
film schemes in a confidential 
briefing to Times journalists.) 
We are responsible enough 
to make our own decisions 
without the state channelling 
our spending in one direction 
rather than another. 

If the current punitive top 
rates of tax go, the demand 
for artificial tax avoidance 
schemes will drop in any case. 
It has been the UK experience 
that cuts in the marginal rates 
boost tax revenue. In the year 
after Osborne cut the top rate 
from 50 per cent to 45 per 
cent, tax collected from higher 
earners rose. On the other hand 
he increased the rate of capital 
gains tax from 18 per cent to 28 
per cent; the tax take fell. The 
same thing happened under 
Lawson in the 80s. The Laffer 
curve comes into operation; 
once rates go up beyond a certain point less tax starts 
to be collected. We are less inclined to work hard and 
our energy is diverted to tax mitigation. Hong Kong 
and Singapore have lower rates and prosper. Eastern 
Europe and Russia have them and raise sufficient 
revenue; they were able to set up their tax systems 
from scratch without the historical baggage that we 
have in the West. Even in Spain the idea is starting to 
catch on; its new political party, Ciudadanos (Citizens), 
rocketing up in the polls and appealing mainly to 
younger voters, has a programme calling for a sharp 
reduction in income and corporation tax but seeking 
to balance the cuts by eliminating tax loopholes and 
deductions. 

So to sum up, we need a short simple tax code that 
we and our advisers can understand, a single rate 
of tax which is relatively low for everyone and no 
reliefs or deductions. It may be objected that this is 
not ‘progressive’. But it is. Those with greater income 
pay more tax. 

It may be asked why are we not imposing more taxes 
on property – especially top end residential properties 
– rather than income? The answer is that we already 
have a tax targeted at up-market properties: stamp duty. 
Thanks to Osborne’s hike’s in the rate of duty last year, 
the price over £1.5m is being taxed at a swingeing 12 
per cent – something quite overlooked in the recent 
Mansion Tax debate. 

Finally what should be done about the non-
doms? The way they are 
taxed is anything but simple, 
and, as has been pointed 
out, is anachronistic. But it 
has served Britain well by 
encouraging the international 
wealthy to come and live here 
and has helped make London 
the world’s leading financial 
centre. I have had many non-
doms as clients. There is no 
doubt whatsoever in my mind 
that if Labour had won and 
these non-doms had been 
faced with being taxed like the 
rest of us, on their worldwide 
income, they would have left; 
especially as they prize above 
all their privacy and would 
not want to put down on a tax 
return all the details of their 
overseas assets, their family 
trusts and their foundations. 
We have to be pragmatists. 
I would keep the fairly hefty 

annual charge that they have to pay at present after 
seven years residence here but abolish the tax on money 
they remit here. It is more trouble than it is worth and 
we need them to spend as much as possible here. And 
I would turn them into UK doms after they’ve been 
here twenty years. So simplification for them too – in 
keeping with the spirit of this article. 

The new code will take time and patience to install. 
But if they start now Cameron and Osborne should 
be able to accomplish it and the result should be an 
achievement just as groundbreaking as their reforms 
of welfare. 

John Carrell has been a tax lawyer for 40 years 

Mr Micawber breaks the news of the loss of his 
non-dom status to his family

back to contents
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Laundering	the	Russian	Mafia
Euan	Grant

Is the West missing something in its dealings with 
Russia over the Ukraine? There have been EU 
and US sanctions against Russian politicians and 

businessmen but it is only very recently that attention 
has been paid to allegations of their connections 
with the Russian Mafia. It is time to take a much 
closer look at just what those links are. Following 
the Euromaidan Revolution in Kiev there are plenty 
of people in Ukraine who could tell us a lot but they 
will need reassurance and incentives to do so. The 
Putin regime has strong reasons for dissuading them. 
Recent allegations made at the public enquiry into 
the murder of Alexander 
Litvinenko about alleged 
1990s links between the 
Tambov drug trafficking 
gang and St Petersburg 
politicians close to Putin 
offer an insight into a 
long-standing issue.

Like the Sicilian and 
American Mafia, the 
Russian Mafia, whose 
tentacles spread all over 
the globe, combines 
street crime such as 
human trafficking and 
drug smuggling with 
less visible white collar crimes such as industrial-
scale tax evasion. In the 1990s they created links 
with big business and the Kremlin. It is these links 
and the state protection they enjoy which are crucial 
for a proper understanding of the challenge Western 
governments, companies and law enforcement 
agencies face in dealing with these gangsters. It is not 
just that organised crime is big business. Because no 
large domestic businesses operate in Russia without 
government tolerance, the state and organised crime 
are inextricably linked; the latter being safe as long 
as it doesn’t cross any lines. In Russia big business 
is organised crime. 

The Russian Mafia has its fingers in every form of 
wrongdoing all over the world. Street crimes such 
as prostitution occur in the UK alongside cigarette 
smuggling whilst the proceeds of crime from 

elsewhere are laundered through British accounts. 
In Spain and Portugal, robbery and credit card theft 
go hand in hand with large scale drug trafficking 
involving Baltic and Black Sea ship crews operating 
in West Africa, the Caribbean and South America. 
Just before Alexander Litvinenko was killed he 
was advising UK and Spanish intelligence and law 
enforcement agencies about this problem. There 
are close links between gangsters, former KGB 
and military personnel and the Russian Mafia. As a 
result, international cooperation from Russian law 
enforcement agencies has always been tokenistic, the 

latter only bothering to 
inves t iga te  v i s ib ly 
obvious crimes. 

The Russian Mafia 
does not just operate 
multi-nationally; it is 
multi-national, making 
maximum use of the 
variety of passports many 
ex-Soviet citizens, their 
children and relatives, 
are entitled to following 
the breakup of the Soviet 
Union. There are over a 
million former Soviet 
citizens living in Israel 

with citizenship there and entitlement to visa-free 
travel to both the EU and North America. This right 
is heavily exploited and the favour is reciprocated. 
The Israelis do not require Russians or Ukrainians 
to have visas. For geopolitical and national security 
reasons, Israel has become a safe haven for organised 
criminals from former Soviet States, many of whom 
have military experience and are consequently a 
major boost to Israeli military manpower as well as 
providing links between arms producers and suppliers 
in both countries and in associated states. Russian 
criminals also co-operate extensively with ethnic 
Russians holding EU papers. Odessa and Riga are, 
from a criminal’s point of view, Russian cities. It is 
no coincidence that they continue to be the favoured 
retirement spots for former military personnel. 

The Russian Mafia is adept at dealing in an array 

Mafia Graves
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of ‘products’ simultaneously. It plays a key part in 
traditional street level crimes such as drug trafficking 
and prostitution using the expertise of veterans of the 
1980s Afghan War skilled at arranging the supply 
of sex industry workers to western and southern 
Europe. Its almost indivisible links with the Russian 
military, industrial and security services ensure it 
has both access to arms and, at boardroom level, 
the ability to supply them. This gives it enormous 
bargaining power. In return for shares in cocaine 
trafficking to Europe it has bartered supplies of arms 
and ammunition to the FARC guerrillas and drugs 
traffickers in Colombia. Technicians who follow 
the military equipment provide legitimate cover for 
illegitimate traffic. Nevertheless such shipments 
have taken place with the full knowledge of law 
enforcement authorities of the former states of the 
Soviet Union. 

At the street level they have a large supply of 
multinational enforcers. At management-level they 
have bank staff, accountants and lawyers who are 
in effect on their payroll, and at the highest levels 
they are able to deal as equals with business chiefs, 
civil servants and politicians without seeming 
incongruous. 

Despite the intricate nature of this state-sanctioned 
criminal web there are things which can be done 
to begin to untangle it. Banks and other financial 
institutions need to co-operate more closely with 
governments. Dubious financial transactions 
identifying criminal trends must be put at the centre 
of such investigations rather than merely reporting 
specific transactions. This is especially important as 
the transactions themselves, which tend not to involve 
large sums of cash, will often not be considered 
notably suspicious until they are recognised as part 
of a long chain. The Russian Mafia is especially adept 
at disguising movements in this way over which UK 
finanicial institutions find themselves disadvantaged 
owing to the sheer scale and geographical spread of 
the transactions involved. 

Serious attention needs to be paid to the Russian 
Mafia’s ability to exploit residency and nationality 
status within the EU to perpetrate swindles. In the 
light of this the intimate links of the Russian Mafia 
with their surrogates in the Baltic States, and Israel, 
and the financial secrecy of the Far East need to be 
examined.

All this will take plenty of time and resources 
especially given the skills, resources and protection 
the Mafia enjoy. The reality that everything is 
connected commercially and politically must be the 

guiding principle for everyone facing the Russian 
Mafia, and indeed Russia itself. The Soviet Union 
was virtually a wartime economy and the KGB was 
(and the FSB remains) not just an intelligence and 
law enforcement agency but a parallel government. 
Those who inhabit such structures require just as 
much investigation as street thugs on the frontline. 

It is still wise to search for clues in those who arrived 
in the West during the Yeltsin years. Moreover, the 
pupil registers at the UK’s top private schools give 
a good picture of the profile of Russia’s elite. It 
would also be worth taxing the income and assets of 
the Russian elites here and throughout the West on 
an internationally coordinated basis. Although it is 
easier said than done, the US and UK’s dominant role 
in the financial sector would be a definite start and 
would quickly highlight who isn’t doing their bit in 
Luxembourg, Austria, Greece and Cyprus. Britain’s 
recent ending of stamp duty exemption for properties 
held through offshore companies is a promising start.

The UK has still, at least for now, one of the world’s 
largest armed forces and is thus well placed to use 
its assets to keep an eye on one of Russia’s biggest 
criminal trump cards, the use of military personnel 
as hired guns. Looking closely at the presence of 
Russian and Israeli private military contractors as 
bodyguards for politicians in resource-rich African 
countries such as the DR Congo and Equatorial 
Guinea is likely to prove a goldmine of information, 
something Mr Putin would prefer to remain under 
wraps. The same applies in a growing number of 
South American countries which use Russian military 
equipment, especially transport aircraft and jungle 
helicopters. Venezuela, with its collapsing economy, 
rampant crime and extensive cocaine trafficking using 
Russian equipment, certainly warrants examination. 
Given the right incentives, Ukraine might be able 
to tell us a lot about what went out from its airfields 
and ports before the revolution, and what came back.

The time to start investigating the true extent of 
the Russian Mafia is now. Much information could 
be garnered in the first instance by putting in a few 
top level calls to Kiev, Riga and Nicosia, and to a 
number of banks rather closer to home. 

Euan Grant is a consultant on immigration and 
border issues.
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Return	of	the	Lord	Chamberlain
Peter	Smith

Just before the Conservative Party Conference 
kicked off in September last year, a Sunday 
newspaper published a scoop that dominated the 

headlines for days. Brooks Newmark, MP for Braintree, 
had used social media to send naked pictures of himself 
to an undercover reporter posing as a blonde bombshell. 
The papers thankfully omitted to publish the honourable 
member concerned, but the damage was done. Newmark 
stepped down as a junior minister and announced he 
would not be standing in the General 
Election.

Whether you find the Sunday 
Mirror’s tactics disgraceful – it copied 
a picture of a Swedish model to 
create a fake online persona without 
her consent – or question its strategy 
– what exactly was the point in 
entrapping a balding middle-aged 
man through flattery and flirting, other 
than to show that MPs are as gullible 
as the rest of us – the Newmark sting 
was a classic operation of the sort the 
British public have come to expect 
after a century’s worth of tabloid 
publishing. Unlike his colleague 
Andrew Mitchell, Newmark had 
the sense not to sue, in his case for 
the potential breach of his right to 
privacy; he dusted himself off and got on with life. Even 
if he had pursued the Mirror, his claim would probably 
have failed: the reasonable expectation of privacy 
protected by the European Convention on Human Rights 
would have been trumped by publication justified in the 
public interest (and no matter what people say about the 
scope of free speech today, any justification based on the 
requirement of public interest is a very wide one indeed).

Newmark did, however, put a complaint in to the 
Independent Press Standards Organisation. IPSO 
purports to do what it says on the tin: an independent 
(meaning not part of government) organisation to 
‘uphold and promote the highest professional standards 
of journalism in the UK’. Anyone who finds that their 
private life has been intruded into by the press can 
make a complaint – provided that the intruder is one 
of 75 publishers with over 1400 publications, and 
1000 websites, who voluntarily submit to IPSO’s 
jurisdiction. (As with The Spectator and Private Eye, 

The Salisbury Review does not submit.)
The truth is that, despite its grand origins, it is 

as useless as its predecessor, the Press Complaints 
Commission. And that’s a very good thing. 

IPSO is the progeny of the Leveson Inquiry, the multi-
million pound political blockbuster of 2011 and 2012, 
chaired by a Court of Appeal judge, Sir Brian Leveson. 
The Inquiry was established to examine the ‘culture, 
practices and ethics’ of the British press, after the horrors 

of the phone hacking scandal, most 
notoriously perpetrated by the News 
of the World.

Sitting with a bench of Establishment 
grandees – inter alia, the former 
chairmen of the FT and of OFCOM, 
the director of campaign group Liberty, 
an ex-chief constable and a brace of 
former political editors – the Inquiry 
heard from dozens of witnesses in its 
different phases: a wholly innocent 
man investigated for murder who 
was tried, sentenced and socially 
executed by the red tops, a family 
given false hope when the voicemail 
of their abducted child was hacked, 
and countless celebs moaning about 
invasions of their privacy. Even the 
Prime Minister was paraded in front of 

the courtroom cameras to give evidence of the perilously 
close relationship between the press and politicians.

The upshot of the Inquiry was the finding that press 
regulation in Britain was poor. This was no surprise to 
anyone. Since 1990, the media had clubbed together 
to create their own voluntary regulator, with the 
laudable but counter-cultural aim of ‘maintaining high 
standards of ethics’ in journalism. This will already 
sound familiar: the Press Complaints Commission was 
born of a Home Office report, the Calcutt Inquiry, that 
foreshadowed Leveson’s over twenty years later. The 
PCC had a code of conduct that obliged its adherents to 
publish accurate information, correct inaccuracies, give 
a reasonable right to reply, respect the privacy of their 
quarries (whom they were to refrain from harassing), 
and so on. IPSO’s code of practice is virtually identical. 

The complete failure of the PCC was evident in the 
explosion of long-lens, camera-up-skirt, kiss’n’tell 
headlines of the 1990s and early noughties (not 

Poo Bah, ‘Lord High Everything Else’ 
from The Mikado
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for nothing were they dubbed the Naughties). The 
newspapers, upon leaving Fleet Street, ended up in 
the gutter, it appeared, and fell down the sewer in the 
phone hacking saga. 

Leveson was supposed to create a fair tribunal that 
could provide quick and cheap access to justice by the 
little person without recourse to m’learned friends, 
and he proposed that such a body should have, in the 
report’s words, a ‘statutory underpinning’ in legislation 
that would ‘enshrine, for the first time, a legal duty on 
the government to protect the freedom of the press’. 

Now, if there is any red rag to the print-media bull, it 
is the thought of Parliament in any way controlling the 
freedom of the press or imposing fetters, whether real or 
imagined. One day a statute ‘backing up’ an independent 
regulator, the next day a police state with supreme 
leader, Pravda and gulags full of journalists (one may 
have thought that with New Labour, Tony Blair, The 
Guardian and the numbers of incarcerated hacks, we’re 
there already). 

Leveson didn’t help himself: a quango, OFCOM, was 
to have powers of censure if newspapers did not volunteer 
to abide by the new regulator’s jurisdiction, and the 
proposed counterbalance of guaranteed press freedom was 
laughable. David Cameron immediately ruled out any new 
law, and proposed instead a Royal Charter, a mechanism 
normally reserved for institutions that work in the public 
interest. After much to-ing and fro-ing (Labour wanted 
new laws, as did the supposedly Liberal Democrats), the 
three parties agreed the text of the Charter, which was 
sealed in October 2013.

And thus the PCC was reborn as IPSO. As even Sir 
Alan Moses, IPSO’s chair, admitted in a speech in 
March at the LSE, the launch of IPSO in September 
2014 was not like the launching of a new ship, but more 
like the refloating of the Costa Concordia. It ‘did not 
catch that flavour of universal optimism and good hope. 
Bottles became brickbats which were more likely to be 
thrown than swung majestically, and the slipway was 
indeed a slipway’. Steve Coogan, the ‘Alan Partridge’ 
comedian and luminary of the ‘Hacked Off!’ group of 
celebrities, described IPSO as a ‘busted flush’.

Moses’ speech is a depressing read. He accepted 
whole-heartedly that, in the absence of proper 
legal powers, his bureaucracy would grow only by 
persuading the regulated that it was in their self-interest 
to submit to the regulator, and that regulation – or as 
he termed it, ‘co- and meta-regulation’ – required 
dialogue and a close relationship between poacher and 
gamekeeper. He quoted Tom Watson, the Labour MP 
who hounded Rupert Murdoch over phone hacking, in 
attacking those who ‘don’t want fairness, don’t want 
change’ but want ‘business as usual, so they want 
IPSO’. In his plea in mitigation, Moses had to summon 

Paul Dacre, editor of the Daily Mail, who expressed 
his ‘pride’ in the creation of the ‘toughest regulator in 
the free world’. Dacre’s paper (and its sister, the Mail 
on Sunday) is one of the most complained about, and 
it seems improbable that if IPSO really lived up to his 
claims, he would be as happy as he stated. Watson, for 
his sins, is right. The press are not afraid of IPSO: if 
they publish and are damned for invading the privacy 
of a grieving family, they apologise, pay up a token 
amount, get a light rap on the knuckles, and move on. 

So if IPSO is a toothless paper tiger, what’s the 
problem? 

The free press, from left or right, is a watchdog of public 
behaviour and should be afforded as wide a margin for 
action as possible. Sometimes the press does defame 
people, or intrude on private lives without sufficient 
justification. In that case – and, as a media lawyer, I 
declare an interest here – the courts should be left to 
dispense justice. Parliament recently rebalanced the 
tension between free speech and right to reputation by 
introducing a higher test for libel and slander: a claimant 
must now prove that the published words caused or were 
likely to cause ‘substantial harm’ to their reputation. 
Specific defences for academic publications and a 
repackaging of the defences of fair comment (as honest 
opinion), justification (truth) and publication on matter 
of public interest, all tilt the balance further. 

If government really wanted to learn the lessons of 
the phone hacking debacle, it would accept the need for 
greater enforcement of already existing laws banning the 
interception of telephone calls and the misuse of computer 
equipment. It would continue the practice whereby 
claimants like the innocent witnesses before the Leveson 
Inquiry would be able to access justice under conditional 
fee agreements – so-called ‘no win no fee’ arrangements 
– with insurance in case they have to pay the defendant’s 
costs (damages are not punitive – but legal costs can be, 
even for the Murdoch empire). Yes, the premiums of 
insurance against libel suits – described by one leading 
libel lawyer as being ‘catastrophic’ – can be quite large, 
but greater market competition would drive down prices 
and improved pre-publication legal advice should raise 
the quality of published matter.

 In all, such reforms would use one institution – the 
courts – to balance another – the fourth Estate. 

So scrap IPSO: the last thing Brooks Newmark or any 
other complainant needs, is a press industry-appointed 
panel ordering a tiny correction or apology buried in the 
middle of the paper, just under the classified section. 
If it had proper powers it might be used by politicians 
to keep their extra-marital dalliances out of the public 
eye. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?
Peter Smith is an employed barrister practising in 
media and commercial litigation in London.
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Sweden’s	Moral	Hospitals
Theodore	Dalrymple

The introduction to Mr Olberg’s Longford Lecture, 
a shortened version of which was published in 
the last edition of The Salisbury Review, begins 

‘Sweden’s prisons are the envy of Europe’. One of 
the main reasons for Europe’s collective commission 
of this deadly sin is the comparatively low rate of 
recidivism of Swedish prisoners. Only 30 per cent 
of them return to 
prison or probation 
in the three years 
after their release; 
i n  Br i t a in ,  by 
contrast, 50 per 
cent of prisoners 
are re-imprisoned 
within two years of 
their release.

Mr Olberg is 
director of  the 
Swedish Prison 
a n d  P r o b a t i o n 
Service, and by his 
account enormous 
effort goes into obtaining this result. He says:

We run an operation where unconditional respect 
for inmates and clients is fundamental to everything 
we do. 

This is mildly sinister. 
The word ‘respect’ in the modern world has more 

than one connotation. Like any doctor, I tried while 
working in the prison to do my best for my patients, 
irrespective of what acts they had committed or their 
moral qualities. It is part of a doctor’s ethics that he 
treats the child murderer’s chest infection in exactly 
the same way he treats the saint’s chest infection. This 
becomes so deeply ingrained that it is not difficult for 
him to achieve. One respects the right of every human 
being to the best that one can do in the circumstances.

