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Windrush,	coming	so	conveniently	for	Labour	
before	 the	 recent	 council	 elections,	was	
a	huge	 lie.	None	of	 the	six	cases	 the	 left	

initially	made	such	a	fuss	about	were	deported,	nobody	
was	refused	urgent	or	necessary	health	care	(it	cannot	
be	refused	under	Department	of	Heath	Directives	–	one	
man	had	his	radiotherapy	delayed,	but	his	treatment	
was	quickly	restored)	and	it	is	doubtful	that	anybody	
here	legally	lost	their	job	or	home.	It	is	true	that	a	small	
number	of	elderly	Windrush	veterans	with	no	papers	
were	questioned	about	their	right	to	be	here.
The	 facts:	 since	 2003,	 out	 of	 some	 8000	Windrush	

files	examined,	63	individuals	(0.78	per	cent)	aged	over	
45	may	have	been	sent	home	for	not	been	able	to	prove	
their	 right	 to	be	here,	 or	 for	 committing	crimes	 in	 the	
UK.	Only	may	have	been.	The	state	has	a	right	to	ask	for	
papers	(if	it	lost	them	it	should	compensate)	but	the	vast	
majority	of	West	Indians	have	them.	I	live	and	work	in	
an	area	where	there	are	many	West	Indians	and	I	have	
yet	 to	meet	 one	who	had	 any	difficulties	 in	 travelling	
abroad.	Despite	this,	exaggerated	stories	became	common	
talk.	In	my	part	of	South	London,	suddenly	everybody	
knew	of	somebody	who	knew	somebody	who	had	been	
dragged	handcuffed	from	his	bed	at	three	in	the	morning	
to	Yarlswood	detention	centre,	and	then	put	on	a	plane	to	
Jamaica.	Windrush	became	a	folk	myth,	like	the	parting	of	
the	Red	Sea.	The	entire	black	population	of	London	now	
believes	the	story	(or	‘narrative’)	of	brave	immigrants	who	
came	to	rebuild	Britain	being	thrown	out	of	the	country	
by	wicked	Tories.	
It	is	a	lie.	The	English	are	a	famously	welcoming	and	

tolerant	race,	qualities	derived	in	part	from	an	arrogant	
belief	 that	 they	 are	 indestructible,	 but	 also	 from	 a	
genuine	kindness,	who	foolishly	kept	quiet	when	Tony	
Blair	threw	Britain’s	borders	open	under	New	Labour.
Far	too	late,	in	response	to	increasing	public	alarm	

at	 the	 numbers	 of	 illegal	migrants	 in	 the	 country	
(said	 to	 be	 1.2	million),	 the	 then	Home	Secretary,	
Mrs	May,	 imposed	 the	 same	 rules	 that	 apply	 in	 all	
other	EU	 countries	 –	 namely,	migrants	must	 show	

proof	of	 their	 immigration	status	 if	 they	 take	a	 job,	
rent	a	house,	open	a	bank	account	or	apply	for	state	
benefits.	Yet,	 even	 then,	 a	 tolerant	Britain	has	been	
more	generous	in	their	application	than	the	Europeans.	
Try	getting	medical	 care	 in	Europe	without	 papers.	
It	 took	 the	 image	 of	 a	 battered	 freighter,	 its	 decks	
crowded	with	black	passengers	dressed	in	their	Sunday	
best,	to	set	the	racial	cat	among	Tory	Central	Office	
pigeons.	Suddenly,	all	 talk	of	 the	1.2	million	illegal	
immigrants	ceased.	Britain’s	immigration	policy	was	
compared	to	events	such	as	the	Wannsee	Conference	
of	1942	at	which	Heydrich,	Himmler	and	Eichmann	
arranged	targets	for	the	mass	deportation	and	extinction	
of	the	Jews.	The	new	rules	‘as	almost	reminiscent	of	
Nazi	Germany’.	The	totally	blameless	Home	Secretary	
Amber	 Rudd	was	 forced	 to	 resign	 for	 using	 the	
Wannsee	word	‘target’.	Her	target?	To	deport	11,000	
a	year	out	of	an	estimated	1,200,000	illegals;	not	even	
enough	to	make	up	for	a	natural	increase	by	births.	
A	powerful	myth	was	born.	Following	it	Diane	Abbott	