But ‘respect’ now often means an inner and outer 
acceptance of, or connivance with, a person’s outlook 
on the world, extending even to his wishes. But we can 
respect a man’s right to an opinion without having to 
respect the opinion itself; respect in these two senses 
is, alas, often conflated. Mr Olberg does not make clear 
in which sense he means respect; if the first it should 
go without saying and if the second it is not merely 

wrong but pusillanimous. 
Furthermore, there is something Orwellian in 

referring to prisoners or people on probation as ‘clients.’ 
A client is a person who enters of his own choice into a 
relationship with someone who provides a service; not 
even in Sweden can prisoners or people on probation 
be said to be clients. It is not necessarily wrong to 

coerce or compel 
people to do things 
but it is wrong 
and  dangerous 
to disguise from 
oneself that they 
have been coerced 
or compelled. It 
can be the prelude 
to cruelty, whether 
overt or refined. 
As Confucius said, 
the first thing we 
should do is to 
restore the names. 

Mr Olberg is 
humane and compassionate, but he accepts uncritically 
the therapeutic aim of imprisonment. From his point 
of view, his duty is to reduce the rate of recidivism, 
and of course it is well that he (and his organisation) 
should attempt to do so; but he should not mistake this 
as the primary aim or goal of imprisonment. Prison 
is not a kind of moral hospital or re-education camp, 
though it is a bonus if, in fact, it assists people to 
change their ways. C S Lewis long ago pointed out the 
defects of what he called the ‘humanitarian theory of 
punishment,’ which is compatible both with the most 
idiotic leniency and the most revolting cruelty, as well 
as with what we should now regard as the grossest 
miscarriages of justice. 

Justice is important though, like all desiderata, not 
all-important. (Use every man after his desert, and 
who should ’scape whipping.) If we were able to say 
with certainty that, say, Anders Breivik would offend 
no more if released, should we release him? A justice 
system without at least an element of retribution would 
cease to be a justice system. It would be merely a 
system of moulding behaviour in a direction deemed 
favourable, by any means necessary, and there would 
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be no reason then for confining its ‘treatment’ to 
people who had broken the law. And if the prevention 
of recidivism were the principal aim of the criminal 
justice system, everyone would be allowed one murder, 
or even several murders, provided only that he could 
prove that he would not do it again. This would scarcely 
act as a deterrent to murder. 

Moreover, a low recidivism rate is perfectly 
compatible with a high crime rate: and of course, it is 
by the crime rate that the efficacy of a criminal justice 
system should largely be judged (not entirely, for we 
want it to be just and civilised as well as efficacious). 
In this context, it is worth mentioning that Sweden has 
a very high rate of crime, despite what many might 
suppose to be its advantages. The chances of a citizen 
being a victim of crime in Sweden are even higher 
than in Britain, which is certainly no exemplar in 
this regard. A low-recidivism system (for example by 
offering ex-offenders sufficient advantages) may fail 
to deter crime in others, thus resulting in the pattern 
we see in Sweden. 

International comparisons are fraught with difficulty, 
of course, because of differences in the way things 
are measured or reported in different countries. But 

to all appearances, Sweden has a crime rate (with 
the admittedly important exception of murder) three 
times that of the United States. It is a rich, highly-
educated society, not overcrowded, in which there is 
no desperate poverty that could be said to ‘necessitate’ 
crime. Although in fact it is empirically wrong to 
expect egalitarian societies to be less crime-ridden 
than unequal ones, most people would persist in 
supposing that the relative egalitarianism of Sweden 
would protect it against a high crime rate. And even if 
a large proportion of crime in Sweden were committed 
by immigrants or people of recent immigrant descent, 
not exactly the favourite subject of Swedish liberals, 
it would still represent a failure of the criminal justice 
system, of which prisons are an important part. 

So Swedish prisons may be the envy of Europe (not 
least of European criminals), but the crime rate of 
Sweden is certainly not. If you want to avoid being the 
victim of crime, you’re better off in Spain with its high 
rates of unemployment and imprisonment.  

Theodore Dalrymple is a retired prison doctor and 
psychiatrist.

Toxic	Imports:	Western	Marxism	
at	Polish	Departments	of	English
Piotr	Zazula

In Literary Studies trends come and go, Polish 
Departments of English being no exception here. 
Still, given our prolonged exposure to state-

imposed Marxism, one would expect of at least one 
generation of Polish literary scholars a greater degree 
of scepticism towards Marxist Literary Studies coming 
to us mostly from the United States and Western 
Europe. This, however, is clearly not the case. Marxist 
mumbo-jumbo is being uncritically embraced by Polish 
Americanists and English Studies scholars, both young 
and those who should know better because of their 
past long-term exposure to communism. While there 
is, of course, nothing wrong with being trendy, up-to-
date, and politically correct, one may ask at this point 
whether such a surprisingly smooth transition from 
poignant memories of the Communist past to the smug 
acceptance of Western academia’s current left-wing 
clichés does not come at a price.

In 1994, when I was a Fulbright Visiting Scholar 
at the University of New Mexico in Albuquerque, an 
American colleague jokingly told me that the only 
places left on the globe where Marxism was still being 
preached on a massive scale were North Korea, Albania 
and American English Departments (apparently, even 
the Chinese had at that time shifted their focus from 
the emphasis on Maoist ideology to some hybrid form 
of state-endorsed capitalism behind a Communist 
façade.) At that time Polish academia – at least as 
far as English and American Studies were concerned 
– was still ideologically diverse, often critical of the 
French, British, and German academics’ unflinching 
enthusiasm for socialism. Years later, having since 
then attended a dozen or so annual conferences of the 
Polish Association of American Studies, I can see that 
my country has dutifully followed suit. Now, Polish 
Departments of English and American Studies are, by 

back to contents
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and large, also part of the politically-correct socialist 
club, together with the US and the rest of Western and 
Central Europe (if not Albania).

The fundamental premise of politically-correct left-
wing Literary Studies is that everything is political. Any 
critical approach that views literature as a primarily 
literary enterprise is thus intrinsically reactionary. 
Given such logic, composing a lengthy essay about 
a brilliant poem without discussing the 
poet’s politics smacks of reactionary 
pseudo-intellectualism. If you are, say, 
a close reader of Modernist poetry, 
you are, by the same token, a potential 
enemy of the working class. In today’s 
English Studies classroom in Poland 
there seems to prevail a smug rapport 
between instructors and their students 
(the latter often sporting a Che-Guevara 
T-shirt or a beret with a red star on it) 
that being a Marxist is sexy. 

Now what is at stake here? Take 
poetry for example. Formalist critics 
view any poem as a special kind of 
text aiming at a special, intensified 
kind of communication. Unlike, say, 
newspaper articles or instruction 
manuals, poems communicate on 
several levels simultaneously. In fact, 
in some poems the texture, the sound of 
the words is more important than their 
dictionary meanings (Cf Dylan Thomas). 
That is why, I believe, poems should not 
be read as primarily political statements. 
Partly as a bi-lingual poet, who knows what it is like 
to put on the mask of a poetic persona, and partly as a 
citizen of a now-democratic country, who remembers 
the days when state-employed censors would not 
endorse the subtle distinctions between poet and 
speaker, author or narrator, I am hopelessly prejudiced 
against well-intentioned ‘political’ interpretations of 
poetry, so popular these days among my American and 
West-European colleagues. At this point critics like 
Terry Eagleton would probably argue that by isolating 
the poem from the socio-political entanglements of the 
poet I am, consciously or not, also making a political 
statement, and a reactionary one at that. 

For Marxists believe that the literary critic’s primary 
task is to expose the ideological complicities of literary 
texts, their share of responsibility for the socio-political 
status quo. And the responsibility, in the Marxist critics’ 
view, is considerable. Intrinsically elitist and hence 
reactionary, the narrowly aesthetic approach to literary 
texts fosters, the Marxists tell us, a hieratic outlook on 
culture and society, one that contributes to the unequal 

distribution of power and the resultant social injustice. 
The ideology behind the aesthetic bias is, after all, 
that of liberal humanism with its emphasis on the 
uniqueness of individual experience. That emphasis 
is, in Terry Eagleton’s opinion, conducive to antisocial 
behaviour. 

It seems ironic, though, that despite their vociferous 
foregrounding of politics, what Eagleton and other 

Western Marxists who have never 
lived under a Marxist regime fail to 
address are the political consequences 
of such thinking. For if indeed the 
concepts of the unique individual 
and the autonomy of literature as 
a distinct mode of representing 
this uniqueness amount to mere 
bourgeois propaganda, does it not 
follow that the poets and writers may 
be held accountable for the political 
import of their works? If we applied 
this logic in political practice, Polish 
universities would have a right to 
ban Dostoyevsky’s fiction for its 
jingoist and anti-Polish sentiments, 
while American Christians might 
choose to sue Norman Mailer for 
writing a blasphemous novel whose 

narrator is Jesus Christ. 
Unfortunately, one is not confined 

to sheer speculation in such matters, 
as the ordeals of Josif Brodsky and 
Salman Rushdie amply demonstrate. 
In 1964 Josif Brodsky was sentenced 

to five years of hard labor in Siberia for being, as the 
Leningrad judge Savyelyeva put it, a ‘social parasite’. 
Given such political precedents, perhaps the myth of 
the ‘contemplative individual self’ as the ‘touchstone 
of all else’ (in Eagleton’s contemptuous account) is 
the only political alternative to totalitarian practice? 
Perhaps the currently much-lamented isolation of 
the aesthetic realm constitutes one of the last viable 
pockets of individual freedom? In the light of what 
happened to Brodsky, Rushdie and thousands of other 
writers who at some point in their careers were deemed 
politically incorrect by various totalitarian regimes, 
doesn’t the Marxist’s insistence that literary theory 
should first and foremost provide a consistent critique 
of social injustice sound like a politically dangerous 
delusion? 

These are pragmatic concerns that require realistic 
solutions. The problem is that, given the available 
historical evidence, there is probably no political 
solution to social stratification and the resultant social 
injustice as such. Ironically enough, Eagleton is right 

Louis Pierre Althusser was a 
Marxist philosopher popular 

amongst left wing  academics, 
whose life was marked by periods 
of intense mental illness. In 1980, 

he killed his wife by strangling 
her. (Wikipedia). 



The Salisbury Review — Summer 2015 23 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

when quoting the fellow-Marxist Walter Benjamin’s 
epigrammatic truth: ‘There is no cultural document 
that is not at the same time a record of barbarism.’ 
Indeed, avant-garde art, experimental poetry, and 
grand architecture (or fancy cuisines for that matter) 
do presuppose an elitist and usually unduly privileged 
group of consumers. Similarly, by insisting that novels 
and poems should be read in a different way than 
newspaper columns, literary criticism does contribute 
to a continuation of a civilized order based on social 
stratification. In the post-Gulag world it seems 
intellectually disingenuous, however, to pontificate 
against the evils of modern capitalism as if there 
actually existed a viable and morally acceptable – 
that is non-totalitarian – alternative to free-market 
economy.

Luckily for Central Europe, the Inner Party territory 
has substantially diminished since the collapse of 
the Soviet bloc. Despite the documented genocide 
perpetrated by Marxist and Maoist regimes, left-wing 
critics of various persuasions keep writing as if the 
Soviet labour camps never existed, or as if millions 
of people were not starving right now in North Korea. 

This evasion of pragmatism is symptomatic of what 
Richard Rorty describes as the new left’s escape from 
political practice into philosophical discourse.

This evasion of real politics, in favour of academic 
conferences, may lull critics into a peculiar state of 
political complacency. Operating in the cosy close-
circuit world of fellow academic ‘radicals’ – both on 
and in the money – it is all too easy to believe that one 
is doing relevant political work. Thus individuals might 
give up addressing obscure papers on Marxist literary 
theory to uncomprehending audiences and instead write 
articles in the local press on practical political subjects 
(such as immigration). In the self-congratulatory 
in-group of Marxists, deconstructionists, and other 
post-structuralist illuminati, they probably do believe 
in all sincerity that by writing about, for example, the 
bourgeois complicities of an 18th-century novelist they 
contribute to the making of a better world. If everything 
is political, why bother with such abstractions as free 
speech, free elections, or British immigration law?

Piotr Zazula is a Polish academic.

It’s	not	just	the	sheep	that	get	
castrated	in	Australia
Daryl	McCann

As early as 1949, Simone de Beauvoir, 
(who pimped young girls for her lover 
Jean-Paul Sartre) in her book The Second 

Sex touched on the problem of what we might call 
‘liberal feminism’ versus ‘socialist feminism’. Being 
a Marxist of sorts, de Beauvoir wondered whether 
or not an individual woman achieving any kind of 
personal success in Late Capitalism struck a blow 
for the liberation of women in general, given that 
genuine human emancipation – for both men and 
women – would have to await the revolution and 
the founding of an international socialist community.

Rosemarie Tongs took up the subject in her 
Feminist Thought (1989), differentiating between 
what she classified as ‘liberal feminism’ and ‘radical 
feminism’. The former emphasised the primacy 
of individual choice and political rights including 
suffrage. Some liberal feminists disagreed with 
the concept of affirmative action (a term meaning 

that men should have slightly fewer rights than 
southern negroes in the ‘ole plantation days) while 
others approved of it, at least as a provisional 
measure. In either case, these liberal feminists do 
not have a problem with individual choice and equal 
opportunity for all. What they do have a problem 
with is radical ideologues who, in the name of 
women, commandeer ‘feminism’ for their own bitter 
and divisive agenda.

Evidence for the bitterness and divisiveness 
is everywhere. The radical Australian feminist 
Clementine Ford, (‘Killjoy to the stars’) a regular 
columnist for the leftist Fairfax press, (her articles 
bring to mind Jeeves’ advice to Bertie Wooster. ‘You 
would not enjoy Nietzsche, sir. He is fundamentally 
unsound.’) does not even begin to hide her hatred for 
men. One recent piece was actually titled ‘Misandry 
Island’ and gleefully provides her vision of feminist 
utopia: 

back to contents
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…to sail away on an ocean of male tears 
and live on an island that recognised the 
inherent humanity of women. Over cold 
cocktails, where the twizzle sticks are actually 
dehydrated penises, we’d marvel at how much 
better it is to live in a society that doesn’t see 
us as peripheral to the real experience of 
what it means to be human… Free and easily 
accessible abortion clinics with exclusion 
zones out the front which reach all the way 
to the sun.

Ford loudly decried as sexist any criticism of 
Australia’s first female prime minister, Julia Gillard 
(2010-13), but then produced 
and sold ‘F… Abbott’ T-shirts 
immediately after Tony 
Abbott came to office. Ford 
defends her hypocrisy by 
arguing that the vile T-shirts 
were ‘ethical’ since the 
proceeds would go to the 
victims of social injustice, 
illustrating once again how 
the modern-day left disguises 
its own bigotry with high-
minded PC rectitude.

The anti-male crusade is not 
confined to journalist vitriol but runs like a poisoned 
stream through every aspect of Australian society, 
from the legal system to everyday prejudices that – 
to paraphrase Clementine Ford – deny the inherent 
humanity of men. When the female TV personality 
Chrissie Swan went away for six weeks, notes Herald 
Sun journalist Wendy Tuohy, she was attacked for 
leaving her children with their dad: ‘Swan’s critics 
thought they were landing a punch on the polarising 
figure for being a ‘bad mother’ but they were really 
insulting her competent stay-at-home husband, Chris 
Saville, and, by extension, all hands-on fathers.’ 
A more extreme example of the prejudice against 
male parents is the notorious Tommaso Vincenti 
case, in which a loving, kind and thoughtful father 
went through hell after his estranged wife, Laura 
Garrett, abducted his four daughters. The case has 
now been settled in court and the children returned to 
the custody of Vincenti, but not before he spent two 
years of his life and all his savings seeking restitution 
under the Hague Convention on the Civil Aspects 
of International Child Abduction. As Australia’s 
National Parents Organisation acknowledges: ‘With 
never a phone call to Tommaso for his side of things, 

Australian television and newspapers channelled 
Laura’s allegations of violent abuse by Tommaso.’

The two most powerful women in Australian 
political history are the current Foreign Minister 
Julie Bishop and previous Labor Prime Minister 
Julia Gillard. At the time of her resignation, in 
June 2013, Gillard claimed to be the casualty of a 
gender war. Her victimhood, or so she suggested, 
went some of the way to explaining the brevity of 
her tenure. In Gillard’s first year of power there 
had been little talk of a so-called gender war. Once 
her administration’s popularity went into terminal 
decline, however, criticism of her government’s 

ineptitude was increasingly 
denounced as sexist. At 
her lowest point, Gillard 
attacked the (male) Leader of 
the Opposition as misogynist 
for daring to censure one 
of her government’s more 
ham- f i s t ed  dec i s ions . 
N e v e r t h e l e s s ,  i n  h e r 
memoirs, My Story (2014), 
Gillard rejects as ‘dumb’ 
any suggestion ‘of playing 
the gender card, of playing 
the victim’.

A strong contender to be the second female prime 
minister of Australia is the aforementioned Julie 
Bishop. She declared very publicly at the National 
Press Club in October 2014 that she refused to define 
herself as a feminist: ‘I’m a female politician, I’m 
a female foreign minister…get over it.’ Pointedly, 
Foreign Minister Bishop insisted that she would 
never ‘blame the fact that I’m a woman’ for any 
disappointments or setbacks in her political career. 
Numerous feminist commentators, including Jane 
Caro, blasted Julie Bishop for her ingratitude to 
the feminist movement: ‘Women who benefit from 
feminism and then refuse to embrace the term is not 
a position I have any respect for.’

Around the same time Julie Bishop was rejecting 
the feminist moniker, a social media trend titled 
WomenAgainstFeminism started in Australia. (See 
http://womenagainstfeminism.tumblr.com/). It has 
since become a worldwide phenomenon. Every day 
women post photographs of themselves holding 
contrarian messages, ranging from ‘I don’t need 
modern ‘feminism’ because I don’t need others to 
fight my battles for me’ to ‘I don’t need something 
that demonises men’ and ‘I don’t need feminism 
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because my son should not be made to feel less of 
a person simply because of his gender’. One of the 
original self-proclaimed anti-feminists, Danielle 
Gieger, has reported receiving death threats for 
posting her missive: ‘My self worth is not directly 
tied to the size of my victim complex!’

The vast majority of those posting at the 
WomenAgainstFeminism site are not asking to be 
subjugated in a brave new world of patriarchy. 
Rather, they are expressing sentiments that, à la 
Rosemary Tong’s Feminist Thought, might be called 
‘liberal feminist’. However, as the American writer 
Christina Hoff Sommers has been arguing since at 
least 1994, the radical feminists long ago won the 
culture war with the moderate or liberal feminists 
and thereafter the term ‘feminism’ has become 
synonymous with the hatred of men and extreme 
politics: ‘So colleges are now full of gender scholars 
who instruct students on the ravages of the capitalist, 
hetero-patriarchal system and its ‘rape culture’…It’s 
as if George Orwell’s Anti-sex League has occupied 
feminism.’ 

According to those of the radical feminist 
sisterhood, the current wave of beheadings and 
bombings by Islamists is triggered not by the fact 
that they follow ISIS, but that they are men. In the 
aftermath of Sydney’s December 2014 Lindt Café 
outrage, Ruby Hamad, a Sydney-based writer and 
filmmaker, posted the following op-ed on The Drum, 
a high-profile Internet site run by the Australian 
Broadcasting Corporation (ABC): ‘While it is true 
that this gunman put Islam front and centre by 
utilising that flag, let’s put the emphasis where it 
belongs. He may have made it about religion, but 
the operative word here is ‘he’, and not ‘religion’’. 
The two deaths in Sydney, in other words, have 
nothing to do with Islamic jihadism and everything 
to do with traditional Aussie male entitlement and 
domestic violence. The problem for Australians, 
then, is not the danger of being taken hostage or 
shot or decapitated to the cry of ‘Allahu Akbar!’ 
but Australia’s ‘reluctance to confront its own 
violent tendencies’ and ‘the history of our attitude 
to Muslims’.

Along the same lines, ‘postcolonial feminists’, 
such as Sahar Amer, Chair of Arab and Islamic 
Studies at the University of Sydney, argues in her 
book What is Veiling? (2014) that Westerners often 
ignore the fact that Muslim women want to wear the 
niqab or burqa. Modern-day feminist Julia Gillard 
frequently repeated the mantra that ‘sexism should 

always be unacceptable’ but when, in the final 
throes of her prime ministership, an Islamic group 
insisted on the segregation of women in one of its 
‘information sessions’ at Melbourne University, 
Gillard remained conspicuously silent. It was up to 
the conservative Tony Abbott to brand the demands 
of the Muslim organisers as a ‘leap back to the dark 
ages’. 