promised	to	shut	two	of	our	main	immigration	removal	
centres,	limit	the	stay	in	them	to	28	days	and	use	the	
money	to	help	victims	of	domestic	abuse,	slavery	and	
trafficking.	Totally	open	 immigration,	 the	Labour	 lie	
goes,	 is	a	natural	phenomenon	and,	 like	 the	weather,	
universally	 beneficial	 –	which	 is	why	very	 few	new	
arrivals	need	investigating.	By	contrast,	the	monstrous	
injustices	of	the	past	demand	a	complete	rewriting	of	
our	history.	Black	and	Asian	people	are	the	real	founders	
of	modern	Britain,	working	as	their	ancestors	did	under	
appalling	 conditions	 in	 the	 colonies	 to	make	Britain	
the	wealthy	country	 it	 is	 today.	This	makes	 them	the	
rightful	 inheritors	of	 these	 islands.	London,	 regarded	
as	the	Britain	of	the	future,	with	its	choked	transport,	
hospitals	that	can	never	keep	up,	rising	crime,	desperate	
lack	of	housing	and	now	warnings	of	a	shortage	of	water,	
has	all	the	marks	of	a	future	third	world	city.	Soon	all	
that	will	be	left	of	us	will	be	wistful	English	faces	in	
the	vast	crowds.

Web:  www.salisburyreview.com
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The Great Replacement
Will criticising immigration become a crime in France?

alistair	millEr

When	Nicolas	Dupont-Aignan,	 the	 leader	
of	Debout La France,	the	French	Gaullist	
party,	first	discovered	back	in	April	that	he	

was	being	prosecuted	for	having	spoken	of	a	‘migrant	
invasion’	 in	 a	 tweet	 during	 the	French	 presidential	
election,	he	thought	someone	must	be	pulling	his	leg.	
Unfortunately,	the	prosecutor	in	question	was	deadly	
serious.	
The	case	was	brought	before	the	17th	Chamber	of	the	

Criminal	Court	 in	Paris	by	the	International	League	
Against	Racism	and	Anti-Semitism	(LICRA),	and	the	
prosecutor,	sufficiently	convinced	by	the	arguments,	
announced	 that	Dupont-Aignan	 should	 be	 charged	
with	‘provoking	hatred	and	discrimination’	for	having	
argued	 that	 the	 socialists	were	 compensating	 for	 a	
declining	 birth	 rate	 by	 instigating	 an	 ‘invasion’	 of	
migrants;	 that,	 in	 effect,	 the	 population	was	 being	
‘replaced’.	The	prosecutor	condemned	the	outrageous	
remarks	unequivocally:	‘We	have	a	leading	politician	
…	who	calmly	accepts	…	a	racist	conspiracy	theory	
born	 in	 the	depths	of	 the	extreme	French	right’.	He	
went	on,	‘Not	to	condemn	this	would	be	tantamount	
to	fanning	the	flames	of	racism	and	would	stigmatise	
all	migrants.’	The	case	will	be	decided	on	June	6.	
Can	 it	 really	be	 that	expressing	an	opinion	which	

questions	current	orthodoxy	concerning	the	benefits	of	
mass	immigration	is	now	a	criminal	offence	in	France?			
Of	course,	Dupont-Aignan’s	crime	is	not	really	that	

he	used	this	or	that	term	(‘invasion’,	‘influx’,	‘flood’,	
‘deluge’	 –	 you	 can	 take	 your	 pick)	 to	 describe	 the	
effects	of	mass	 immigration;	but	 that	he	questioned	
the	prevailing	orthodoxy,	the	new	secular	religion,	of	
multi-culture.	 It	 is	 this	 that	exposes	him	as	a	 racist,	
xenophobe,	white	supremacist	and	hate-monger.	And	
it	is	this	heresy	that	lies	behind	the	prosecutor’s	most	
grievous	 charge:	 that	Dupont-Aignan	 is	 inspired	by	
none	other	than	‘The	Great	Replacement’,	an	extreme	
right-wing	 conspiracy	 theory	 comparable	 to	 ‘The	
Protocols	of	the	Elders	of	Zion’.		
What	of	 ‘The	Great	Replacement’?	The	 term	was	

coined	by	the	French	writer	Renaud	Camus,	who	has	
argued	in	a	series	of	books	and	pamphlets	(culminating	
in	France: Suicide d’une Nation)	that	under	cover	of	
the	ideology	of	multiculturalism,	and	instrumentalised	
by	mass	immigration,	a	‘reverse	colonisation’	is	under	
way	which	threatens	the	very	civilisation	of	France.	