In April 2015, Foreign Minister Julie Bishop 
visited the Islamic Republic of Iran ostensibly to 
discuss the people-smuggling business and the return 
of Iranian asylum seekers. Australia, unlike the 
United States, has always maintained full diplomatic 
relations with Iran and so the trip also offered the 
possibility of official state-to-state discussions 
about the ongoing war against the Islamic State in 
neighbouring Iraq. Prior to the foreign minister’s 
arrival in Tehran, Masih Alinejad, an Iranian political 
journalist who runs the site My Stealthy Freedom, 
called on Julie Bishop to eschew the mandatory 
headscarf to demonstrate support for the subjugated 
women of Iran: ‘This is the time for her to ask the 
Iranian government about the compulsory hijab and 
human dignity.’ 

Some in Australia criticise Julie Bishop for 
sporting a fashionable hat in Tehran, and yet Masih 
Alinejad was gracious enough to acknowledge as 
‘quite good’ the foreign minister’s avoidance of ‘a 
proper hijab’. Had an Iranian woman been caught 
in public wearing Julie Bishop’s apparel she would 
have been ‘definitely arrested’ and eventually 
‘deprived of her right to education’ or ‘to find a job’. 
As the latest posting on WomenAgainstFeminism 
says: ‘I don’t need feminism because equality does 
not have a gender.’

Daryl McCann is an Australian journalist. He has a 
blog at http://darylmccann.bigspot.com.au.
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elites. One irate Slovak asked if The Economist was 
claiming that his people lived like animals before 
‘western society’ decided to take care of them. Were 
the UK levels of family breakup and 50 per cent 
unwed births for emulation? Elsewhere, family values 
were strongly rooted and central. People want their 
relationships to have honour, integrity and fortitude 
in a truly democratic state with strong Christian 
principles. 

Eastern European countries have developed 
competent civil societies in 
recent years, encompassing 
the  ru le  o f  l aw and 
public participation after 
Communism endeavoured 
to eradicate any such 
thing. In contrast the UK 
now has an authoritarian 
d i s p e n s a t i o n  t h a t 
increasingly determines 
what people can think 
and say. Even scientific 
i nves t i ga t ion  i s  no t 
exempt from the Great 
Clamp-down. As anything 
apart from one correct 

perspective is ‘hateful’, this conveniently overrides 
the need to substantiate or argue a case. 

Once it was thought undemocratic, even 
disrespectful, to override prevalent opinion. If this 
was disagreeable, then it might be changed with 
education and argument. The law required general 
consent. Now, despite universal suffrage, dissenters 
from the approved line are a despised residuum. This 
is part of the dark side of collectivism. A command 
economy may have been dumped here as in the East, 
but what we are left with is faith in the ability of 
‘social organisers’ to direct human affairs. Presided 
over by managerial elites, people, however pitied and 
petted as ‘deprived’ or ‘disadvantaged’, are merely 
‘the dumb herd’. 

That the untermenschen are no more qualified to 

Was it unfair to criticise the BBC for packing 
its debate audiences with left-wingers in 
the run-up to the General Election? Even if 

it were aware that other views existed, would these be 
permitted? It is hardly alone. The Economist entered 
2015 furious that: ‘BILLIONS of euros, dollars, 
pounds, kroner and other Western currencies have 
been spent over the past two decades trying to develop 
civil society in post-communist Central and Eastern 
Europe, much of it without success.’ Slovakia was the 
most horrifyingly ‘Uncivil 
Society’. 

Are the natives still 
boiling the missionaries? 
The Economist admitted 
that Slovakian ‘citizens 
are capable of organising 
in pursuit of political 
goals’.  ‘Thanks guv’. 
U n f o r t u n a t e l y,  e v e n 
‘ g e n u i n e  g r a s s r o o t s 
democratic’ movements 
do not qualify for ‘civil 
society’ if their goals 
include ‘ones not typically 
found on the liberal agendas 
of international non-governmental organisations.’ A 
Slovakian organisation, The Alliance for Family, 
collected over 400,000 signatures for a referendum 
aimed at blocking same-sex marriage and adoption. 
Similarly, Poland has restrictive abortion laws and, 
in Croatia in 2013, 65 per cent rejected gay marriage. 
Slovakia’s referendum failed to meet the required 
turnout, but an amended constitution defined marriage 
specifically as a ‘unique bond between a man and a 
woman’. This may be repellent. But if it is all right 
for gays to make claims, must rights to oppose be 
stamped out?

Having been long urged to ‘celebrate’ other cultures 
while denigrating our own, perhaps there is some 
consolation in how others draw similar opprobrium 
when their values clash with those of Western 

Are	the	Natives	still	boiling	the	
Missionaries?
Patricia	Morgan
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speak than act on their own behalf was brought home 
by an event at the excruciatingly politically correct 
British Academy entitled A Presumption Against 
Imprisonment. On the platform were professors from 
leading universities, a former Lord Chief Justice and 
an Inspector of Prisons with a glowing reputation 
for working with charities serving ex-criminals. ‘All 
deplored’ anyone who thought that imprisonment 
was a punishment for crime, that conditions inside 
should be not be worse than those outside and agreed 
that five years for any killing was more than enough. 

The ‘rednecks’ being virulently trashed were 
purportedly controlled by a ‘tabloid culture’ whose 
‘bad influence’ also denied prisoners the vote and 
ensured that a high proportion of those in maximum 
security were black or Muslim. Until the press is 
replaced by ‘focus groups’, politicians it seems cannot 
have a more ‘balanced debate’ ie be only exposed 
to a liberal boss-caste with its overweening sense 
of superiority. All the preaching of indulgence for 
criminals does not prevent the great and good coming 
across as the most intolerant people around. 

They insisted there should only be a tiny number 
of prison places for those who ‘needed’ these. This 
misunderstands criminal justice. It must respond 
to deeds, not unjustly sentence and incarcerate for 
‘needs’. How much ‘need’ is around or qualifies? If it 
matters not what is done, there is demoralisation – with 
the risk that criminality and chaos spread as arbitrary 
revenge replaces just deserts. There seemed to be no 
consideration for those who must live with criminality 
in their everyday world, or acknowledgment that 
maintaining law and order was at all necessary outside 
the comfortable lounges where murderers might be 
sympathetically counselled. 

The magic word ‘rehabilitation’ continually 
beguiles – sounding so nice and promising that it 
obviates any explanation of how it supposedly works. 
Since my book Delinquent Fantasies of 1979 dealt 
with a gamut of hopeless ‘cures’ for criminality, there 
have been legions of other well-intentioned failures. 
The meeting reached for the social engineer’s excuses 
– sabotage and press vilification. Prison architecture 
now had to be overhauled for ‘needy’ inmates. After 
all, horrible Victorian school and hospital buildings 
had been demolished for the better. Were people more 
educated or healthier? Don’t ask.

A calcified politically correct consensus now stands 
for knowledge on social issues. John Stuart Mill 
opined in On Liberty, that if we ‘do not hear contrary 
opinions, then what may be true in whole or part is 
kept from us, or if our opinions go unchallenged, then 

truth is divorced from any rational roots and ends up 
a dogma too feeble to sustain’. 

Behaviour, criminal or otherwise greatly depends 
upon surrounding incentives, disincentives, 
suggestions and opportunities. While ‘social 
organisers’ can no more manipulate ‘social forces’ 
than they can engineer individual makeovers, they 
can support – or undermine – everyday human 
efforts. Dismantle marriage and recidivism rises as 
men stray. Remove penalties for wrongdoing and 
the neighbours’ disapproval or employer’s threat of 
dismissal are redundant. If thieving merits more help 
for the perpetrators, honesty is a joke. 

J S Mill’s century saw a downturn in social 
problems. The reasons lay with the multitude of 
friendly societies and mutual aid groups; charity and 
subscription based education and health provisions; 
Christian missions against vice and drunkenness 
and for children’s rescue and socialisation, and 
the formation, together with volunteers and 
philanthropists, of campaigns promoting everything 
from cleanliness to budgeting to street lighting. 
Comprehension and control advanced in the context 
of social relations and allegiances. Where people 
are active agents in the maintenance of standards, it 
increases social cohesion as it maximises freedom – 
minimising problems left to the state. 

Similarly, when the highest rates of African HIV/
AIDs in Uganda went into dramatic decline, it was 
not due to inundations of aid and a rain of condoms 
from the sky. Despite claims about unfeasibility, 
there were fundamental shifts in sexual norms. A 
multitude of voluntary, community and church groups 
provided support as grass roots organisations and 
networks spread messages about avoiding free range 
sex – helped by government’s sharing and promoting 
the message.

This conforms to public health principles, common 
sense and cultural compatibility. It also depends upon 
a social mobilisation that is hard to organise families 
and their understanding of society, Uganda’s good 
news has been largely blanked out of the managerial 
consensus. 

Ordinary common sense people are able to 
change their circumstances through individual or 
cooperative efforts are poison to the social organisers 
or help-dispensers. Is the outrage over Slovakian 
‘bigots’ a convenient focus for a wider inchoate and 
incomprehensive fury at people’s audacity to think 
and choose for themselves? 

Patricia Morgan’s latest book is The Marriage Files.
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trying to pay, instead of waiting until I have pushed 
my trolley away again. Their body language is always 
swearing at mine. 

In London I once attended an art college in Chelsea, 
much used by local ladies. They were very certain of 
their right to the earth and the air around them and 
would often turn up in the crowded class with canvases 
the size of the mainsail on a gaff schooner. Once 
they’d set up to paint, they blocked out the light, and 
the space around them was entirely consumed. If you 
asked them to move an inch forward or back they’d 
refuse angrily. One woman asked to move slightly 
replied, ‘tough titty’.

I remember the crushing feeling one afternoon, 
when a woman, whose husband owned a large part 
of Herefordshire, turned up late and saw that I was 
standing in a place she wanted to be. She raked me with 
her carefully made-up eyes and I felt my hand holding 
the paintbrush shake. The class was a tight little club 
where only long-term members of a certain standing 
were entitled to determine their own space. 

The problem of crowding and with it the sharing of 
personal space is now affecting everyone even miles 
away from urban centres. Britain is now more densely 
populated than Japan. Thousands of people are now 
spending a fortune and five days at sea on leaky boats 
to leave their place in the Muslim world to get into 
our space in the Christian west. Even Nigerians are 
joining boat people leaving Libya for Italy, although 
why they feel the need to travel in this way is unclear. 
(It’s possible to fly from Lagos to London for £359 and 
London to Lagos for £406 without getting wet at all.) 
The increasing press of people coming into our ‘no fly 
zone’ is now a global and national problem. 

This leaves Christians like me wondering how we 
should feel about the world’s newly meat-eating, 
gas-guzzling poor, who are rapidly heading this 
way. Looking at the recent scenes on TV of upturned 
leaky vessels and hearing stories of drowned women 
and children is terrible. No one wants such things to 
happen, but at the back of the mind there is also the 
discouraging feeling, so far onl y expressed by Nigel 
Farage, that there is also a danger that survivors will 
turn up here. Why the fear after all, they are mostly 
lively and young. Well: the problem is they will take 
our space. 

Presumably Christians should agree to clothe and 

I awoke recently one morning to the sound of a 
sophisticated comedy on BBC Radio 4 Extra, in 
which an amiable ironist played by actor Martin 

Clunes was trying to win back his former wife’s 
affections. She said she still needed ‘more space’.

‘I respect space. Whenever I see space, I respect it’, 
he said lamely. She was not amused. This was followed 
by Thought For the Day on R4, with the Rev Joel 
Edwards, who talked about how we must share our 
material possessions. He pointed to the ‘selflessness 
of many idealistic youngsters’, and talked about the 
problem many older people have with other people 
bringing their needs into our ‘no fly zone’. 

Without actually saying it, he hit on something now 
increasingly affecting all of us. Although many of us 
are prepared to share our material goods and our time 
with others, we are getting increasingly edgy about 
sharing our space.

As a child I was told that the earth’s most precious 
bounty was gold. As a teenager I heard that it was oil 
and we were in a crisis because we couldn’t get enough 
of it at a reasonable price anymore. More recently 
I heard that the most valued commodity is ink, but 
increasingly it’s the space around us. 

Living in London turned me into a space monster. 
I have recently moved to Oxford but the pressures of 
overcrowding in London stay with me. When I jump 
into a swimming pool I still eye the other swimmers 
aggressively in case they threaten my chance of getting 
a lane of water to myself. 

Although I have moved fifty miles up the road from 
the capital, where there are no parking controls, I still 
get into a panic about parking although I always find a 
space somewhere. When I first learned to drive in the 
1980s, putting your Escort XR3i with go-faster stripes 
into the the British Liberal’s substitute for ‘New Every 
Morning’ Shoe Lane Stacker for £20 a day was a sign 
of success. Perhaps it’s still there now. I don’t know. I 
gave up driving into the centre of London years ago, 
but I can remember when it was quite possible. As hard 
pressed London councils began to use parking fines to 
raise their revenue, the cost of owning a car in the city 
became ridiculous, and there was always a temptation 
to leave it outside and take a bus anyway, as losing 
one’s parking place could be a disaster.

 In the supermarket I still feel huffy if the person 
behind me at the till moves into my space as I am 

Standing	Room	Only
Penelope	Fawcett	Hulme
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Conservative	Classic	—	58	
The Winslow Boy Terence Rattigan
Mark	Mawby

No matter what the Ukippers may tell you, the 
greatest problem our country faces today isn’t 
foreigners. The Conservatives haven’t got it 

right, either, by going on about balancing the books, 
and nor have Labour by focusing on the NHS, which 
we all know is pretty hopeless and always will be, no 
matter what.

Our nation’s problem is a lot more fundamental. 
She has lost her sense of identity and is a country 
unable to define herself. She is like 
a rather grand old lady in a hospital 
ward being asked her name by an 
officious doctor and all she can do 
is peer back at him, mystified and 
dumb. 

How many of  us have not dithered 
when we are asked to give our 
country of origin on immigration 
forms: do we write United Kingdom, 
England or Britain, or dare we go for 
what now seems the rather nostalgic 
Great Britain, if not, of course, 
a more specific region such as 
Scotland, Northern Ireland or Wales?

If we are going to be patriotic – and doing this normally 
results in our neighbours writing us off as either fascists 
or nutters or both – do we hoist the Union Jack or the 
St George’s Cross? British Airways – the so-called flag 
carrier – found the quandary so hard to address that it 
resorted to its notorious ‘ethnic tailfins’ that so appalled 
Margaret Thatcher.

house them all, even if this leads to a lowering of 
living standards for everyone apart from the very rich, 
men as wealthy as the people traffickers in Africa. 
The depletion of our national resources, such as the 
NHS, social welfare and remaining green spaces in 
the countryside will follow. Eventually over-crowding 
caused by mass immigration could lead to the crashing 
of our civilisation itself, which first attracted the crowds 
to come here and share with us. These great, restless 
crowds bring with them their own inbuilt entropy. 

There can be no solution to this because we are 
all now protecting different things. There can be no 
national plan as the idea of a nation has faded or been 

deliberately rubbed out. As an older national NIMBY 
I want to preserve the England that I knew, where it 
was possible to park in town and walk about in the 
countryside without seeing another soul. But other 
people feel able to share the bits I want to save. As there 
is no consensus on who we are or what we value, and 
few people brave enough to stake a claim for national 
borders, there is no way of saving what we once had. 
Personal space, the final frontier, is growing ever more 
distant. 

Penelope Fawcett Hulme is a social commentator.

So how should we define ourselves? I would suggest 
that there exists a perfect definition of Britishness. It 
comes in what I consider to be one of the greatest pieces 
of writing we have: there is not a single unnecessary 
word, the construction of it is perfect to the extent 
of being sublime, and it is immensely moving and 
inspiring, too. The author is a man who has a natural 
and innate understanding of what it is to be British – 
although, as a product of the times in which he lived, 

he preferred to talk in terms of 
‘Englishness.’ 

The Winslow Boy is a work that 
understands Britain at her best. 
She is not a mean country and 
has an honourable tradition of 
giving asylum to people from other 
lands who need our help. She does 
not care for injustice or bullying 
anywhere. When it comes to it, she 
does not count the pennies. She may 
be slow to respond sometimes – she 
likes her routine and her sense of 
order and hierarchy, for sure – but 

on the odd occasion in history when 
it has really mattered, she has shown herself willing 
to risk everything. 

The story that Rattigan tells of Ronnie Winslow, 
the little boy who has been falsely accused of stealing 
a postal order and the father who is prepared to risk 
everything he has to defend his son’s good name, 
captures the essence of Britishness. It is based on a 

      Terence Rattigan
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true story, but Rattigan, writing the play one year into 
the Second World War, wisely overlooked some of the 
facts of the actual case brought by one Martin Archer-
Shee against Stonyhurst College in 1908. Archer-Shee, 
for instance, had more than enough funds to defend 
his son quite comfortably. Rattigan understood, as his 
country faced the full might of the Nazis, that the father 
of his piece had to be prepared to risk everything. The 
father of Rattigan’s piece had no interest in claiming 
compensation at the end, but Archer-Shee did and 
recouped every penny.

Not for the first time, the fiction is eminently more 
satisfying than the facts. The courage of the Winslow 
family in Rattigan’s book is under-stated: it keeps calm 
and carries on, true to the wartime slogan. Rattigan 
loves to confound prejudices and thus the cold and 
ruthless lawyer that the family engages in Sir Robert 
Morton (in the actual case it was Sir Edward Carson) 
turns out eventually to be an emotional and principled 
man. John Watherstone, who had seemed the ideal 
fiancé for Mr Winslow’s daughter at the beginning 
of the play, proves, by contrast, to be weak and self-
serving.

The play hasn’t always fitted in easily with the 
notions of Britishness that our governments have 
flirted with over the years and that perhaps explains 
why it has been staged and filmed all too infrequently. 
There were a couple of ancient and probably lost BBC 
productions that starred first Peter Cushing and then 
Alan Badel in the role of Sir Robert. At the height of 
Tony Blair’s power, the Chichester Festival Theatre 
put on a rather magnificent production starring the 
late Edward Hardwicke. It did not, tellingly, transfer 
to the West End. 

There have been two films: the 1948 version with 
Robert Donat as Sir Robert and Sir Cedric Hardwicke, 
the father of Edward, as the Winslow patriarch. There 
was also a 1999 version starring Jeremy Northam and 
Sir Nigel Hawthorne in the principal roles. Even David 

Mamet, adapting the work for the screen, recognised 
the less that he did to Rattigan’s words, the better it 
would be. There was, too, a somewhat miscast and 
over-emphatic 2013 Old Vic production with Henry 
Goodman and Peter Sullivan, but that’s about it. 

I hope there will be more film and stage adaptions 
to come, and I hope, too, that they will be faithful to 
the original, or at the very least preserve its spirit. We 
neglect this work at our peril. The great strength of the 
piece is that it is not simply about what an Englishman 
can do when he has his back to the wall, but it captures, 
too, the character that makes him able to do it. I think of 
a set of atmospheric photographs taken of Sir Winston 
Churchill surveying, with his wife, the damage done 
to London during the Blitz. She is looking at him with 
an expression that seems to be saying ‘darling, do you 
really know what you are doing? Is this really worth 
it?’ He is characteristically resolute. There is a look 
in his face that says simply ‘it’s bloody awful, but we 
will see this through, no matter what’.

Sir Terence communicates very well that it is a bore 
standing up for what we believe in – only a fool would 
ever relish the cost – but we know that if we sit back 
and do nothing we will yield not just our soil but our 
souls. In The Winslow Boy, it is possible to hear the 
voices of Sir Winston as well as Clemmie because these 
are the voices that always make themselves heard when 
we risk everything we have. 

There is an awareness, too, of the absurdity of 
courage that Violet, the Winslows’ trusty old maid 
communicates very well when Mr Winslow asks her 
what the newspapers are saying about the case. ‘Oh, 
about how it was a fuss about nothing and a shocking 
waste of the Government’s time,’ she replies, breezily. 
‘But how it was a good thing all the same because it 
could only happen in England…’ As I say, if we seek 
a definition of who we are, this is the piece that offers 
it, admirably. Think of it when you are next asked to 
define yourself on an immigration form.

Buckingham Palace shanty town - courtesy of 
Postcards from the Future
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Reputations	—	47	
Kenneth	Tynan
Christie	Davies

Today Kenneth Tynan is remembered as the man 
who shocked. His sex revue Oh Calcutta, his 
notoriety for being the first man to say f**k on 

television, or more likely given his bad stutter f-f-f-f-
**k, and his scabrous diaries published long after his 
death are his claim to fame.

 From the late 1940s to the mid-
1960s Tynan was Britain’s leading 
theatre critic. For much of that time 
he had a weekly column about the 
theatre in that tedious but respected 
Sunday newspaper The Observer, 
which was read avidly by all those 
just a little too far to the right to buy 
the Moscow-subsidised Daily Worker. 
Many of its pink middle class readers 
would have turned first to his vivid 
and histrionic column after the heavy 
Sundays had clunked through their 
letter box. Tynan had a wonderful gift 
with words, a good knowledge of the great classics 
of the English stage and an openness to innovation 
and he could convey his own sense of excitement or 
of disdain at a particular performance. He alternated 
between adulation and spitefulness which made him 
warm friends and angry enemies among producers and 
actors which was the key to his appeal, regardless of 
whether he was being fair and accurate. The punters 
wanted the emotions of a mob orator and the certainties 
of a high priest and they got both, often wrapped up 
in tales full of sound and fury. Tynan rapidly achieved 
his main goal in life: to be a celebrity. 