The	indigenous	population	is	in	the	process	of	being	
replaced	by	other	populations	who	have	 little	or	no	
allegiance	 to	 la patrie,	 or,	 as	 in	 the	 case	 of	 Islam,	
are	actively	hostile	to	it.	The	Great	Replacement	has	
been	 facilitated	 by	 ‘The	Great	Deculturation’,	 the	
deconstruction	of	 the	host	 culture	 and	 its	 education	
system	 in	 the	 name	of	 equality,	 the	 political	 virtue	
which	 has	 usurped	 all	 others.	Most	 chilling	 of	 all,	
argues	Camus,	 is	 the	closing	down	of	criticism	and	
dissent,	the	imposition	of	a	form	of	totalitarian	control	
unknown	 ‘even	 under	 the	 old	 regime’.	 Because	
multiculturalism	is	 taken	 to	encompass	all	morality,	
any	 dissent	 is	 necessarily	 immoral	 and	must	 be	
criminalised.	Why	do	 the	French	 not	 rebel	 against	
the	destruction	of	their	culture	and	identity?	Because	
they	value	their	reputations	and	their	livelihoods.	The	
imputation	 of	 ‘racism’	 is	 enough	 to	 silence	 dissent.	
There	is	no	recourse,	no	return,	for	the	person	accused	
of	‘le	crime	idéologique’.					
Despite	 the	outrage	provoked	by	Camus’s	 theory,	

it	 is	 perfectly	 coherent	 and	 plausible	when	 judged	
against	the	facts	of	demographic	change.	There	may	
be	no	deliberate	intent	or	plot	to	replace	populations,	
but	the	consequence	of	multiculturalism,	and	the	open	
borders	which	it	is	taken	to	justify,	is	undeniably	that	
populations	are being replaced	–	as	the	briefest	visit	
to	 the	 suburbs	 of	 Paris	 or	London	would	 confirm.	
The	evidence,	argues	Camus,	is	all	around	us:	‘whole	
streets,	avenues,	quarters,	towns,	certain	départements,	
innumerable	metro	lines,	station	platforms,	minarets,	
veiled	women,	 faces,	 signboards,	 class	 photos	…	
thousands	of	things’	bear	witness	to	it.	It	 is	all	very	
simple:	 ‘Where	 there	was	 originally	 one	 people	…	
there	is	now	another.’	
What,	 then,	 of	 ‘multiculturalism’	–	 the	orthodoxy	

which	is	supposed	to	command	our	allegiance?	
The	provenance	of	multiculturalism	has	been	exposed	

in	 devastating	 detail	 by	 the	 québécois	 sociologist	
Mathieu	Bock-Côté.	 In	Le Multiculturalisme comme 
Religion Politique,	 Bock-Côté	 explains	 how	 the	
Left’s	utopian	quest	to	abolish	inequality	and	injustice	
progressed	from	classical	Marxism	to	cultural	Marxism.	
A	 concern	 for	 the	worker	 transmuted	 into	 a	 concern	
for	 ‘the	 excluded’	 and	 ‘the	 other’	 in	 the	 form	 of	
marginalised	and	oppressed	minorities;	and	the	critique	
of	capitalism	transmuted	into	a	thorough-going	critique	
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of	Western	civilisation,	whose	institutions	–	the	nation	
state,	 the	 family,	 the	 school	–	 and	hegemonic	norms	
were	merely	the	instruments	of	oppression,	exploitation,	
injustice	 and	 genocide.	Only	 a	 re-writing	 of	 history	
from	the	perspective	of	its	victims	would	expiate	these	
crimes,	purge	the	host	culture	of	its	false	consciousness,	
and	pave	 the	way	 for	 the	 construction	of	 a	 radically	
equal	society	in	which	none	are	privileged	and	all	live	
in	perfect	harmony	while	celebrating	their	differences.					
But	despite	the	relentless	celebration	in	our	media	

of	the	virtues	and	charms	of	multi-culture,	its	vibrant	
diversity,	the	facts	tell	a	different	story.	The	stark	reality	
is	 that	 in	France,	 as	 in	Britain,	 people	 are	 dividing	
on	ethnic	and	cultural	grounds.	They	are	choosing	to	
live	with	those	of	their	own	culture	or	race,	with	those	
who	share	their	memories,	experiences,	traditions	and	
outlook	on	life	–	which	is	precisely	what	social	and	
evolutionary	psychologists	would	predict	given	human	
nature	and	the	need	to	build	cohesive	societies.	
The	claim	that	the	achievements	of	all	cultures	and	