Tynan was already in celebrity training as an 
undergraduate at Oxford, where he was known for his 
flamboyant and expensive clothes in odd combinations 
of bright colours that would have put Les Fauves 
(the wild beasts, a French school of painters given 
to unusual vivid colours) to shame. Before going 
to his tailor Tynan must have consulted his framed 
reproductions of Derain and Matisse. In drab post-
war Oxford, everyone else lacked the money and the 
coupons to show off so shamelessly. Tynan’s father 
was a millionaire draper, owner of Peacocks stores 
and Peacock money that paid for Tynan’s peacockery. 
He dressed like this all his life because he had to be 
noticed and talked about even if it meant being an 

absurd dandy, for he was the heterosexuals’ Oscar 
Wilde. While at Magdalen he was already writing about 
the theatre, the world of unreality and glittering prizes, 
which he wanted to join. He wanted to be a star, even 
a shooting star would do, one that whizzes across the 
heavens and then is seen no more and soon forgotten.

 Both celebrities and the writings 
of theatre critics are ephemeral. The 
play’s the thing; the performance 
exists only in the memories of those 
who saw it. I can still remember being 
captivated in my youth by Laurence 
Olivier in The Entertainer, by Sir Ian 
McKellen in Richard II and in the 
Wood Demon and by Peter Brook’s 
RSC production of Midsummer Night’s 
Dream at the Aldwych but all that 
remains is a good feeling. Why should 
I want to read the old reviews? Why 
should a younger person care about 

memories he or she cannot share? Tynan’s greatest 
coup was his recognition of John Osborne as a great 
new talent after the first production of Look Back in 
Anger in 1956. He was right. Osborne’s plays are still 
performed and admired. 

I agree that Look Back in Anger is likely to remain 
a minority taste. What matters, however, is the size 
of the minority. I estimate it at roughly 6,733,000, 
which is the number of people in this country between 
the ages of 20 and 30. 

Tynan’s greatest weakness as a theatre critic was 
that he had neither knowledge nor understanding of 
anything other than the theatre and this severely limited 
what he could say. His status as a critic made him a 
celebrity and entitled him to comment on the real world 
of politics and economics, which he treated as a kind of 
theatre in which gesture was all and impulsive feeling 
did not need to be supported by careful reasoning or 
anything as vulgar as a fact. Living in Luvvielandia, 
Tynan’s ideal society was a National Theatre with an 
infinite budget, no censorship and free tickets.

In 1955 Tynan returned to his Paris hotel after seeing 
a production of Brecht and told his first wife ‘I have 
seen Mother Courage and I am a Marxist’. There 
are many stupid reasons for becoming a Marxist but 

Kenneth Tynan
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few are quite as inane as this one. Hilton Kramer, the 
founder of The New Criterion, said of this incident: ‘In 
an almost literal sense, politics became another branch 
of theatre for him’. Political economy was for Tynan a 
mere matter of style and taste, of posture and gesture, 
to be judged in the same way as a play. Because he 
worshipped Brecht as a master craftsman of the theatre, 
he was unable to understand the nasty implications of 
his plays’ political messages or of the playwright’s 
Marxist ideology. Tynan was quite unable to see that 
the economic moral Brecht derived from Tynan’s 
beloved Caucasian Chalk Circle, in the final song 
‘whatever there is shall go to those who are good for 
it’ was the perfect justification for the Soviets’ colonial 
exploitation of their subject peoples, for driving 
herdsmen off their pastures with great slaughter, as in 
Kazakhstan, upon whom they unleashed commissar 
agronomists. 

But what did Tynan know about reality? When he 
was in Cuba basking in the glorious sun of Castro’s 
great socialist revolution, he was invited by the local 
executioner to come to the ‘festivities’, the joyous 
shooting of some hapless teenagers. An angry and 
alarmed Tynan hurled stuttering abuse at the poor 
man, who after all was only doing his job, and 
ran away. It never occurred to him to ask why this 
regime was so given to murder and torture. He never 
understood the East Germany that he visited so often 
to see the Berliner Ensemble do Brecht and he thought 
Communist Czechoslovakia would be just fine once 
they stopped censoring plays. Meanwhile Brezhnev 
was waiting in the wings. ‘Material forces, Comrade 
Tynan, that is the message of Marx.’

Many have wondered why Tynan was so desperate 
to be a celebrity and so absorbed by the theatre to the 
exclusion of all else. The answer lies in his family 
background. Tynan was the son of Alderman Sir 
Peter Peacock JP of Warrington, a wealthy self-made 
businessman living apart from his wife and five 
children, and Rose Tynan, an unmarried, working class 
woman. Sir Peter lived a double life. Every Monday he 
would travel in his chauffeur-driven car to Warrington 
in Lancashire to look after his main business and to 
sit on the bench as a magistrate. Every Wednesday he 
would return to Birmingham where he lived with Rose 
and our Ken, called himself Peter Tynan and conducted 
other business interests under that name. When Tynan 
was born in 1927, he was given his mother’s surname 
but also the middle name Peacock, the real name of 
his father. Peacock by name…

Tynan spent his whole life trying to escape from his 
inglorious and stigmatized origins as the illegitimate 
son of dull provincial parents. He wanted to become a 

splendid somebody and to lose himself in the fantasy 
world of the theatre where nothing is real. As the 
product of a secret sexual relationship, he wanted 
to make all sex public. Hence his blurting out on 
television the vulgar word for the act itself. Hence too 
his sex revue called Oh Calcutta, from Oh quel cul tu 
as, Oh what an arse you have, originally the punning 
title of a nude painting by the surrealist Camille Clovis 
Trouille, known in his native France as the ‘angel of 
bad taste’.

John Osborne was to satirize Tynan in his play The 
End of Me Old Cigar as ‘Hindle Nates … a famous 
ex-boy wonder from Oxford… He has been trying to 
cultivate style ever since he was seen wearing lilac 
knickers and a top hat on Magdalen Bridge on his way 
to the Union reading Marx in a loud falsetto.’ 

 Many wrongly thought Tynan was gay, mainly 
because of his love of brightly coloured trousers. 
However, in his insightful recent memoir Brief Lives 
that great admonitory upholder of traditional morality 
and propriety, Paul Bede Johnson, shocked by Tynan’s 
deviant sexual preferences, has magisterially set the 
record straight: ‘Tynan was not homosexual, as many 
surmised. Far from it. He was keen on girls – very 
keen – but his interest was spanking and caning’. This 
intimate revelation by the great rubicund moralist 
was not betraying a confidence, for this particular 
interest and activity is mentioned many times in 
Tynan’s Diaries which were published posthumously 
in 2001. Tracey, Tynan’s daughter by his first marriage, 
described the diaries that he had written in his later 
years as ‘his crowning achievement’. 

His diaries can bear comparison with James 
Boswell’s London Journal 1762-1763. Both are pieces 
of self-exposure and confessions of venality that lie 
outside our usual knowledge of other people. In each 
case the author’s willingness to expose his own folly 
and weakness captures our imagination. People dip 
into the diaries of Samuel Pepys, Victor Klemperer or 
Alan Clark to get an insight into the times in which they 
lived, but they are soon reading on for less scholarly 
reasons. Many things that are not revealed to the public 
or to a person’s family and friends are there in the 
diaries. Degrading and embarrassing moments that 
are usually suppressed from the mind altogether are 
unthinkingly but indelibly recorded. Tynan’s were the 
last outrageous revelations of a great narcissist and the 
only masterpiece he could ever have produced.

back to contents
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Schubert’s	Winter	Journey
Anatomy	of	an	Obsession	–	Ian	Bostridge
Michael	Simison

The late English tenor, Sir Peter Pears, described 
Winterreise as the ‘cycle of an old man’. It is 
not, however, a purely personal history which 

it encapsulates but, as Ian Bostridge demonstrates, a 
far more expansive form of history. As this inherited 
history cannot be eascaped, ‘we can instead understand 
it’. Schubert’s Winter Journey is such an attempt to 
understand one of the greatest song cycles. It flits 
effortlessly between the personal, the historical and 
the biographical; the linguistic and the literary. 

Joseph von Spaun, one of Schubert’s closest friends, 
wrote that for some time Schubert had been ‘very 
upset and melancholy’. He revealed the cause of 
this misery when, in January 1828, he convened his 
circle of friends in order to sing for them a ‘cycle of 
horrifying songs’ from the poetry of Wilhelm Müller. 
He accompanied himself at a small piano, his voice 
‘full of emotion’. Upon finishing his recital the only 
song which appealed to those gathered to listen was Der 
Lindenbaum (The Linden Tree). They felt the rest had 
been thoroughly mournful and gloomy yet Schubert 
declared that ‘I like these songs more than all the rest, 
and you will come to like them as well’. Winterreise 
has since come to be recognised as one of the finest 
examples of German Lieder.  

Each of the twenty-four songs is allocated its own 
chapter but Bostridge makes clear in the introduction 
that the book is not intended as an extended musical 
analysis; he being an historian by training, becoming 
a professional tenor only later in his life, not a 
musicologist. Consequently, rather than each chapter 
being a cadence by cadence account of the music it 
is a broad exploration of the song which seeks to aid 
understanding of the piece as whole. 

The first song, Gute Nacht, opens with the lines: 
‘Fremd bin ich eingezogen,/Fremd zieh ich wieder 
aus’ (‘I came a stranger, I depart a stranger’). These 
two lines could be bookends for the cycle as whole. It 
is the concept of alienation, of separation from society 
and loneliness which predominate in Winterreise. The 
narrator drifts through a snowy, frozen landscape; his 
tears solidify in the bitter air whilst his heart remains 
frozen beneath the glaciers. This emotional paralysis 
which anaesthetises his sorrow is occasionally 

broken when he dreams of spring and happiness 
(Frühlingstraum) and awakes to find such happiness 
can only be an illusion. ‘Wann grünt ihr Blätter am 
Fenster?’ (When will you turn green, leaves on the 
window?’) he asks of the ice flowers which have 
crystallised upon the windowpane. No thaw comes, 
however, and he continues to wander, finally coming 
across one of the cycle’s most famous figures, Der 
Leiermann, or ‘Hurdy-Gurdy Man’ in the last song; the 
musically unaccomplished beggar ‘who grinds away as 
best he can’ on the mechanical, simplistic sound box. 

Schubert had suffered from syphilis from 1822 and 
his personal isolation resulting from his disease would 
have caused him to sympathise with the character 
in Müller’s poems. He felt the disease had not just 
immeasurably shortened his life but robbed him of 
the brief life he had left. ‘Imagine a man’ he wrote 
‘whose most brilliant hopes have perished, to whom 
the happiness of love and friendship have nothing to 
offer but pain’ and whose enthusiasm ‘for all things 
beautiful threatens to disappear’. He died aged just 
31 in November 1828. In his last days he continued 
to correct the proofs of Winterreise for publication. 
The narrator’s struggle through an inhospitable 
environment which offers neither joy nor relief is not 
far removed from Schubert. 

Out of the continuing narrative of despondency and 
despair, Bostridge elucidates the European landscape 
from which it emerged. The Biedermeier period 
following the Napoleonic Wars was one of peace but 
repression in central Europe; Metternich’s ‘Carlsbad 
Decrees’ had sacked liberal professors from the 
universities and instigated far-reaching censorship. 
Artists had to be careful to stay on the right side 
of the censors yet Schubert often was quite happy 
to transgress. A number of his operas were altered 
so as to be fit for publication and one, Der Graf 
von Gleichen, was banned outright. This particular 
historical tangent is drawn out from a seemingly 
innocuous line in the tenth song, Rast (Rest): ‘In the 
cramped house of a charcoal burner/I found refuge’. 
A charcoal burner or ‘eines Köhlers’ in fact refers to 
the ‘Carbonari’, an Italian revolutionary group fighting 
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An	English	Artist
Jane	Kelly
Dulwich	College	Gallery

It’s quite hard to believe now that the English were 
once so united in love of their little country that they 
were prepared to face down a cruel enemy, putting 

everything they had as individuals into 
the struggle, even their artistic talents. 
Eric Ravilious pitted his watercolours 
against the Nazis and his paintings still 
make a stirring, moving show at the 
Dulwich Picture Gallery. 

The exhibition focuses on his 
watercolours: over eighty are on 
show, including rarely seen works from 
private collections. In fact Ravilious 
is usually invisible. Tate Britain and 
other galleries which hold his work 
treat him as a non-person, and most 
contemporary curators see him as 
unashamedly pastoral, dangerously 
nostalgic about the country we’ve 
thrown away since the war. 

This rare display of his work begins in 1930 with a 
portrait of his friend the artist Edward Bawden. At the 
time Ravilious was, with Rex Whistler and Bawden, 
a lover of Victoriana, rococo mirrors, busts of Queen 

against the Hapsburg regime. Isolation consequently 
takes on a political rather than purely personal aspect. 
Underlying meanings, such as this, which could well 
go otherwise unnoticed, are woven into a book which, 
in spite of its wide remit, holds together exquisitely. 
The breadth of reading which Bostridge brings to 
his study of Winterreise is remarkable. In less than 
five pages he moves from Schopenhauer’s World as 
Will and Representation to succinctly distilling the 
work of molecular biologist Graham Cairns-Smith 
and his theories of ‘abiogenesis’. Such leaps between 
disciplines do not seem forced or merely ostentatious 
erudition, but entirely natural in an attempt to 
understand the song cycle. 

One interesting biographical snippet from Schubert’s 
life was that in 1816 Schubert applied for a post of 
music master in Laibach (now Ljubljana, the capital 
of Slovenia). His application was supported by a 
testimonial from his teacher, the much-mythologized 

rival of Mozart, Salieri. He was rejected. How 
hindsight allows us to mock the bureaucrats of the past. 

The book itself has been carefully crafted. Each 
chapter opens with the words of that song alongside a 
translation by Bostridge himself. Throughout, paintings 
which are referred to in the text are reproduced with 
great clarity and poems reprinted in full so that the 
reader is not constantly being sent to Google to try 
and decode otherwise obscure references. Schubert’s 
Winter Journey is an attempt to understand not just 
the text of Winterreise but the various strands, both 
explicit and implicit, which it comprises. The result 
is scholarly yet greatly enjoyable and it is difficult to 
imagine it being surpassed. 

Schubert’s Winter Journey, Anatomy of an Obsession, 
Ian Bostridge, Faber & Faber, 2014, £20.

Michael Simison is a musician.

Alexandra, and wood engravings. There was a deep 
nostalgia there which many English people still share, 
but he was saved from the twee by his original use of 

watercolour and skill as a draughtsman. 
He used colour more as a strong bright 
glaze for a witty illustration than a 
delicate artistic medium. His tutor at 
the Royal College of Art was Paul 
Nash, already famous for his haunting 
images of Great War devastation. 
Like Nash, Ravilious was an English 
modernist making square, flat images 
and unexpected shapes, playing with 
perspective, detail not decorative but 
creating an uneasy hyper-reality. 

In watercolour and pencil he shows 
us an England which he probably knew 
was disappearing fast. The Butcher’s 
Shop, 1937, and his interiors, mostly 
painted on site, look simple but are 

meticulously composed with lines and angles subtly 
distorted to make us look twice without knowing quite 
why. His cottage bedrooms, painted in the Sussex 
Downs, with their neat beds, patterned wall paper and 

back to contents
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Roy	Kerridge

Those who blame immigrants for not integrating 
do not realise how difficult it is to be a stranger 
in a strange land. My maternal grandparents 

were immigrants from the continent; my mother came 
to England as a small child. I was born in England, but 
I still haven’t got the hang of it.

My Danish grandmother believed that places in 
Oxford were openly bought, not earned by exams, 
and blamed my grandfather for not paying for my 
idiot uncle to go there. A Jamaican friend, equally 
education conscious, thought that one child out of every 
family was entitled to a good education – Oxford. An 
Indian friend believed that the government provided 
free boarding schools for all children, a belief based 
on a workmate’s experience of having his children 
taken into care. I believed that social class was a 
matter of personal choice, and had myself registered 
at the Labour Exchange as ‘unskilled labourer,’ a 
classification that has followed me down the years.

empty chairs, look like rooms we’ve always wanted, or 
think we remember from childhood. His greenhouses, 
painted in Firle, East Sussex, show cyclamen and 
tomatoes standing in serried rows in their red pots, 
English clarity and whimsy combine delightfully but 
the play of shapes and angles gives the paintings a 
peculiar energy. Despite the fact that he rarely painted 
people, his work leaves a sense that something is about 
to happen, for good or ill. 

Perhaps his best known painting is Tea at Furlongs, 
1939, showing a simple tea laid out and ready for people 
to appear. He was, he said, inordinately fond of tea. A 
year later, Train Landscape, now in Aberdeen, showed 
a fleeting view of a still, timeless landscape from a train 
window but slightly crooked, odd and disconcerting. 

The public also know him for his landscapes showing 
ancient landmarks cut out of chalk, such as The Westbury 
Horse, and The Wilmington Giant, 1939, now in the 
V & A, a painting built up with a dry brush in layers of 
pattern, the giant framed by vicious-looking modern 
barbed wire. From an English provincial context he 
created a disturbing world where everything valued is 
subtly threatened. 

The exhibition deliberately makes no distinction 
between his peace and war paintings because the 
curator, James Russell, thinks his work did not change 
during the war, just became more confident. He was 

appointed as an official War Artist in 1939 and bought 
the same attention to detail and delicate strangeness 
to all his subjects, whether an antique biplane painted 
in the 1930s, Bathing Machines at Aldeburgh, or an 
Arctic Convoy passing an Island, painted in the Firth 
of Forth in 1941.

Painting the English imperilled by dangerous work 
in machine shops and submarines, or dropping asleep 
still working at 3am, he became almost journalistic; 
showing us who came later, electric light illuminating 
wall maps, a teleprinter in the newly established ‘Home 
Security Control Room’ deep under Whitehall. Like his 
great contemporary, Stanley Spencer who was at that 
time painting in the Glasgow ship yards, everything he 
painted, human and inanimate, looks strangely present 
and charged. 

When he had a show at The Tooth Gallery in London 
in 1942, critics found his work magical and mystical. 
It sometimes pointed to an England he thought would 
come when war was over. Of course he never saw it. In 
1941 he joined the RAF as a war artist. He loved aircraft 
and began sketching from the air. He died aged 39, on 
an air-sea rescue mission when his plane went missing 
over Iceland a year later. 

Exhibition from April 1-August 31st. 

Immigrant attitudes seem to follow a pattern. The 
immigrant settles down with the help of others from 
the same homeland, and becomes extremely optimistic, 
believing himself to be nearly a true Englishman. His 
children speak in the local English accent and enjoy 
crisps, telly and pop music – British values. But 
the next generation, the immigrants’ grandchildren, 
suddenly feel foreign. They realise that English people 
of long inheritance do not regard them as English. Not 
knowing much about their particular Old Country, 
such young people often become wildly patriotic to 
an idealised version of this homeland, their accent and 
manners become ‘foreign’, almost a caricature of their 
grandparents’ ways.

Youngsters of Jamaican background used to run away 
to Brixton if they did not live there already, regarding 
it as a Black Homeland. Now youngsters of Pakistani 
background are running away to Syria to become 
terrorists. You would expect them to run to Jamaica 
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or Pakistan. Idealists love war and in Brixton they 
believed a civil war between youths and police was 
going on, but in Syria there is a real war, an apparent 
attempt to fill the void left by the unfortunate abolition 
of the Ottoman Empire.

I once upon a time felt supremely English. I toured 
the entire country and studied folk customs. Eventually 
I wrote a long novel, fortunately unpublished, about 
life in a Sussex village. At Christmas I had my hero 
and his family, grandchildren of the local thatcher, 
light up the Christmas tree and dance round it hand 
in hand, singing carols. Didn’t everyone do this? It 
appeared not. My sister bitterly reproached my mother 
for Christmas in this way, apparently no one danced. 
The highlight of an English Christmas apparently is 
going into the front room and seeing presents laid out 
beneath the tree. I was nearly forty but I had not heard 
of such a thing before.

Rebellious grandsons of Jamaican immigrants often 
joined the Rastafarian cult. This cult was so picturesque 
and anti-Christian that English people themselves 

romanticised Rastas and regarded them as true 
Jamaicans. How happy the English were to discover 
that Jamaicans were completely foreign and outlandish, 
and had no desire to become English themselves. Like 
all such cults Rastafarianism eventually dwindled 
away.

Percy French, the Anglo-Irish songwriter, author of 
many supposedly old Irish folksongs, made a similar 
mistake in his wonderful ballad, Abdul the Bulbul 
Amir. Tsar Petrovich too, in his spectacles blue… he 
wrote, evidently regarding blue tinted spectacles as the 
sign of a true Russian. Such glasses were only worn by 
young Nihilists, the revolutionaries who tried to topple 
the Tsar – just as Rastas hoped to topple Christian 
Jamaica. Abdul the Bulbul Amir, which was one of 
Percy French’s first songs, was never copyrighted. 
Few people know who wrote it, so it has become a 
real folksong. The only way to write a folk song is to 
compose a ditty and wait for a hundred years. After 
that time, if people are still singing it and no one knows 
who wrote it, you will have succeeded.

ETERNAL	LIFE

In summer I think of my native county of 
Yorkshire and of the Dales. The pale, sparse 
grass and shadows of the cloud racing over it: the 

intricate ribbon of dry stone walling: grey but turned 
a brilliant white when the 
stones catch the sun, the 
sheep and the new lambs. 
Now what are we to make 
of Our Lord’s statement, I 
am the Good Shepherd. We 
think that’s plain enough. 
The New Testament was 
written in Greek, so it’s 
only right to go back to 
the original text. Let’s look 
first at the word good. But 
the original Greek doesn’t 
say what we would expect. 
You might expect good ο 
αγαθοs but, when you look 
in St John’s gospel, it doesn’t say ο αγαθοs, it says 
ο καλοs. The first meaning of this word is beautiful. 
So here we have Jesus, the Beautiful Shepherd.

Then we find that the Greek word for beautiful is 
a form of the old Hebrew word for beautiful. This 
word is Yapheh which was used to describe David. 
David was a shepherd. Jesus says he is the shepherd. 

David was a king. Jesus 
is the King. David was 
born in Bethlehem. Jesus 
was born in Bethlehem. 
Jesus is of the house 
and lineage of David. 
David was the deliverer 
of his people by slaying 
the giant Goliath. Jesus 
delivers his people by his 
death and resurrection. 
David killed Goliath 
with five stones. Jesus 
delivers us by the five 
wounds of the Cross. 
David was renowned for 

his beauty. So when Jesus makes this comparison of 
himself with David, he is not only making a moral 
comparison with the good shepherd David (good) 

back to contents
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but an aesthetic comparison (beautiful). I must 
stop trying to work all this out and instead look at 
Michelangelo’s statue of David. With that picture in 
your mind, think of Christ.

So what Christ the man gives us in himself is not 
just the expression of goodness, but of beauty. Now 
I begin to glimpse things that are too obscure for 
me. I think I can see why the original line When I 
survey the wondrous cross where the young prince 
of glory died was changed by the editors to on which 
the prince of glory died – because the original young 
was considered too erotic. And here is something 
perfectly captivating. Towards the end of the first 
century, about the same time as St John’s Gospel, the 
most popular book in Christendom was published. 
Everybody read it. It was The Pilgrim’s Progress 
of its day, The Shepherd of Hermas. Among other 
prominent fathers and scholars, St Irenaeus wanted 
it to be put in the New Testament, but he was voted 
down. The content was too sensual.

But, try as you might, you cannot avoid it: morality 
and aesthetics, the good and the beautiful, fertility 
and sacrifice are eternally bound up together: the 
wondrous cross where the young Prince of Glory 
died. Good and beautiful. αγαθοs and καλοs. And 
let’s not forget that other pairing of words: αγαπη  
and qanatos – love and death.

So do you still think the parable of the Good 
Shepherd was a simple tale for ignorant Galilean 
peasants? Shepherding is universal, the Greek word 
for sheep is προβατα. Think of testimony, θανατο 
– a promise.

In the ancient world, shepherding was the preferred 
preparation for kingship. If you could show you 
could look after sheep, you might just be the right 
stuff to look after men. And where Jesus lived the 
ancient Canaanite religion every year sacrificed, in 
ritual, the shepherd-king. This was a mythological 
re-enactment, of course. Whereas Jesus was the 
shepherd-king who really died and rose for us in 
the day-to-day realm of fact and history. All this 
is understood, only a few years after Good Friday, 
and written down explicitly in the New Testament 
Epistle to the Hebrews:

Now the God of peace which brought again 
from the dead our Lord Jesus, that great 
Shepherd of the sheep through the blood of 
the everlasting covenant...

And what was the blood of the everlasting 
covenant? It was that painted, in the form of a cross, 
on the doors of the Israelites at the Exodus from 

Egypt at what became known as Passover. And 
Christ’s blood was poured out for us, according to 
St John on the fifteenth day of Nisan – the Feast of 
the Passover.

David the shepherd-king wrote The Lord is my 
shepherd... he leadeth me by still waters... yea though 
I walk through the valley of the shadow of death...It is 
Jesus who is Lord, who leads us out of the valley of 
death and the still waters are the waters of baptism, 
bursting from the font which is the everlasting stony 
replica of Christ’s sepulchre. For our baptism is a 
baptism into his death, so that we may rise with him 
in his resurrection.

This shepherd and his sheep have to bear a great 
deal of significance. The shepherd is said to own the 
sheep, to defend them against predators, to care for 
them. And to lay down his life for them.

Shepherd is the title given to Tammuz, the god of 
the moon who was said to be shepherd to the stars. 
In the ancient world this shepherd was, after his 
dismemberment, the conductor of souls to paradise. 
Christ on the cross says to the thief: This day shalt 
thou be with me in paradise. Remember Christ was 
welcomed by the shepherds under the stars at the 
first Christmas.

If we think all this is very complicated, I am 
not even scratching the surface. For, by a sublime 
paradox of our faith Jesus is not only the Good 
Shepherd but also the Lamb of God.

But in all these things, in the matter of the deepest 
truth, we are not dealing with explanations but with 
the interplay of images. For the word is made flesh 
and this means that our truths are not theoretical but 
tangible. You are not invited to supply a professorial 
discourse but to put your fingers into the wounds in 
his hands and his side. 

So what does it all mean, this whole realm of the 
Good Shepherd? There are unbreakable connections 
between the natural world and the kingdom; between 
kingship and pastoralia – shepherding – care; 
between creation, fecundity, eroticism and sacrifice. 
And these things are not theoretical, not propositions 
of morals or politics. They are all contained in the 
one person who said:

I am the Beautiful Shepherd.

Peter Mullen is a retired Church of England Priest 
and writer.

back to contents
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Dr Gary Glubb scanned his article one last time 
and then pasted it into his email and pressed 
send. And it was with warm satisfaction 

that he read it again the next day in the newspaper; 
indeed, in Britain’s most progressively misanthropic 
of newspapers, imbued not with a jovial relish for 
what man is, but an earnest faith in what he yet might 
be – given a little prodding here and there. 

Only two days’ later, thanks to the article, he was on 
the panel of the BBC’s most combative and exhilarating 
current affairs programme, being grilled by the eminent 
host and rather enjoying it. If this was what it meant to 
be a media don, it could rather appeal to him. 

‘Are you seriously suggesting, Dr Glubb, that even 
our gardening programmes are riddled with, as you 
call it, “poisonous, unconscious racist terminology, 
based on a primitive terror of the alien and the Other”?’

‘Yes I am.’ His voice sounded crisp, confident in his 
own ears. ‘Gardening discourse is filled with terms like 
native species, alien invaders, and more worrying still, 
a constant urging to root out and eliminate those which 
are non-native. Because they are taking over, pushing 
out the native species – which for some unspecified 
reason, are valued more highly.’

‘They’re more local ones,’ said Ted. 
‘Ted?’ said the host. 
Ted gathered himself. Dr Glubb waited patiently. Ted 

was some so-called wildlife expert from some racist 
backwater in Lincolnshire or somewhere. The other 
members of the panel were a fat, alcoholic, supposedly 
funny right-wing columnist called Roy Licker, brought 
on in the interests of balance, and Mercy Ogumboh, the 
large, beaming, much-loved Labour MP for Tottenham. 
It was true that in a recent interview she had appeared 
to be unable to say who the Foreign Secretary was, 
and there was some business to do with a missing 
£100,000 grant in her constituency; but nevertheless 
she was much loved. 

‘The local ones,’ said Ted, ‘are what the bees like. I 
mean, they like Himalayan balsam too, but that’s an 
invader, I spent all summer clearing it out of our river. 
But that’s not racist, I got nothing against Himalayans 
as such.’

‘What do you mean by Himalayans?’ snapped 

Dr Glubb. ‘Tibetans, Indians, Nepalese – there are 
dozens of different ethnic groups who live in the 
Himalayas, yet you lump them all together in one 
single, amorphous mass of ‘foreigners,’ in a way that 
is itself, frankly, more than a little racist.’

‘I didn’t mean that,’ muttered Ted, but he was 
drowned out by applause for Dr Glubb’s salient 
point from the live audience. The audience for this 
programme was generally pretty sound. 

Mercy Ogumboh applauded as well and glared at 
Ted. 

Ted began to sweat profusely. His mate Jim had said 
it was a mistake to go on telly. ‘You might as well 
stick a skewer up your arse and roast yourself, Ted,’ 
he’d said. 

‘So,’ said the host – David Fairtrade – ‘how should 
we be talking about these so-called alien species? And 
what should we be doing about them?’

‘Welcome them with open arms,’ slurred Roy Licker. 
‘Give ’em council housing and free medical treatment, 
same as all the others.’

The audience gasped. 
Mercy Ogumboh folded her arms. ‘That is disgosting.’
‘Yes, Roy,’ said David, leaping gallantly to her 

defence, ‘satire by all means, but let’s not be offensive.’
‘Talking of which,’ said Dr Glubb, reaching for a 

piece of paper – this was his masterstroke, he was 
sure – ‘here is a quote from a column Roy Licker wrote 
only two weeks ago.’

‘Don’t remember it,’ said Roy. ‘Ancient history.’
Dr Glubb read, ‘They’re noisy, colourful, aggressive, 

they upset the neighbours, breed like mad and they 
drive out the natives. I’d take a shotgun to them and 
wipe out the lot. Yes, I’m talking about the menace of 
the African parakeets that have now taken up residence 
in London’s elegant Kensington Gardens. Now how’s 
that for racism?’

‘That is rather shocking,’ said David Fairtrade.
‘But they’re parakeets,’ said Ted. ‘You can’t be racist 

about parakeets. Only about people.’
‘It’s ironic,’ said Roy Licker, belching softly. 
‘Irony,’ said Dr Glubb, ‘is the mask the English 

always put on when expressing the most unacceptable 
opinions or making the crudest generalisations. This is 

Story	Time
‘Squirreled	Away’	
Christopher	Hart
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far too serious a subject for irony. This is about people’s 
lives – and deaths.’

‘And parakeets’, said Ted. ‘Deaths, I mean.’
He really was a bumpkin. What was he even doing on 

this panel? Sometimes, thought Dr Glubb, the BBC’s 
policy of inclusiveness went too far. 

Mercy Ogumboh said, ‘And what about the black 
squirrels?’

‘You mean the melanistic squirrels?’ said David 
Fairtrade. 

‘I mean the black ones. They are shooting them now. 
Saying they are not native. It makes my blood run cold.’

‘Just to be clear,’ said David, ‘these are grey 
squirrels that have mutated, for reasons we don’t quite 
understand, and now appear very dark, even black. 
And those who want to re-establish red squirrels have 
started to cull them, along with the greys.’

‘It is racism,’ said Mercy Ogumboh, ‘pure and 
simple. Just like the slave trade.’

The audience applauded loudly. 
‘Dr Glubb – a final word from you?’
Be pithy, he thought. Be memorable. ‘Absolutely,’ 

he said. ‘This moral panic about black squirrels, and 
this barbaric extermination policy, is akin to our 
stigmatising of black teenagers. As if they were all 
muggers or something.’

‘I’ve been mugged by squirrels,’ slurred Roy Licker. 
But David was wrapping it up, thanking the panel 

members, and the show was over. 
The producer told Dr Glubb that he had been brilliant. 

‘Between you and I,’ she said, ‘you were the best one 
on it.’

Dr Glubb glowed. 
He was still glowing when he got out of the BBC car 

at the end of his one-way street and set off walking the 
last fifty yards to his flat. 

He was just walking under the last plane tree, fishing 
for his door keys, when a six-foot squirrel stepped out 
from behind it and blocked his path. Its eyes gleamed 
yellow, but other than that it was a pure and glossy 
black from top to toe. 

It was such a realistic costume that he couldn’t help 
but laugh. ‘Wow,’ he said, ‘now that’s pretty good. 
You gave me quite a start. What joker’s behind this?’

‘No talkin’, bruv. Just hand it over. I want your cash, 
your iPod and your trainers.’

The chap in the squirrel costume spoke a perfect 
street-London patois. It was very funny. 

‘These trainers?’ said Dr Glubb cheerfully. ‘Are you 
quite sure?’

The squirrel glanced down at Dr Glubb’s cheap old 
plimsolls. As his eyes moved they caught the sodium 
streetlight on their lenses, those big yellow eyes, and 

the eminent sociologist had to admit, the whole thing 
really was extraordinarily realistic. And when the 
squirrel spoke, somehow the muscles in his throat 
actually moved, and his jaws, and he could see flecks 
of saliva in the corners of its mouth. The huge incisors 
too were bright and wet. 

‘OK, forget the trainers,’ said the squirrel. ‘Just hand 
the rest over.’

‘I have to say,’ said Dr Glubb, ‘this outfit must have 
cost you a fortune. Where did you get it? Is this an art 
thing? Are we being filmed?’

For a moment, something like amusement flickered 
in the squirrel’s eyes. ‘Not the first time someone’s 
thought this was a costume,’ he said. ‘Now hand me 
all your shit or there’s gonna be grief.’

And he stepped nearer. 
Glossy black, over six feet tall, and those incisors, as 

long as carving knives – for a moment, despite himself, 
Dr Glubb felt a ridiculous shiver of fear. He could even 
smell the animal – the man, rather – something musky 
and woody and rank all at once. Like a forest floor in 
autumn, after rain. What was going on?

‘Last chance, bruv,’ said the squirrel, glancing rapidly 
around to make sure they were still alone. ‘I got places 
to go. Cash and iPod, now.’

‘Now just a minute,’ said Dr Glubb, ‘you’re not 
seriously suggesting – ’ 

Someone was coming. Skipping, it sounded like. 
Dr Glubb glanced back, and saw to his amazement 
another huge black squirrel, turning to race across 
the darkened street and then straight up the trunk of a 
London plane tree. 

He began to shake, and he bowed his head as if in 
defeat or supplication. The squirrel in front of him 
rose up to his full height, towering over the quailing 
grublike figure, and then he opened his jaws and closed 
them upon the learned head of Dr Gordon Glubb of 
the Sociology Department of the University of Brent. 
The eminent sociologist’s skull popped and crumbled 
into dusty fragments like the shell of a rotten hazelnut.

Christopher Hart has published nine novels, two under 
his own name and seven as William Napier, and been 
favourably reviewed by both the TLS and the Sunday 
Sport. He is also lead theatre critic and book reviewer 
for the Sunday Times.

This is a work of fiction. The characters, dialogue 
and events in this story are wholly fictional and any 
resemblance to companies and actual persons, living 

or dead, is coincidental
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Academic	Watch	
Francis	Hallinan

An alien grammar has begun to creep into 
English. Its commonest form comes in 
unusual plurals such as ‘technologies’, 

‘surgeries’, ‘electrifications,’ ‘platforming’. Copied 
from advertising the intention is to distort a sentence’s 
grammar to make the language more striking than the 
thought behind it. Some of the most arresting examples  
are to be found in the publications of American 
university departments of literature, philosophy and 
the arts; a type of pidgin English that imitates scientific 
language but is functionless, rather in the way Papuans 
on first contact with European flying machines built 
replicas out of grass in the hope they would attract the 
real thing. The ‘real thing’ is science which overtook 
philosophy about ten years ago. The gap has been 
widening ever since. 

  In 1996 Andrew Bulhak of Monash University 
devised a way of reproducing this type of academic 
gibberish using a computer. It takes words from a 
lexicon and sets them to a grammar, then swaps the 
nouns and verbs about to create sentences which 
superficially appear to make sense but are gibberish. 
The computer programme is called the Dada Engine. 
An essay produced by this machine was accepted by 
a university department for publication. You can write 
your own gibberish essay by going to: http://www.
elsewhere.org/journal/pomo/

Here is an example.

Post	textual	discourse	and	nihilism
JOHN O H PARRY

DEPARTMENT OF PEACE STUDIES, CARNEGIE-
MELLON UNIVERSITY

1. Posttextual discourse and Debordist image

In the works of Fellini, a predominant concept is the 
concept of subdeconstructive language. Bataille’s critique 
of Debordist image states that society has objective value, 
but only if nihilism is valid.‘Sexuality is unattainable,’ says 
Debord. But Foucault suggests the use of Debordist image 
to deconstruct class. An abundance of dematerialisms 
concerning not discourse, but neodiscourse exist.The 
characteristic theme of the works of Fellini is the difference 
between sexual identity and reality. Therefore, the subject 
is contextualised into a cultural socialism that includes art 
as a reality. If Debordist image holds, we have to choose 
between submodernist narrative and Debordist situation.

In a sense, Lacan promotes the use of nihilism to challenge 
capitalism. La Tournier implies that we have to choose 

between Debordist image and cultural capitalism.Therefore, 
Bataille suggests the use of the neosemantic paradigm of 
narrative to analyse and read society. Baudrillard uses 
the term ‘Debordist image’ to denote not discourse, but 
subdiscourse. In a sense, the subject is interpolated into 
a textual situationism that includes consciousness as a 
paradox. The closing/opening distinction which is a central 
theme of Fellini’s La Dolce Vita is also evident in Satyricon, 
although in a more mythopoetical sense. Thus, Lyotard uses 
the term ‘nihilism’ to denote the common ground between 
class and sexual identity. If neodialectic capitalist theory 
holds, the works of Fellini are empowering.

It could be said that Sartre promotes the use of Debordist 
image to attack class divisions. Debord’s model of post-
textual discourse holds that sexuality is part of the absurdity 
of narrativity.

2. Fellini and Debordist image

‘Sexuality is responsible for archaic, sexist perceptions of 
class,’ says Marx; however, according to Wilson, it is not 
so much sexuality that is responsible for archaic, sexist 
perceptions of class, but rather the fatal flaw, and some 
would say the collapse, of sexuality. Thus, Lacan suggests 
the use of post-textual desublimation to challenge class. 
The main theme of Drucker’s analysis of Debordist image 
is not construction as such, but neoconstruction.But the 
subject is contextualised into a constructive rationalism 
that includes consciousness as a reality. Sontag promotes 
the use of nihilism to attack class divisions. Therefore, la 
Tournier suggests that we have to choose between post-
textual discourse and modernist nihilism. The characteristic 
theme of the works of Eco is the role of the participant 
as artist.

3. Narratives of fatal flaw

In the works of Eco, a predominant concept is the 
distinction between without and within. But the subject 
is interpolated into a nihilism that includes sexuality as a 
totality. Lyotard uses the term ‘posttextual discourse’ to 
denote the defining characteristic of subcultural society. 
Thus, Derrida suggests the use of nihilism to modify and 
read sexual identity. The subject is contextualised into a 
post-textual discourse that includes truth as a paradox. 
It could be said that Sartreist existentialism states that 
discourse must come from communication, given that 
narrativity is equal to language. The subject is interpolated 
into a nihilism that includes consciousness as a reality. 
Thus, Baudrillard uses the term ‘Debordist image’ to denote 
the role of the writer as artist. The subject is contextualised 
into a nihilism that includes art as a whole.

‘The Postmodernism Generator is a computer program that 
automatically produces imitations of postmodernist writing. It 
was written in 1996 by Andrew C Bulhak of Monash University 
using the Dada Engine, a system for generating random text from 
recursive grammars.Wikipedia’ back to contents
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BOOKS

The	Birth	of	the	Western	
Conscience

Scott	Grønmark	

Inventing the Individual: The Origins of Western 
Liberalism, Larry Siedentop, Penguin, 2015, £9.99.

‘Secularism is Christianity’s gift to the world’ is the 
central argument of this magnificent work by the 
distinguished intellectual historian, Larry Siedentop. 
Given the increasing hostility directed towards 
Christians by atheists in Europe and America, 
this seems an extraordinary claim. Ever since the 
Enlightenment, conventional wisdom has taught 
that liberal secularism and Christianity are opposing 
forces locked in permanent battle. Siedentop calls 
this Europe’s ‘civil war’, because the two sides share 
the same moral roots – roots which can be traced to 
the very heart of Christianity. The problem with the 
prevailing ignorance of Christianity and secularism’s 
shared origins is that the latter has come to be identified 
with ‘non-belief, indifference and materialism’, which 
‘deprives Europe of moral authority, playing into the 
hands of those who are only too anxious to portray 
Europe as decadent and without conviction.’ 