ethnic	groups	are	equal,	or	would	be,	if	it	were	not	for	
institutional	racism	and	past	injustices,	has	no	empirical	
basis	either.	As	Thomas	Sowell	has	demonstrated,	there	
are	countless	examples	through	history	of	controlling	
majorities	 being	 ‘grossly	 outperformed’	 by	 their	
respective	minorities,	of	minorities	dominating	whole	
industries,	for	a	host	of	cultural	and	historical	reasons.	
Can	the	educational	success	of	the	Chinese	(who	top	all	
tables	of	achievement)	and	the	relative	failure	of	white	
working-class	boys	be	attributed	to	white	racism?	Nor	
is	there	much	evidence	that	‘multicultural’	countries	are	
conspicuously	more	successful	than	countries	which	
share	a	common	culture	–	quite	the	contrary.	
Proponents	of	multi-culture	claim	that	Britain	and	

France	have	 always	been	 ‘nations	of	migrants’,	 the	
implication	 being	 that	 there	 is	 no	 national	 culture,	
no	 indigenous	 population.	But	 genetic	 tracking	has	
revealed	that	the	English	prior	to	the	advent	of	mass	
immigration	were	more	 than	 ninety	 per	 cent	 the	
descendants	of	the	English	a	thousand	years	before.	
There	were	migrations	–	most	notably	the	Huguenots	
and	the	Jews	–	but	the	migrants	were	assimilated	into	
the	host	culture.	
The	notion	that	all	injustices	and	inequalities	–	the	

two	are	taken	to	be	synonymous	–	in	the	world	have	
their	 root	 in	white	European	oppression	and	 racism	
is	 even	more	 delusional.	 The	 belief	 that	 slavery,	
conquest,	war,	genocide	and	imperial	expansion	(not	
to	mention	torture,	human	sacrifice,	cannibalism	and	
self-mutilation)	were	European	inventions,	that	prior	to	
the	arrival	of	the	Europeans,	the	rest	of	the	world	lived	
in	a	paradise	garden	of	mutual	respect	and	inclusivity,	
is	a	historical	romance.	Genghis	Khan	(who	is	thought	
to	have	killed	one	 in	 ten	of	 the	world’s	population)	

existed,	 as	 did	Attila	 the	Hun,	 the	Aztecs,	 and	 the	
Barbary	pirates.		
In	short,	it	would	seem	that	it	is	multiculturalism	that	

has	all	the	hallmarks	of	a	conspiracy	theory.	Were	it	
merely	a	theory	which	sought	to	describe	and	explain	
the	 facts,	 it	would	have	been	buried	years	 ago;	 but	
constituted	as	the	secular	religion	of	our	time,	a	mass	
psychosis,	a	utopian	fantasy,	it	is	immune	to	validation	
(or	refutation)	by	external	criteria.								
What	does	 the	 future	hold?	Several	 scenarios	can	

be	imagined.	
If	current	differential	birth	rates	are	extrapolated	and	

mass	immigration	continues,	there	will	be	a	Muslim	
majority	in	Britain	within	fifty	years,	making	Islamic	
statehood	an	attractive	option.	Houellebecq	predicted	
this	for	France	in	his	visionary	novel	Submission.		The	
decadent	culture	of	the	declining	West,	fixated	on	the	
rights	of	‘the	other’,	will	be	replaced	by	a	vigorous	
manly	culture	which	can	replicate	itself.	Isn’t	history	
the	account	of	the	rise	and	fall	of	civilisations?		
There	might	even	be	a	resurgence	of	English	culture	and	

civilisation,	a	renewed	sense	of	national	self-belief.	Other	
ethnic	and	cultural	groups	would,	in	time,	be	assimilated,	
and	 our	 liberties	 restored.	But	 to	 speak	 out	 publicly	
against	multi-culture	would	require	political	courage	of	
the	highest	order.	We	should	not	hold	our	breath.				
Civil	war	is	yet	another	possibility,	with	the	country	