If secularism isn’t merely a synonym for ‘non-
belief’, how should it be understood? For the author, 
its crux is ‘that belief in an underlying or moral 
equality of humans implies that there is a sphere in 
which each should be free to make his or her own 
decisions, a sphere of conscience and free action.’ The 
central value of secularism is a commitment to ‘equal 
liberty’. Human beings are rational agents who are free 
to choose and are therefore responsible for their own 
actions – actions dictated by their conscience rather 
than a blind adherence to rules, and informed by an 
understanding of natural rights and of a basic duty 
to others. This view does not only underpin liberal 
secularism, but is also ‘the central egalitarian moral 
insight of Christianity.’

On first reading, this argument smacks of sophistry, a 
Chestertonian conjuring trick whereby paradox magics 
away Christianity’s superstitions, its insistence on 
obedience to a set of moral commandments, and the 
Church’s hierarchical structure. After all, according to 

modern atheistic thinking, isn’t a belief in an all-seeing 
sky pixie who will reward or punish us after death 
simply a device whereby the rich keep the rest of us 
in line? For the pure, clear light of reason, logic and 
the concept of equality, surely we need to look beyond 
the origins of Christianity to the largely secular ancient 
Greeks and Romans or at least to the Enlightenment, 
when the process of ridding the priest-ridden world 
of stifling Christian mumbo-jumbo mercifully got 
fully under way, and the liberating concept of the self-
governing individual, the master of his fate and captain 
of his soul, truly emerged. 

In response, Siedentop argues that the ancient 
world was saturated with religion, centred mainly 
on the family (the state consisted of a collection of 
families rather than individuals), but also on one’s 
caste, tribe or city – often a mixture of all of them. 
But the family, with the paterfamilias acting in effect 
as priest, was the predominant sacral entity: it was a 
religious cult. The defining belief of the ancient world 
was in natural inequality: people and their ‘rights’ were 
defined by the roles they had been born into. Women 
and slaves had few or no rights. There was no need 
to examine one’s conscience before deciding how to 
act: one’s role decided correct behaviour – it even 
decided how one should think. The modern idea of 
the proudly self-governing individual wrestling with 
his or her conscience before deciding on a course of 
action simply wouldn’t have made any sense to our 
ancestors. That required St Paul, possibly the greatest 
revolutionary in history, to shape the religion whose 
moral teachings were to become ‘the ultimate source of 
the social revolution that has made the West what it is’.

At the heart of this new voluntary religion lay the 
concept of moral equality. Rich and poor, master and 
slave, men and women were suddenly equal in the sight 
of God: they mingled on an equal footing in the basilica 
as brothers in Christ. Christianity created a sphere in 
which nobody was constrained by their role, where 
custom and human command didn’t automatically 
hold sway. Every Christian had a direct relationship 
with God, which trumped their relationship with their 
master, chieftain, husband or father – they reported, as 
it were, direct to the boss. The individual conscience 
and the human will moved centre-stage, ultimately 
making possible the emergence of the modern concept 
of the Individual.

The notion that the modern world was born during 
the Renaissance, with its enthusiasm for the ancient 
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Dancing	the	Roger	de	Coverley

John	Jolliffe

world, is audaciously brushed aside by Siedentop, who 
argues convincingly that our concepts of the Individual 
and personal freedom – the very foundations of modern 
liberal democracies – owe far more to the 10th Century 
Cluniac reform of the monasteries, the creation of 
canon law, the growing power of city bishops, and 
the scholastic philosophising of the likes of Duns 
Scotus, Thomas Aquinas and William of Ockham 
during the early middle ages than anything created by 
the Renaissance’s fascination with the classical world. 
Whatever the church came up with in this period tended 
to serve as a template according to which the secular 
state eventually arranged its affairs.

Among other ‘modern’ advances, Siedentop traces 
the following phenomena to the medieval Church: 
the emergence of the city state; kingship; universally 
applicable laws enshrining the notion of individual 
rights; the concepts of charity and reciprocity (i.e. do 
unto others); the move away from an aristocratic to 
a democratic view of authority; and the emergence 
of representative government. He also makes a 
convincing case for the Church being responsible for 
ensuring that European feudalism, a throwback to the 
ancient world in giving local lords total control over 
the lives of their ‘subjects’, lasted for a relatively short 
time: the scholastics made a distinction between the 
right of ownership and the right to rule. The forging of a 
relationship between kings and their subjects, modelled 
on that between the Pope and his flock, resulted in 
increased freedom for the lower orders.

As for claims that the Enlightenment made us what 
we are, Siedentop is unimpressed: for instance, the 
separation of church and state and the creation of a 
secular space where people of different faiths, or none,  
can socialize and do business is, he believes, the result 
of Christian thinking. It is partly this concept of a 
secular space that makes our relationship with Islam 
so fraught: unlike Christians, most Muslims ultimately 
don’t accept the concept of a secular state. (It’s galling 
when a certain type of rabidly atheistic liberal-leftist 
habitually sides with Islam against Christianity, the 
religion which gave birth to secularism.) 

President Obama used a so-called National Prayer 
Breakfast earlier this year to warn Christians not 
to ‘get on a high horse’ when judging the horrors 
perpetrated by Islamic extremists, inevitably citing the 
Crusades and the Inquisition as examples of Christian 
wickedness. It’s odd to hear an American President 
openly express such hostility to a religion he professes 
to follow. European anti-clericalism can be explained 
by the historical presence of a monolithic church and an 
aristocracy, which became identified with it, but, absent 
either of these, ‘Americans instinctively grasped the 
moral symmetry between secularism, with its prized 

civil liberty, and Christianity, accepting that secularism 
identifies a necessary condition of authentic belief.’ 

How refreshing to read a work of profound 
scholarship which essentially urges Christians to 
get back on their high horse and recognize that their 
religion, whatever its faults, created the modern secular 
state and that its values are worth defending against its 
increasingly strident enemies. Inventing the Individual 
is a constant, myth-exploding delight: barely a page 
goes by without some cherished notion being turned 
on its head. It should delight both Christians and all 
but the most rabidly intolerant atheists.

The Lost Imperialist. Memory and Myth-making 
in an Age of Celebrity, David Gailey, John Murray, 
2015, £30. 

The First Marquess of Dufferin (1826-1902) is 
undoubtedly an intriguing and surprisingly neglected 
subject for biography. In his time he served as 
Special Commissioner in Syria, Governor-General 
of Canada, Viceroy of India, and Ambassador in 
Constantinople, St. Petersburg, Rome and Paris. 
Apart from his consistent diplomatic success, often in 
tricky circumstances, and his forward looking ideas, 
he was a gloriously popular and inclusive social 
figure, and succeeded in charming one and all, from 
the highest to the lowest.

Few if any other international figures declaimed in 
Greek to the students of McGill University, skated 
Sir Roger de Coverley on a Montreal ice rink, made 
a lifelong study of Egyptian hieroglyphs, upset St 
Petersburg society by hopping and grunting like a 
pig in a game of Dumb Crambo, startled Paris by 
bicycling in the Bois, and conversed with the Shah in 
Persian. All this without ever failing to rise to more 
serious occasions.

Only a schoolboy when his father died, he 
inherited a large but far from prosperous estate in 
County Down, and from his mother some of the 
charm, extravagance and sense of adventure of 
her grandfather Richard Brinsley Sheridan.; but he 
always needed to earn a substantial salary to cover 
his spectacular lifestyle. Before his diplomatic career 
began, he had acquired in 1856 an 80-ton yacht 
which he sailed , with a motley international crew, 
from Oban to Spitzbergen and Greenland, amazingly 
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without coming to grief among the violent storms 
and grinding ice floes of the Arctic. He recorded this 
trip in his hilarious but impressive book, Letters from 
High Latitudes, which has been in print ever since. 

Entering public life, he was soon put in charge 
of an international commission to restore peace in 
Syria, where the Moslem Druzes had massacred 
15,000 Maronite Christians. Compared with this, 
even today’s horrors in that region appear minor. 
His solution was so successful that it lasted until 
the fall of the Ottoman Empire in 1918, and was 
then replaced with something similar which lasted 
till the 1970s.

Next came Canada. His task was to create and 
consolidate a real attachment to the British Empire. 
With great energy, much psychological insight 
and even more lavish hospitality he showed the 
Canadians how proud the British were of the 
connection; also, by restoring the ancient city walls 
of Quebec, he won over the French minority by 
indicating how their cultural superiority could soften 
the brutality of British immigrants. He even arranged 
for a lacrosse match to be played ‘between Canadians 
and Indians’ before the Queen at Windsor. He made 
Canada sound so attractive that over 150,000 new 
immigrants arrived to strengthen and develop the 
previously small population.

Then in Russia, the Tsar had failed to consolidate 
an empire of Slav satellites following the Treaty of 
Berlin at the end of the war between Russia and the 
Ottoman Empire (1875-7). Dufferin, having served 
as Gladstone’s man in Canada, effortlessly switched 
to being Disraeli’s ambassador, with a different 
agenda, guiding Britain skilfully through the tangle 
of Turkish-Egyptian affairs.

In India his gifts were even more valuable. One 
English official noted that Lord Dufferin seemed 
always to carry his point, yet he never seemed to 
antagonise anyone. As a true Irishman, he was always 
happy to tell his listeners what they wanted to hear, 
even when its connection with the whole truth was 
sometimes approximate. But, most important, he was 
the first to recommend a scheme for the reconstitution 
of the Legislative Councils on a popular basis, 
with the Parliamentary Statute of 1892. And he 
encouraged the idea of a National Congress, though 
the eventual consequences may have been more 
drastic than he foresaw or intended.

There followed the Embassy in Rome, with time 
for long summer cruises in the Bay of Naples. 
Before leaving he had a private audience with the 
Pope (and had earlier received a very rare invitation 

to stay with Bismarck at his country home.) Paris, 
finally, was harder. He had got the better of the 
French both at Damascus and in Egypt, and blocked 
French influence by (reluctantly) annexing Burma 
to India. More troubled scenes followed, as British 
and French interests clashed in various parts of 
Africa and the Far East. He calculated that by then 
‘the whole of Europe is little better than a standing 
camp numbering millions of armed troops … the seas 
swarm with ironclad navies … force and not right is 
the dominant factor in human affairs.’

Back at home in Ireland, on the failure of Home 
Rule he told Rosebery that he believed that there was 
‘no power on earth to keep Belfast and the industrial 
communities and sturdy Presbyterians who are the 
life and soul of Ulster under the heel of the Celtic 
peasantry of Connaught’. A statue was erected to him 
outside the new City Hall in Belfast. But the rest, as 
they say, is unhappy history.

Finally, tragedy struck, out of the blue. He was 
about to hurry off to South Africa, where his eldest 
son was fatally wounded, and another son later 
killed, in the Boer War, when an insurance company 
of which he had genially agreed to be Chairman 
was liquidated, owing huge debts. Dufferin, though 
completely innocent, nobly came forward and paid 
some of the smaller creditors himself, in spite of 
having lost his own huge investment in the rickety 
group of companies. It was among the greatest 
scandals to hit the City in the nineteenth century. 
Twenty-nine members of the Stock Exchange were 
bankrupted.. It was a shattering end to Dufferin’s 
triumphant career, which had been apparently 
effortless but always supported by hard work when 
necessary. Whitaker Wright, the fraudulent Managing 
Director, was Trollope’s Augustus Melmoth brought 
to life. He was eventually sentenced to seven years’ 
penal servitude, but killed himself before he could 
serve them.

Dufferin himself died in 1902. When all his great 
talents and few shortcomings are put side by side, it is 
hard to disagree with his nephew Harold Nicolson’s 
verdict that ‘he was a very great diplomat, but not 
perhaps a great statesman’. This biography, by a 
historian who knows Northern Ireland well, is the 
fruit of many years’ research over an exceptionally 
wide field. It is very readable, and well produced 
and illustrated, although it is very disappointing that 
there are no maps to guide the reader through much 
unfamiliar territory.
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The Bumper Book of German Achievements: A 
Review of Peter Watson’s The German Genius: 
Europe’s Third Renaissance, the Second Scientific 
Revolution, and the Twentieth Century

This book has been written with a view to restoring the 
international prestige which German artistic, literary 
and scientific achievements once enjoyed, and which 
they would still enjoy today, were it not for two World 
Wars and Hitler’s monstrous ‘Third Reich’. But it differs 
from such books as Italians First, Arturo Barone’s 1998 
hymn of praise to Italian innovations, in several respects. 
Firstly, the author is a foreigner (an Englishman) writing 
in appreciation of a country not his own, rather than a 
patriot blowing his own country’s trumpet. National self-
glorification is something we can tolerate from Italians, 
Frenchmen etc., but our hackles rise (as, by and large, 
do the hackles of Germans themselves) the moment we 
suspect a German of doing the same thing. It is, then, 
no surprise that Watson’s book has been translated into 
German (my local library has a copy, which seems to be 
permanently on loan) to the acclaim of critics for whom a 
foreign declaration of Germany’s greatness is as reassuring 
as a German one would be dubious. Secondly, the great 
age of German cultural and scientific brilliance is closer 
to us in time than the ages of Greek, Italian and French 
pre-eminence, and its achievements – though less well 
known – of correspondingly greater relevance. Many 
of this book’s chapters provide the reader with missing 
jigsaw-pieces with which to complete the picture of his 
own contemporary world. And thirdly a large number 
of outstanding German scholars, thinkers, scientists, 
and artists of all kinds, are, far more so than their Italian 
and French counterparts, completely unknown to the 
Anglophone public. So many are they, in fact, that they 
have a breathtaking, in the end almost numbing, effect 
even on those of us – academic Germanists, for example 
– whose business it is to know these things. What The 
German Genius reveals is a national potential which might 
have led – without bullying diplomacy, without behind-
the-scenes scheming, without a shot being fired – not 
just to Germany’s dominance in Western Europe (which 
seems in course of being realized anyway), but to a global 
dominance equal to that of the United States today. 

Given the book’s ambitions, how has it been organized? 
It does not give us a history of German institutions, social 
changes, and political developments, as the essential 
conditions which provided the context for, and gave 
rise to, a phalanx of individual geniuses. Rather, it is a 
‘Bumper Book’ of such geniuses, each given a section 
of his (or more rarely her) own, so that the main context 

for each high-powered author, composer, physicist 
etc. is formed by the other high-powered achievers the 
reader has just been learning about. Thus it is easy to 
get the impression of a self-perpetuating movement of 
intellectual excellence, with each new genius inspired 
by and wishing to outdo the ones who came before 
him. This undoubtedly lends the book a special air of 
excitement, as though it were hurtling uphill at an ever-
increasing pace, but it does so, perhaps, at the cost of the 
coherency – that sense that great deeds are embedded in 
a myriad of humble facts – which is the hallmark of the 
very best history. 

As to the accuracy of the individual sections (which 
resemble encyclopedia entries enlivened by enthusiasm 
and gossip), they are a pleasure to read and, so far as I 
can judge, factually accurate. But, of course, Watson’s 
decision to write a ‘compendium’ of great German 
intellectual achievements means that to a large extent 
he must get his information and his judgements second-
hand. It would be quite impossible for a single author to 
read for himself even the major works of the many poets, 
novelists, philosophers, historians, and theoreticians of 
all stripes, which are dealt with in The German Genius. 
The result is a book which praises those who have been 
praised in the terms in which they have been praised, 
generally without any special insights on the part of 
the author. Thus Watson declares that Nietzsche’s prose 
– which is, in fact, as embarrassingly theatrical as his 
ideas are silly – ‘is regarded as among the best German 
there is’, and later on we are told that ‘the last thing 
Nietzsche was was an anti-semite’, while there is, in 
fact, an unmistakable strain of anti-semitism in much 
of Nietzsche’s writings – though it is true that, anxious 
as he was to distinguish himself from one of the vulgar 
prejudices of his age, he came to dislike anti-semites 
more than he did the Jews themselves. But it is hard 
to take issue with such opinions – of which there are 
many – when one realizes that they are not the author’s. 
Watson is simply retailing the received view of Nietzsche. 
Given, however, that dependence on received opinion 
is inevitable in a book of this scope it can hardly be 
regarded as a defect – at least so far as the philosophers, 
novelists, painters etc. are concerned. After all, differing 
appreciations of such creative spirits can be dismissed 
as matters of taste – whether Watson’s or that of the 
consensus, no matter. More problematic, it seems to me, 
is the inclusion and treatment of mathematicians and 
scientists in this volume. If it would be unreasonable 
to expect Watson to have read – rather than read about 
– the various philosophers etc. he deals with, it would 
be absurd to expect a layman to have the insight into 
mathematics and physics indispensable to any concrete 
understanding of things like the theory of relativity and 
quantum physics. With respect to these matters, the 
problem is not – as in the case of Nietzsche – that Watson 
has adopted the general view, rather than forming one 
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Mother’s	Little	Secret

J	C	Hughes-Davies

In the Family Way. Illegitimacy between the Great 
War and the Swinging Sixties, Jane Robinson, 
London, Viking, 2015, £15.90.

Most of us already know about the severe stigma – that 
mark of disgrace and infamy – carried by illegitimate 
children in the Victorian and Edwardian era. What Jane 
Robinson has succeeded in doing is to demonstrate on 
the basis of interviews and other evidence the extent 
to which these attitudes remained strong into the late 
20th century and the powerful sense of shame and 
guilt these attitudes induced in mother and child alike. 
It may well be that this was the inevitable price paid 
for respectability, the force that made early twentieth 
century ‘Moral Britain’ such a well-behaved and 
law-abiding society, but, even so, it was a grossly 
unfair infliction on those stigmatized. It was making 
scapegoats of women who in the main had simply been 
unlucky and, worse still, of children who had had no 
say in the circumstances of their births. 

Today, when more children are born out of wedlock 
than within, in the main to stably cohabiting parents, 
and when reliable methods of contraception are freely 
available and enthusiastically promoted, the frenzied 
condemnations of the past seem absurd. Yet in our 
midst are many who have suffered grievously from 
the stigma of illegitimacy. They are the ones who told 
their stories to Mrs Robinson.

Where there is stigma, there is also inevitably 
concealment. Many children were adopted at birth or 
soon after, which allowed the mother to vanish, though 
often bearing the grief that must accompany parting 
with an infant. Those who grew up illegitimate went 
to great lengths to conceal it. Mrs Robinson shows 
that some even declined to collect their state pensions, 
and their mothers had never applied for child benefit, 
because they thought it might reveal the damaged 

identity they were trying to conceal. In order to make 
their lives a little easier it was made possible to apply 
for a shortened birth certificate that could be used as 
proof of identity and citizenship but which omitted the 
owner’s parentage and the circumstances of their birth. 

It could still come out. Sir Paul Nurse, the Nobel 
Prize winner and President of the Royal Society, 
thought for most of his life that he was legitimate. 
Then he took up a high academic position in the United 
States and the American authorities concerned with 
Homeland Security demanded his full birth certificate 
so that they could check his ancestry. Sir Paul then 
discovered that the woman (already deceased) he 
thought was his sister had in fact been his mother and 
his supposed mother, his grandma. After his seventeen-
year-old sister became pregnant, his mother’s mother 
had taken in the young Paul and pretended he was her 
own. When he was three his real mother married and 
the family secret was never revealed and certainly not 
to her husband. It was a common mode of concealment 
at the time. Let me add that in 2008 Sir Paul amended 
his official biographical statement as a Nobel prize-
winner to disclose these facts. He later commented: 
‘Well, the final irony here is I’m not a bad geneticist. 
And yet my rather simple family kept my own genetic 
secret for over half a century’.

A series of legal changes alleviated the position of 
the illegitimate in the course of the 20th century (the 
humane and considerate Neville Chamberlain was 
among those who promoted these changes). But, as I 
know from my research for my own book The Strange 
Death of Moral Britain, these reforms came up against 
serious opposition, often couched in fiercely moralistic 
terms and social attitudes remained negative. It seems 
odd today that before the reforms not only could the 
illegitimate child not inherit from a parent who died 
intestate but that the parent could not inherit from an 
intestate illegitimate son or daughter who predeceased 
them. They were filius nullius – the son of nobody. 
Social exclusion indeed. 

The situation was often made worse by the very 
institutions set up to provide welfare for mother and 
child. A few of them were very good. The Salvation 
Army in particular provided charitable help without 
punitive moralising and respected the mother’s 
autonomy. The very worst were the Magdalene Homes, 
run by orders of Roman Catholic nuns in Ireland, whose 
name is ‘synonymous with cruelty, exploitation and 
religious bigotry of the worst kind’. The Magdalene 
Homes were particularly harsh on many of those 
who had a second illegitimate child; they were in 
effect imprisoned for life as ‘consecrated penitents’ 
working in mass laundries under harsh conditions. 
Irish legislation concerning wages or social insurance 
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of his own; the problem is that he is not in a position to 
form such a view. The impression one gets is that the 
discoveries of Einstein etc. are being village-explained 
by someone to whom they have been village-explained.