dividing	along	ethnic	lines,	 the	beleaguered	English	
(those	who	have	not	 emigrated)	 retreating	 from	 the	
cities	 and	 fortifying	 themselves	 in	 the	 towns	 and	
villages,	just	as	the	Britons	of	old	retreated	westwards	
in	 the	 face	 of	 the	Anglo-Saxon	 invasions.	 If	 social	
media	 is	 anything	 to	 go	 by,	 the	 knives	 are	 already	
being	sharpened.			
It	is	even	possible	that	the	multicultural	utopia	–	the	

great	commune	–	might	come	to	fruition;	that	divisive	
religious	beliefs	and	cultural	traditions	would,	in	time,	
atrophy	in	favour	of	a	New	Age	mindfulness;	that	all	
sources	of	inequality	and	injustice	would	be	eliminated,	
with	deviants	consigned	to	suitable	holding	camps	for	
treatment.	The	Marxists	of	old	never	quite	perfected	
their	dream.	Perhaps	this	time	…	
But	the	only	thing	we	know	for	certain	is	that	any	

speculation	concerning	the	future	has	been	silenced,	
for	to	publicly	question	the	multicultural	dream,	the	
coming	kingdom,	is	to	reveal	oneself	to	be	a	racist,	a	
purveyor	of	hate.	Discussion	must	therefore	be	carried	
on	in	hushed	tones	out	of	earshot,	underground	–	or	
on	social	media.			
Who	 can	 tell	 how	 the	 English	 and	 French	will	

respond	 to	 ‘The	Great	Replacement’,	 or	what	 form	
their	anger	will	take?

Alistair Miller is a teacher.
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Sean O’Callaghan was an IRA defector who 
infiltrated the highest councils of the IRA. He 
was ordered by the Provisionals to assassinate 

Prince Charles and Princess Diana using a bomb 
at the Dominion Theatre in London in 1983, but 
was able to warn the British and Irish authorities 
in time. He served 10 years of a 256-year sentence 
for several murders committed while he was active 
in the IRA but was released under the Queen’s 
prerogative of mercy after only ten. Below is Lord 
Salisbury’s speech at the memorial service.

It	was	 the	mid-90s	 of	 the	 last	 century.	The	
telephone	rang	one	Saturday	morning,	early,	in	
deepest	Dorset	and	a	soft	Irish	voice	murmured	
in	my	ear,	‘It’s	been	suggested	I	should	give	you	
a	call.	It’s	Sean.’	

In	those	days,	one	of	the	benefits	of	no	longer	
having	 a	 constituency	 was	 the	 occasional	
Saturday	 lie-in,	while	 of	 course	 pretending	
to	ministerial	 colleagues	 that	 one’s	weekends	
were	 a	 relentless	 round	of	 duty.	 I	 rubbed	 the	
sleep	from	my	eyes	and	began	one	of	the	more	
instructive	and	enjoyable	conversations	of	my	
life.	Those	conversations	eventually	continued	
face	to	face	until	Sean	left	for	what	proved	to	be	
his	final	holiday	with	his	daughter	in	Jamaica.	
Meanwhile,	before	his	release	from	Maghaberry	
Gaol,	 they	 took	place	on	 the	 telephone	every	
Saturday	morning,	me	 at	 home	 and	 Sean	 in	
custody.

‘Do	you	think	they’re	listening	to	us?’	He	once	
asked	me.	Given	Sean’s	 penetrating	 analysis	
of	 the	 Provisional	 IRA’s	 ethos,	 strategy	 and	
intentions,	 an	 analysis	 that	 dominated	 our	
exchanges,	 I	 could	 only	 answer,	 ‘I	 certainly	
hope	so.’

No	 one	 who	 knew	 Sean	 could	 miss	 his	
remarkable	 qualities.	 I	 really	 do	 not	 need	 to	

A Spy who Came in from the Cold
Memorial service for Sean O’Callaghan, St Martin-in-the-Fields

Robert Salisbury

Wednesday, 21st March, 2018

remind	 this	 congregation	 of	 them.	He	was	
extremely	intelligent.	He	could	analyse	politics	
with	acuity	and	precision.	And	that	applied	to	my	
British	colleagues	as	much	as	to	the	members	
of	Dáil	Éireann.