But these are not much more than quibbles. The 
ambition that inspired this book: the restoration to 
wider public recognition of an astonishing collective 
achievement of which we should all be more keenly 
aware – has been triumphantly realized. Bravo.
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or health and safety did not apply to these women and 
some died before their time from inhaling the industrial 
chemicals used in the laundries. The Irish state was 
complicit in this. It gave contracts to the laundries and 
the Gardai (the Irish police) were instructed to return 
to the laundry any woman who escaped. The women 
were slaves and the nuns proved cruel overseers. The 
justification of their slavery was that they were moral 
outcasts being justly punished for their sins. In 2013 
the Irish Taoiseach (prime minister), Enda Kenny, 
not only admitted his country’s terrible behaviour but 
made a heartfelt and sincere apology to those who 
had suffered. Ironically enough, an earlier Taoiseach, 
Eamonn de Valera, the man who had presided over 
the consolidation of the oppressive moral monopoly 
created by a de facto fusion of church and state, may 
well have been illegitimate himself. Despite intensive 
searches in the United States where he was born, his 
parents’ marriage certificate has never been found and 
little is known of his Hispanic father, nor of the reason 
why he was sent to Ireland at a young age to be raised 
by relatives.

Jane Robinson’s book is not an academic one; it is 
too well written and free of jargon, but in consequence 
it does lack two important virtues, the careful use of 
statistical data and the provision of extensive and 
sufficient end notes. I have some doubts about some 
of the figures on the incidence of illegitimacy and the 
reliability of the sources from which the statistics are 
derived. Some of the historical generalizations seem 
to be little more than an expression of views widely 
held, but not necessarily insightful and accurate, in the 
author’s social circle. But these are just the quibbles of 
one who has only thought about these matters for forty 
years. Jane Robinson has written a good book and one 
that is well worth reading.

What Nature Does for Britain, by Tony Juniper, 
Profile Books, 2015, £9.99, paperback.

Can we put a price on Britain’s nature, the moors, the 
forests, the footpaths, cliffs, green mountains, clouded 
hills and pleasant land? What is it worth in pounds and 
pence?  Can we argue that preserving these natural 
places actually pays off in money terms?

Clearly development pays more obviously and 
quickly. The farmer that sells his fields for a housing 
estate, the developer who sells those houses, the 

local authority that collects the rates from them, 
and the families that live in them all benefit from 
the destruction of the field. What has been gained is 
tangible and probably in the millions of pounds: what 
is lost is worth far less in money terms and perhaps 
even in individual human satisfaction.

Most conservationists don’t argue from a financial 
point of view. Their case is based on the lost species, 
the missing wild flowers, the hedges, the ditches full of 
dragonfly larvae, and the beauty of a rural landscape. 
They may even argue among themselves whether 
the green hills of the Lake District are a good thing 
(green and natural) or a bad thing (forest lands now 
destroyed by sheep).  Conservation arguments can be 
complicated.

Tony Juniper has tried to put a price on nature. 
Take bees and other pollinating insects, for instance. 
Without their services, apple trees would not set fruit, 
and without apples we would have no British cider, 
no Cox’s orange pippins, and no Bramleys, the British 
apples that make for the best eating and best apple 
pies. Strawberries and raspberries need bees too, as 
do the fields of rape that turn the fields brilliant yellow 
in April. Bees and other pollinating insects are worth 
£430 million to crop production, says Juniper.

So you might think it was worth taking insect 
preservation seriously. Only we don’t. Neonicotinoids, 
the nicotine-like insecticides, are very efficient and 
the worldwide market for them is worth hundreds of 
millions of pounds. Yet these chemicals blow bees’ 
minds, making them unable to remember the routes 
they should use to forage. The UK fought against (and 
fortunately lost) a European Commission restriction on 
their use for three years. Putting a price on pollinating 
services might have made them pause.

But how can we put a price on the wild wet places 
of Britain?  Apart from walkers, riders, tourists and 
grouse shooters they don’t earn their agricultural 
keep. So Juniper suggests we look at the cost of their 
disappearance and degradation, a cost that we pay in 
flood damage. 

Till now we have dealt with flood dangers by better 
drainage, deeper dredged ditches, higher riverbanks. 
That means the water flows faster downstream, and 
the flooding happens elsewhere. What actually hold 
back the water, and cost very little, are natural dams. 
Peat moors, like those on Exmoor, soak it up and stop 
it rushing down the valleys. 

In the nineteenth century drainage ditches were dug 
to ‘improve’ the land and turn bog into pasture and in 
the l960s farmers were paid subsidies to plough up the 
heather-rich moorland and turn it into poor grassland. 
Now South West Water is trying to restore the bogs. 
With local co-operation they have been blocking the 
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ditches with straw bales to hold back the water.  Not 
only does this prevent flash flooding, but the bog 
actually purifies the water so that less money has to 
be spent on de-contaminating it for drinking water.

Now comes the ahhh moment – the return of the 
European beaver, the ecosystem engineers of water 
control! The Scottish Beaver trial is under way, to 
see if a colony of beavers in Argyll will be useful in 
flood prevention; and in Devon, where some escaped 
beavers found their way to the river Otter, a similar 
study is under way. If we have welcomed the return of 
the red kite, the common crane and the great bustard, 
why not beavers?

Reintroducing species to Britain could be described 
as the fun side of conservation but conserving our 
fish stocks is a big business question. Take cod, the 
staple fish for the chippy. With bigger ships and better 
technologies cod was in danger of being fished out 
altogether in the l970s.  By fixing limits on the catches 
and making larger mesh nets so young fish can escape, 
it now seems that the cod population has begun to 
increase again. Fishermen are beginning to change 
from being hunters ‘to businesses that are more like 
those based on the management of grazing animals 
on pasture.’

What Nature Does For Britain alternates, not entirely 
successfully, between hard-headed facts and figures 
and lyrical descriptive writing.  So in Lyme Bay, 
Dorset, Juniper quotes figures showing that scallop 
dredging (that is bad for the sea bed) is worth just under 
two million pounds, while sea anglers there spend £13 
million. Against these figures is his glowing description 
of Lyme Bay as a coral garden, with the pink sea fan 
and sunset cup coral. Each chapter concludes with a 
short ‘Manifesto’ of what needs to be done using the 
business-speak language of management such as ‘an 
integrated marine spatial planning strategy.’  So the 
book’s style  jumps about.

Some of Juniper’s arguments, such as the importance 
of blanket bogs for flood prevention and water quality, 
are compelling. So too is his description of the Green 
Estates movement in Sheffield, which now pays 
for itself, which has replaced the burnt out cars on 
wasteland and vandalised playgrounds with flower 
meadows and greener parks. 

At other times, nature’s case is not so easy to argue. 
The solar, wind, tidal and water power alternatives 
remain much more expensive than oil, gas or coal. 
Juniper enthuses about a tidal scheme that would turn 
Swansea Bay into a lagoon, where the tide flooding 
in and out would turn turbines creating electricity and 
inside the lagoon there would be a ‘Sea bass, pollock, 
lobster and mussel habitat.’ Spending £900 million on 
this would be an expensive experiment, a potentially 

disastrous one if there were unintended consequences.
The overall idea of this book, that we should look 

at the real long term financial costs of destroying 
nature, is an important one. If we don’t try to put a 
price on nature, then we don’t have any hard-headed 
argument for conserving it. Nature should be grateful 
for what Tony Juniper is trying to do for her.  This 
book is a decent stab at a complex argument that is 
worth reading. 

A Stranger In My Own Country, Hans Fallada, 
Polity, 2014, £20.

Hans Fallada (1893-1947), whose real name was 
Rudolf Ditzen, led a tormented life. He had a difficult 
temperament, killed a friend in a suicide-pact duel early 
in life, was twice imprisoned for embezzlement and 
several times admitted to psychiatric hospital, and was, 
intermittently, a morphine addict and an alcoholic. He 
also happened to live through one of the most terrible 
periods of any country’s history: the First World War, 
the revolutionary chaos thereafter, the great inflation, 
the Great Depression, the rise of the Nazis, the Third 
Reich and the Second World War. He died of an 
overdose of morphine not long after the end of that 
war. His greatness as a writer has only recently been 
recognised, at least in this country. 

When Hitler came to power he elected to stay 
in Germany, drawing harsh words from Thomas 
Mann, who did not believe in the reality of the ‘inner 
emigration’ of the writers, artists and intellectuals 
who did not follow Mann’s path. There is no doubt 
that Fallada had sometimes to compromise with the 
Nazis, but his decision to stay yielded valuable work 
of a kind that he would not have been able to produce 
had he emigrated. 

In 1944 Fallada, who had just divorced his second 
wife, had an argument with her in the course of which 
he shot a gun at her, and he was compulsorily detained 
in hospital. There he was supplied with paper to write 
on because he had at the time a contract with Goebbels 
to write an anti-semitic novel (which he intended 
to be very different from what Goebbels hoped and 
intended). Instead of writing this novel, and at the risk 
of his life, he wrote The Drinker and A Stranger in My 
Own Country, the latter a memoir of his life under the 
Third Reich, which is now published for the first time. 
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It is a very vivid piece of writing, passionately 
written (one does not write otherwise in risking death), 
but probably more trustworthy as to atmosphere than 
accuracy of detail. It recounts daily life among both 
the remaining intellectual and artistic elite in the Third 
Reich and in the small village where Fallada took 
refuge for much of the duration of the war. There are 
unforgettable scenes and anecdotes in the book that 
bring home to the reader the reality of living in an 
ideological gangster state. 

By the time Fallada wrote it, the defeat of Nazi 
Germany was certain, and some might suspect that 
the author retrospectively exaggerated his hatred of 
the regime to justify himself in the post-war period, 
but I do not think this can be fair. A man does not risk 
death in the vague hope of exculpation in unknown 
circumstances in years to come; Fallada’s contempt 
for the Nazis rings true to me, though as a man 
fundamentally uninterested in politics except as it 
impacted on the daily lives of ordinary people, he 
attempted no historical analysis as to how and why 
the regime came to power. 

Again, some might be shocked by occasional casual 
stereotyping of Jews in the memoir, not all of it 
negative (for example that educated Jews seem to have 
an instinct for discerning high quality in work), but his 
stereotyping did not mean that Fallada was an anti-
semite. This belief is an inevitable element of human 
psychology that is dangerous only when it hardens into 
a vicious ideology or makes a man impervious to the 
qualities of individuals. Fallada was certainly not that; 
one cannot imagine him maltreating or being unjust to 
anyone because of his stereotypes. 

Perhaps the most startling story in the book relates 
to Peter Suhrkamp, the man who founded one of the 
important publishing houses in post-war Germany. 
He got his break by becoming the confidante and 
legatee of the great Jewish publisher, Samuel Fischer, 
who died one year after the Nazis came to power. 
According to Fallada, Suhrkamp so insinuated himself 
into Fischer’s confidence that he became indispensable 
to him, all access to Fischer henceforth being through 
him. Suhrkamp would telephone Fischer in a disguised 
voice, pretending to be the Gestapo calling him to 
interrogation the next day. Suhrkamp would then calm 
the old man’s frazzled nerves by pretending to have 
intervened with the Gestapo on his behalf, thus earning 
his eternal gratitude. 

If this story is true, it could hardly reflect worse on 
Suhrkamp; but if it is not true, as I suspect that it is not 
(how could Fallada have known it?), it is disgraceful 
of Fallada to have committed such a dangerous libel 
to paper. He was great writer with a deep and genuine 
sympathy for the little man, but he was no saint. 

Fallada himself doubted the value of his memoir, 
since a lot of it is about the small change of life 
under Hitler rather than about the great events that 
were shaping the world: the petty oppression, the 
unscrupulousness of officials for whom Nazism is the 
one chance of ascent in life, the destruction of decent 
human relations by universal spying and denunciation 
to authorities (brilliantly conveyed also in Fallada’s 
novel, Alone in Berlin). But in a totalitarian dictatorship 
there is an unbroken chain between the small change 
of life and great historical events, and had no talented 
authors such as Fallada remained in Germany under 
the Third Reich the nature of that chain would have 
been less clear. 

The book induces no sense of complacency in the 
reader: no feeling that this could not happen here. 
When Fallada describes the appearance of Nazi thugs, 
he could be describing a large number of young, 
or young-ish, British men, who seem to take Julius 
Streicher as their model. Fortunately, no evil genius 
has yet emerged to organise such men politically, 
or take advantage of their seething resentments; but 
increasingly in many areas of British life (though of 
course on a much-reduced scale) fear and intimidation 
are the main organising principles. Fallada’s book is 
a document of absorbing historical and contemporary 
interest, and we should be grateful to have it. 

Abducting a General, Patrick Leigh Fermor, John 
Murray, 2015, £20.

The operation recounted here was carried out in Crete 
seventy two years ago. It was a remarkable feat and has 
apparently grown into a legend in the island, gathering 
accretions such as a beautiful princess and/or a white 
horse, though these would surely have made it rather 
too conspicuous at the time. This book carries on from 
the Broken Road which records Leigh Fermor’s long 
walk from the Hook of Holland to Constantinople when 
he was nineteen; older readers may also remember Ill 
met by Moonlight written by his comrade in arms Billy 
Moss, by an agreement made between them in advance. 
It was a good book but this one is better for Abducting 
a General is what Leigh Fermor wrote afterwards 
himself, but would not release for publication until 
shortly before his death. Most of the material is to 
be found in both books, but one could say of this one 
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My	nerves	are	bad	tonight

Peter	Mullen

that it has matured with time and developed its own 
qualities, like good wine.

It is written like a military report, which much of it 
was, and reads like a first class adventure story, with 
occasional light touches of humour, not, alas on the 
General’s part, and also here and there verging on an 
examination of conscience. It contains no judgements, 
no digressions or theories: just a straight account 
of a man making and carrying out his own highly 
unconventional plan in his own way. In doing this 
he gives us brilliantly clear impressions of himself, 
of the General, of Billy Moss, of Manoli Paterakis, 
George Psychoundakis, the monumental andarte leader 
Bandouvas and others as they came and went. General 
Kreipe himself seems almost to come alive for us with 
his preoccupations first about his hat, then his Iron 
Cross, and then, trying to take in what is happening 
to him: ‘Are you really a British officer?’, he asks, 
bewildered. And a few minutes later, gripped with fear 
when Leigh Fermor is about to drive the car away: 
‘You’re not going to leave me alone with these…..?’, 
he breaks off, but clearly was about to say cut throats 
or savages or some such. And so they might have been, 
as well as the shepherds and farmers’ lads that they 
actually were. The comment is interesting because 
German propaganda at the time, on the General’s 
orders, was that all Cretans were totally loyal to the 
German army which had liberated them from Greek 
tyranny, and that none had anything but utter scorn 
for the bloodthirsty and cowardly British who tried to 
bribe traitors. ‘Will you tell me’, he asked, when he 
had collected himself a little, ‘what is the object of this 
Hussars’ caper?’ He was not impressed by the answer, 
but he asked it again after a fortnight, and conceded 
this time that ‘there might be something in it.’

Crucially Leigh Fermor told General Kreipe at the 
outset that the intention was to take him to Cairo, and 
asked him to give his word of honour that he would not 
try to escape. The General gave it, which allowed his 
captors thereafter to treat him with the respect due to 
his rank and to provide him with as much comfort as 
was possible in the circumstances – not much, living in 
cheese-huts and caves. Courtesy prevailed, and a sense 
that civilisation still existed, whatever the conditions: 
that the man whom you may have to kill can and should 
be honourably treated until you do. Gradually as things 
grew worse this formality changed into something 
almost like comradeship – on one stormy night ‘we 
all tucked up the General as snugly as possible’, the 
report says. The General was 47 at the time, his two 
captors were 27 and 23 and their Cretan guides and 
guards were of all ages.

It is impossible not to admire the skill as well as 
the naked courage that went into this operation, along 

with the care that was taken to make clear at every 
stage that the whole responsibility for it was British, 
leaving no justification for reprisals against Cretan 
civilians. Ample evidence to support this was left at 
strategic places and leaflets were dropped by the RAF 
proclaiming the same message in three languages. The 
Germans ignored all this completely. Critics have felt 
that the game was not worth the candle: that the boost 
given to Cretan morale, if any, was no balance to set 
against the murderous German bombings and atrocities 
that followed. But this seems like a misjudgement. 
Every man and woman on the island knew what 
was going on, yet they fed, watered and wined the 
kidnappers, hid them and guided them for nearly three 
weeks at huge risk, and no-one played Judas. Listening 
to the constant German radio threats of total destruction 
to whole villages at a time, and watching it going on, 
an old man said that it didn’t matter: ‘Eh, they’ll burn 
them all down one day. And what then? They burned 
my house down four times, under the Turks’. Leigh 
Fermor, who had lived for more than a year in the 
island, remarks that Cretans had reached that point 
of desperation at which nothing mattered any longer 
to them again except the single goal of ejecting the 
Germans. As for the effect on morale, it was obviously 
huge on the Cretans throughout the island; here and 
there it has hardly faded yet. German morale may or 
may not have been another matter.

Because Leigh Fermor’s text of the abduction is not 
long enough to make a satisfying book on its own, his 
editors with great good sense have added a selection 
of print-outs of reports which he made to headquarters 
at various times during operations from June 1942 to 
January 1945. Typed copies of these were recently 
found among his surviving papers. They are well 
worthwhile, giving interesting glimpses of the relations 
between Crete and Cairo, including some much 
needed suggestions about the value of anti-German 
propaganda: such things supply a background to the 
action without diminishing it in any way. Readers may 
wish that more of them had been included. 

Young Eliot: From St Louis to The Waste Land, 
Robert Crawford, Jonathan Cape, 2015, £25.

This book is a frighteningly comprehensive forensic 
examination of the quotidian T S Eliot from his birth in 
Missouri in 1888 to the publication of The Waste Land 
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into ordinary English. And, for heaven’s sake, what 
other sort of table does anyone ever get etherised upon?

And Eliot’s poetry ‘draws on aspects of his own 
psyche’. This is psychobabble. Where else does 
Crawford think imaginative writing comes from? 
Among some truly magnificent howlers, we are given 
this: ‘Good night ladies…’ is from Hamlet, ‘…yet in 
Tom’s poem this sounds as if spoken to drinkers leaving 
the modern tavern.’ Dammit – it is a tavern - it’s the 
East End pub scene in The Waste Land!

All that said, I was fascinated by this book. For 
anyone who wishes to learn about the minutiae of 
Eliot’s interesting everyday life, it is unsurpassed. Just 
don’t look for insights into some of the finest poetry 
ever composed. 

Swinging	Moscow

Martin	Dewhirst

Nothing is True and Everything is Possible: 
Adventures in Modern Russia, Peter Pomerantsev, 
Faber & Faber, 2015, £14.99.

By the beginning of 2015, President Putin faced two 
particular dangers.  First, if he lost his grip on power, 
he could end up on trial in The Hague as a suspected 
war criminal – and not only because of the apparently 
illegal annexation of Crimea last year.  Secondly, he 
might well go down in history as the ruler of Russia 
who ‘lost’ most Ukrainians and most (if not all) of 
Ukraine for ever.  Either or both of these potential 
calamities, as well as the likelihood of being regarded 
by posterity as at best an ‘outstanding mediocrity’ 
who had done incalculable damage to his own 
country, damage which would take decades to repair, 
if only in part, make Putin’s voluntary departure from 
power rather unlikely.  Mrs Justice Gloster’s final 
judgement on Boris Berezovsky, quoted in the book 
under review, seems to be equally applicable to the 
former oligarch’s greatest enemy, Vladimir Putin: ‘I 
found Mr Berezovsky an unimpressive, and inherently 
unreliable, witness, who regarded truth as a transitory, 
flexible concept, which could be moulded to suit his 
current purposes. … I gained the impression that he 
was not necessarily being deliberately dishonest, but 
had deluded himself into believing his own version of 
events.’  More and more people have recently begun 
querying the state of Putin’s psychological wellbeing, 
wondering aloud whether he is genuinely delusional 
or, perhaps like Col. Gaddafi, only pretending, perhaps 
in the hope of scaring those he regards as enemies.  

in 1922. It is so detailed that, by the time I had reached 
page thirty, I thought I would be told next what he had 
for breakfast on a particular day and the colour of the 
socks he put on. We learn that young Eliot – Crawford 
calls him Tom throughout – was embarrassed by the 
size of his ears, that he had a big nose, wore a truss, 
took dancing lessons and boxing lessons, went sailing 
and achieved such poor grades at Harvard that he was 
put on probation. Fortunately, he bucked his ideas up 
and turned himself into a first rate philosopher, with a 
particular expertise on the idealist F H Bradley.

He married the vivacious Vivien in haste and they led 
a troubled life together. She seemed to catch flu every 
couple of weeks and she suffered from exhaustion, 
hysteria, anaemia and heavy periods; in reality, she 
suffered most of all from Vivien. Eliot provides a 
glimpse into their marriage in The Waste Land where 
a character says, ‘My nerves are bad tonight.’ Vivien’s 
nerves were bad every night. We are told of their sexual 
difficulties: she called him ‘Wonkyplenky,’ which, says 
Crawford, meant ‘faulty penis’. Perhaps it was owing 
to the truss? Anyhow, Vivien seemed consoled for a 
time by the seductive attentions of Bertrand Russell.

Often this book reads like a travelogue. We find out 
that Eliot liked to visit Paris with Wyndham Lewis 
and to hang around there with Pound and Joyce. But 
he and Viv liked to see places in England too, places 
where they might hope to improve their health: 
Eastbourne, Lewes, Tunbridge Wells and, of course, 
Margate where Tom went to recover from his nervous 
breakdown. That finds its way into The Waste Land as 
well: ‘On Margate sands I can connect nothing with 
nothing.’ And then there were the couple’s sojourns 
with the ghastly Garsington gang of decadents and 
immoralists including Strachey, Keynes and Virginia 
Woolf,  presided over by the horse-faced Lady Ottoline 
Morrell – the model for Hermione in Women in Love, 
another of dirty Bertie Russell’s mistresses. 

Tom was a schoolmaster for a time and lectured 
on literature in Ilkley, Yorkshire. His long-term 
employment in the foreign exchange department 
at Lloyds Bank in Lombard Street was no meagre 
clerking job: he was in charge of high level financial 
transactions which were the result of the First World 
War and in this he was advised by Keynes. 

Crawford clearly idolises Eliot and he spent years 
preparing this book. What a pity then that Crawford, the 
meticulous academic, has no understanding of Eliot’s 
poetry: I would say there isn’t a poetic twitch in his 
whole nervous system. For example, discussing the 
line in Prufrock, ‘like a patient etherised upon a table,’ 
Crawford remarks that Eliot does not say ‘an operating 
table.’ Well, he wouldn’t would he? As the greatest poet 
and critic of the 20th century, he knew what would go 
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Does he already realise that he has bitten off more of 
Ukraine, for example, than he can digest?

Peter Pomerantsev’s colourfully written account of 
his recent experiences as a documentary  film-maker 
for Russian TV, living mainly in swinging Moscow but 
with working visits to  the Russian Far East, the North 
Caucasus and the Kaliningrad exclave in the West, is 
strongly influenced by the dominant trend, evident 
from the very start of Putin’s presidency in 2000, to 
transmit blarney rather than truth, both for internal and 
for external consumption.  After all, well-presented 
blarney (there is a Russian word for it) is so much 
more entertaining than either the unvarnished truth 
or downright lying.  The trouble is that many Russian 
viewers (as well as readers and listeners) appear to take 
this blarney seriously and lose the ability to distinguish 
information from disinformation, even if some of them 
are postmodernist enough to doubt the very existence 
of truth.  Pomerantsev, having enjoyed an excellent 
school and university education in the UK, quickly 
realised what was happening and tells us much about 
what I would call the neo-Soviet propaganda operation 
that is now in full swing.  The book largely consists of 
fascinating and convincing vignettes of media folk and 
other people trying desperately to be upwardly mobile 
or at least to stay afloat in a very corrupt society and 
system, making me think continually of the legendary 
Babylon shortly before the writing appeared there 
on a wall. The atmosphere, especially in Moscow, is 
ominous and electric, the way of life of the careerists 
is hectic and frantic, and the overall impression one 
gets (several of the author’s friends and colleagues 
committed suicide) is profoundly sad.  Neither 
Sakharov nor Solzhenitsyn sacrificed so much in order 
to produce a regime like Putin’s.  As Pomerantsev 
puts it, ‘… Moscow can feel like an oligarchy in the 
morning and a democracy in the afternoon, a monarchy 
for dinner and a totalitarian state by bedtime’.  If there 
is a hybrid war going on in Ukraine, why not have a 
hybrid political system in Russia?  I couldn’t help 
wondering whether Russia is closer to the end of one 
period in its history, rather than 25 years into a new 
one. What was present in the last Soviet decade, before 
the coup and counter-coup in 1991, but mainly under 
the surface, is now exhibiting itself for all to see – if 
we wish to see it.  Gorbachev (state socialism) was 
so much easier to cooperate with than is Putin (state 
capitalism).

 But what about the West, which is also now in a state 
of severe degradation? Perhaps the most important part 
of this invaluable monograph is the section in Act 3 (for 
the time being, the last Act) called ‘Offshore’, in which 
the author discusses the collaboration of the UK’s 
capital (in two senses) with wealthy Russians anxious 

to spend their (in many cases) ill-gotten riches in the 
West.  About their provenance, few questions tend to 
be asked, ‘due diligence’ is now often a mockery of the 
term, not many participants are likely to face serious 
investigations into their wheeling and dealing, let alone 
punishment for their lack of professional integrity, 
despite the efforts of Global Witness and Transparency 
International, and the seamy side of the UK’s up-
market, high-end transactions is becoming more and 
more apparent.  Back in London, Pomerantsev again 
found that control (not censorship, of course) over a 
British TV documentary about Russians could be not 
all that dissimilar from what he had been increasingly 
facing in Moscow: ‘…in the end the editorial producers 
cut the story about Sergey Magnitsky [a Russian 
lawyer killed in a Moscow pre-trial isolation facility] 
from Meet the Russians, including all those scenes we 
shot in Belgravia and parliament, because try as they 
might they just can’t make it fit with the overall master 
concept: it’s meant to be a feel-good sort of show.’

Of course, there are still huge differences between 
the sophisticated and urbane corruption of the West 
and the crude and blatant corruption now rampant in 
Russia, in part, I think, because of the after-effects in 
the latter of 70 years of vicious state atheism.  Putin 
and his accomplices still want to head an empire rather 
than a mere country, despite the harm that this is doing 
to Russia and to most of its population.  How much 
longer will they be able to get away with it?  Like 
all the books about Putin, Pomerantsev’s splendid 
contribution is a work in progress.  How many more 
Acts will there be before the tragic conclusion?  And 
what will the catharsis and aftermath be like?

Blasphemy!

Alistair	Miller

Blasphémateur! Les prisons d’Allah, Waleed Al-
Husseini, Grasset, 2015, €18.

Visitors to French bookshops can hardly fail to notice 
the brooding features of Waleed Al-Husseini staring 
out at them from the cover of his autobiography 
Blasphémateur! As its arresting title suggests, this 
book will give profound offence to many Muslims, 
for it is a sustained assault on Islam and all that it 
represents. There is barely a word of criticism of the 
West or of Israel, and secular liberal values are extolled 
throughout. The catch is that the author is a Palestinian 
Arab who questioned the teachings of the Koran and 
the example of the prophet Mohammed, for which he 
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was imprisoned, tortured and finally forced into exile 
in the West. Finding asylum in France, he founded 
the Council of Ex-Muslims of France, an organisation 
devoted to fostering universal human rights, freedom 
of belief, and, above all, the right to criticise religions. 
He did all this by the age of 24. 

Critics will argue that Waleed Al-Husseini is 
motivated by personal prejudice, that he is gratuitously 
insulting, that he ‘demonises’ his fellow Muslims. 
But the charge is hard to sustain. Waleed was raised 
in Palestine as a Muslim within a loving family. His 
constant worry in prison is that they might suffer on 
his account. That he was driven into exile and forced, 
in effect, to renounce his family makes his story all 
the more compelling. Waleed’s childhood was notably 
happy and normal, and he was an 
able scholar. His crime, pure and 
simple, was to study the Koran with 
a critical mind and to question it, 
which led him to renounce Islam and 
become an atheist. 

Waleed was born and raised in 
the city of Qalqilya in the occupied 
West Bank. His problems began in 
secondary school where an interest 
in philosophy led him to ponder 
why rational beings would choose to 
submit to the will of God – his ‘first 
existential question’. The answers 
supplied by his teacher seemed 
unconvincing, but on persisting, he 
was ordered merely to pray and ask 
God’s pardon for having blasphemed. 
This prompted a period of intensive 
study of the Koran and other sacred 
Islamic texts in order to discover the truth. Waleed 
was appalled by what he found. It appeared to him 
that the Muslims depicted were little more than desert 
raiders whose conquests and crimes (the extermination 
of the Jews at Khaybar stands out), whose tribal 
traditions, and whose leader’s sexual excesses, were 
merely attributed to God in order to justify them. He 
turned to the thinkers, poets and philosophers of the 
medieval Islamic renaissance, but found that they were 
condemned for blasphemy, persecuted or killed, and 
their works burned. And the persecutions continued 
to this day. How could it be that Islam was so fragile 
that it risked collapsing at the least criticism? Believers 
were ‘anaesthetised’ with rituals and sacred taboos, 
rendered incapable of rational reflection, and stripped 
of human dignity. Islamic law was brutal and women 
(often only adolescent girls) were reduced to little more 
than sexual chattels.

After obtaining his bac, Waleed entered the Arab-

American University of Zababda to study information 
systems. Taking advantage of unfettered access to the 
internet, he immersed himself in the study of Western 
philosophy and science; and, courtesy of Richard 
Dawkins, learned about the theory of evolution, which 
he found ‘more convincing than the legend of Adam 
and Eve’. The ‘prison bars’ of Eastern culture fell away. 
Believing that at university he would find a sympathetic 
audience, Waleed decided one evening to announce to 
his friends that he no longer believed in the Prophet, 
or indeed in God. They never spoke to him again. To 
complete his studies, he transferred to the University 
of Jerusalem and kept quiet. Waleed’s family, though 
perplexed by his atheism (they would pray for him), 
were sympathetic and would not disown him. However, 

it was the virtual world of the internet 
that became his refuge – and led to 
his downfall. Waleed’s Facebook 
page, with its pastiche of Koranic 
verses, and his blog ‘the voice of 
reason’ soon attracted the attention 
of the authorities, and in November 
2010, aged 21, he was arrested 
and imprisoned. There followed 
ten months of solitary confinement 
interspersed with interrogations, 
tribunals and torture (he was stood all 
day on one leg, whipped on the feet, 
and hung from the ceiling by one 
arm). Throughout, Waleed refused 
to admit that he had committed any 
crime; rather, he had simply sought 
the truth. Periodic attempts were 
made to restore his faith, including 
by a university biology professor 

who spoke of ‘the scientific miracle of the Koran’. 
But Waleed countered by pointing out among other 
things that the sun does not move through the sky and 
sleep at night in ‘a shelter of mud’; rather, the earth 
orbits the sun. 

Under pressure from The Red Cross and other human 
rights groups, Waleed was eventually released, but 
continued harassment convinced him that he had no 
future in Palestine. Early one morning, in February 
2012, he said goodbye to his family, took a taxi to the 
border, and crossed into Jordan. From there he boarded 
a flight to France to begin a new life.

Such is Waleed Al-Husseini’s commitment to his 
cause that at times one cannot but help sympathise with 
his hapless prosecutors. At one point, the exasperated 
chief of the intelligence service admits some sympathy 
for Al-Husseini’s position if only he would not 
‘proclaim his atheism from the rooftops’; and it is 
hard not to agree with him when, after listening to the 
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accused expounding on democracy and human rights, 
he remarks that it is essentially a case of ‘an ancestral 
conflict between two civilisations, whose values are 
simply incompatible’. Al-Husseini’s unbounded faith 
in Western liberal Enlightenment values is a touch 
naive. The paradox of Enlightenment liberalism is 
that it is parasitic on pre-liberal pre-Enlightenment 
traditions and institutions – on family life, patriotism, 
a strong work ethic and, the moral codes of the great 
religions. Nevertheless, Al-Husseini has shown 
exceptional courage in fighting for freedom of belief 
and expression – a struggle he carried on alone. His 
integrity and strength of character shine through every 
page. 

Muslims will find his depiction of Islam grossly 
offensive and orthodox Islamic scholars will dispute 
vehemently his interpretation of the Koran. But was 
not Al-Husseini condemned for daring to interpret 
the Koran in the first place? Al-Husseini is withering 
in his criticism of Muslim organisations in Britain 
and France, which he accuses of seeking to impose 
their values on the wider community under the guise 
of combating ‘Islamaphobia’. He calls for the wider 
public to mobilise to defend the values of secular 
society, the only guarantee of our liberty. The irony 
is that Al-Husseini’s fight for human rights and free 
speech would most probably get him prosecuted in 
this country for blaspheming Islam. The publication of 
Blasphémateur! in today’s multicultural Britain would 
cause outrage among Muslims and liberals alike – in 
the unlikely event that anyone were to agree to publish 
it or to display it on their shelves. ‘Je suis Charlie’? 
You must be joking. 

A	Prophet	in	his	own	Country

Brian	Eassty

Prophets and Visionaries, Writers of Judgement, 
Peter Mullen, Roper Penberthy Publishing, 2015, 
£9.99.

At a time when the depiction of prophets can be 
a dangerous business, Peter Mullen has produced 
highly defined miniature portraits of eight of them. 
Some are very familiar to the general reader; others 
have been forgotten and deserve to be more widely 
known. The areas of scholarship in which they 
demonstrated their genius are highly varied and the 
periods in which they were working range from the 
seventeenth century to the late twentieth, but they 
share a desire to value and signal the eternal truths 

over the transient fashions in thought encouraged 
by their contemporaries, which marks them out as 
belonging to this exalted company as visionaries. 

Because of their attachment to enduring verities, 
their writing reaches across to us from their age with 
an arresting immediacy, highlighting concerns which 
can be found in today’s leader columns though, of 
course, conveyed in more pedestrian prose. Here one 
may find John Henry Newman on the all-powerful 
state and its tendency to micro-manage, along with 
a riposte to Bob Geldof’s narcissistic charity efforts, 
courtesy of G K Chesterton, and a warning about 
jihad from Samuel Taylor Coleridge!

The temptation to fantasise about these eight as 
a newspaper editorial dream team is certainly not 
diminished by the news that, far from being the 
self-denying ascetics that the term ‘prophet’ might 
suggest, some of them could misbehave in a manner 
that would have seen them very much at home in 
the heyday of Fleet Street. Dr Johnson’s voracious 
appetite for food was matched by T E Hulme’s for 
sex, while others also show the kind of impulsiveness 
which is a regular source of anecdotes, many of 
which the author is kind enough to share with us.

But, if their behaviour was not always morally 
above reproach, what these men did share was a 
vivid perception of themselves as sinners and of 
their need to be saved, often while surrounded on 
all sides by those who would dethrone God and set 
up Man in his place. Though it is clear that such 
progressives have been with us through many ages, 
it is nonetheless startling to read Newman’s warning 
that ‘the tendency of the age is to liberalism’ and his 
fears of liberals attempting to break up the Church. 
Readers familiar with Peter Mullen’s books on 
the Church of our time will find an echo there and 
perhaps feel that the history of the Church over the 
past two centuries has been the story of the long 
march of the progressives unhindered, and yet there 
is also here a tribute to the humble undemonstrative 
faith of the British people in the 1950s, an exemplary 
age all the more remarkable for having happened at 
least a hundred years after Newman’s warning that 
the battle against secularism was all but lost.

Might this not be proof of the pendulum theory of 
history? If so, among its other pleasures, this book 
might be said to bestow on its readers cause for much 
needed optimism.

back to contents

back to contents



The Salisbury Review — Summer 201554Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

IN	SHORT
The Marriage Files, Patricia Morgan, Wilberforce 
Publications, 2014, £9.99.

After the January 7th terrorist attack in Paris, serious 
questions were asked about freedom of speech 
and especially about whether the culture of the 
West is resilient enough to guarantee the liberty to 
hold and express ‘offensive’ ideas. The test comes 
when faced with a serious critique on paper of our 
own practice and world view. Patricia Morgan’s 
book is such a critique: its thesis outrages many 
in the contemporary ruling class in the West just 
as cartoons cause offence to extremist Moslems. 
The Marriage Files, a work of philosophy and 
well-researched modern social history, says what 
many in our society have decided can no longer 
be said: traditional heterosexual marriage is the 
best basis for the flourishing of human society, but 
it has been systematically deconstructed by neo-
Marxist ideology and the gay rights lobby, aided by 
compliant governments and media. The result is that, 
in trying to pick up the pieces of family breakdown, 
we are spending the social capital of the past built 
up by the ‘bourgeois and oppressive’ institution we 
despise, with increasingly dystopian results.

The ‘Charlie’ case was about the right to say 
something potentially annoying or upsetting without 
fear of legal sanction and physical violence. In 
Britain, laws are already being used to suppress the 
expression of certain views on the basis that they are 
not politically correct. This should be borne in mind 
when reading The Marriage Files: Patricia Morgan is 
one of the few writers courageous enough to go into 
print expressing ideas which two decades ago would 
have been mainstream, but which now could easily 
attract the censorious tag ‘homophobic’ – designed 
to silence an idea as effectively as an Islamist’s 
AK47. However the book says nothing about sexual 
orientation or the private lives of consenting adults 
and contains no appeal to religion; rather it is a 
devastating critique of the way a political elite have 
forced an ideology on a culture, showing contempt 
for the unenlightened and backward attitudes of the 
demos.

The project began when Morgan and others brought 
submissions to Parliament before the passing of the 
same sex marriage legislation in 2013. Morgan 

is a social scientist and writer with many years 
experience in marriage, family and government 
policy, and she had thoroughly researched the 
effects of SSM in other countries, as well as the 
background to increasing acceptance of homosexual 
relationships and their consequences. The book 
is a carefully constructed polemic against LGBT 
extremism and the social and political thinking that 
has given it free rein, and a stark warning about 
the effect of marriage deconstruction on society, 
especially children. The text contains detailed 
evidence in the form of statistics, newspaper reports, 
quotations from politicians and opinion-forming 
journalists, and references to longer philosophical 
works, all showing an understanding of both sides of 
the argument. But The Marriage Files also reads as 
a narrative, an important account of modern Western 
civilisation from a point of view that is shared more 
widely than is commonly admitted.

Andrew Symes

Selfishness, Greed and Capitalism, Debunking 
Myths about the Free Market, Christopher 
Snowdon, IEA, 2015, £12.50.

The recent financial crisis has given the Left some 
much-needed encouragement on economic issues. 
The dispiriting success (from their perspective) of 
free markets and capitalism over several decades 
had led many of them to concentrate on social 
policies where there are usually fewer from the 
Right to dispute their claims. Capitalism’s supporters 
have never claimed that it eliminates economic 
downturns, but it produces more economic growth 
than the alternatives and makes everyone, rich and 
poor alike, richer. China illustrates this truth well, 
for its adoption of a form of capitalism has, in a few 
decades, allowed hundreds of millions of people to 
rise from abject poverty and greatly increase their 
living standards. 

There are two recent leftish criticisms of capitalism 
and free markets: first, that they rely on a wrong and 
unpleasant concept of man as a selfish creature and, 
second, that where they are applied only the rich 
benefit. These propositions, both wrong, produce  
a number of myths including ‘the rich get richer 
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and the poor get poorer’; ‘we are working longer 
hours’; ‘rich countries will not benefit from more 
growth’; ‘inequality is rising in Britain’; ‘inequality 
is the cause of health and social problems’; and the 
old favourite, ‘if you are born poor you die poor’. 
These bogus maxims have recently taken on a new 
lease of life and have inevitably been picked up by 
‘intellectuals’ of the kind whom Hayek described as 
second hand dealers in ideas. One or two have even 
been quoted in government publications.

Snowdon examines  these  proposi t ions 
meticulously, quoting the leading texts and showing 
that the facts give very little support to any of them. 
He discusses the alleged absence of social mobility: 
it defies common sense since most of us know many 
people who have ended up much richer (or poorer) 
than they started out. Yet it has been largely accepted 
by the present government, which in 2011 published 
a paper, Opening Doors, Breaking Barriers. 

Astonishingly, Snowden shows that the argument 
about social mobility is not accepted even by the 
majority of academic sociologists, themselves leftish 
to a person. One controversial study, dubious in its 
methodology, did find such an effect, and it was taken 

up by the chattering classes, Conservative leaning as 
well as Labour, and the matter has been regarded as 
settled, but unfortunately settled wrongly. 

This pamphlet has a very funny description 
of anti-consumerism focusing on an American 
economist called Frank who is a leading light in 
the movement, and has proposed a sales tax with 
increasing rates according to the wealth of the 
purchaser. Unfortunately he is also a devotee of fast 
sports cars and Snowdon quotes his justifications 
for wanting a Porsche (acceleration, handling etc) 
and his criticism of those purchasing or wanting 
Ferraris (status seeking). The pomposity and lack of 
self-awareness displayed by Frank are not untypical 
of his kind.

Any reader who has been made uneasy by recent 
comments on economic issues, feeling that the Left 
may have a point, should read this book. They will 
be reassured that they are on the correct side of the 
debate technically and morally, and that capitalism 
and free markets, suitably regulated, offer the right 
way to increase human welfare. 

Richard Packer
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