He	had	a	fine	pen	which	he	used	to	great	effect	
in	his	first	book,	The Informer	–	after	sacking	
the	 ghost	writer	 chosen	 for	 him	 and	 doing	 a	
much	better	job	himself.	Like	many	Irishmen	he	
was	something	of	a	poet.	If	one	had	to	criticise	
him	 on	 the	 cultural	 front,	 he	 entertained	 an	
inexplicable	 passion	 for	Tottenham	Hotspur	
Football	Club,	but	no	one	is	beyond	criticism.	
He	judged	character	disturbingly	accurately,	no	
doubt	aided	both	by	his	years	as	a	terrorist	and,	
even	more,	by	his	efforts	to	avoid	the	attempts	
at	 revenge	 launched	by	his	 former	 associates	
once	he	had	 joined	 the	other	 side.	The	desire	
to	survive	sharpens	one’s	assessment	of	one’s	
fellow	men.

He	was	 the	best	of	 company,	 in	bars	 and	out	
of	 them,	 and,	 for	most	 of	 his	 life,	 a	 fervent	
tobacconist.	 His	 beautiful	 natural	manners	
enabled	 him,	 on	 his	 own	 terms,	 to	mix	with	
anyone.	He	 also	 had	 a	 curious,	 and	probably	
necessary,	 ability	 to	 live	 his	 life	 in	 separate	
compartments.	His	 imaginative	 sympathy	 led	
him	 to	 lend	practical	 support	 to	many	causes	
beyond	 that	 of	 peace	 and	 reconciliation	 in	
Ireland.	These	 included	 the	 non-oligarchical	
inhabitants	 of	London.	 Initiatives	 like	Katie	
Daws’	Art	Against	Knives	 have	 reason	 to	 be	
grateful	to	Sean	–	and	there	are	many	others	who	
could	say	the	same.	His	range	of	acquaintance	
was	vast.

But,	above	all,	he	had	courage,	both	moral	and	
physical.	It	takes	a	particular	kind	of	courageous	
endurance	 to	 work	 undercover	 against	 an	
organisation	whose	torture	of	those	it	considers	



The Salisbury Review — Summer 2018 7 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

traitors	 is	at	 least	as	brutal	as	any	 totalitarian	
dictatorship’s.	 The	 strain	 eventually	 wore	
even	Sean	down.	What	 is	perhaps	even	more	
remarkable	is	the	courage	that	enabled	Sean	to	
abandon	the	Provisional	IRA	and	to	enlist	in	the	
battle	against	it.

He	had	been	born	a	Republican.	County	Kerry	
has	strong	Republican	traditions	and	his	family	
nurtured	him	in	the	myths	and	tales	of	the	heroes	
of	 the	 struggle	 against	 the	British	 oppressor.	
How	could	he	do	anything	but	join	the	Cause?	
It	was	part	of	his	flesh,	his	bone	and	his	soul;	
and	his	intelligence	and	capacity	for	leadership	
soon	marked	him	out	as	a	mover.

Now,	imagine	what	it	takes	to	reject	everything	
that	has	commanded	your	life	and	loyalty	from	
your	cradle.	You	are	abandoning	your	family,	
your	 friends,	 your	 tribe.	 From	 the	moment	
you	 are	 unmasked,	 they	will	 reserve	 for	 you	
the	obloquy	and	contempt	such	people	reserve	
for	traitors	to	a	cause	which	to	them	is	sacred,	
and	which	 for	 them	 justifies	 the	murder	 of	
innocents,	torture	and	the	intimidation	of	those	
most	 intimidatable	 of	 breeds:	 politicians	 and	
journalists.

By	way	of	illustration	of	that	latter	assertion,	I	
remember	all	too	well	suggesting	to	the	producer	
of	an	obscure	daytime	political	show	I	had	been	
asked	to	guest-present	that	Sean	would	make	a	
good	guest.	‘Oh,	we	could	not	do	that,’	he	said.	
‘I	would	not	like	to	put	our	team	at	risk	from	
the	IRA.’	It	is	easier	to	be	fearless	in	defence	of	
free	speech	when	the	opposition	is	not	armed	
with	Semtex.

But	Sean	did	change	sides.	In	doing	so	he	was	
acting	as	what	he	continued	to	be	all	his	life:	a	
patriotic	Irishman.	It	took	real	moral	as	well	as	
physical	courage	 to	do	so.	Of	course,	he	was	
sickened	by	the	methods	of	the	Provisionals	and	
he	began	to	feel	increasingly	powerful	pangs	of	
guilt	for	his	own	actions	as	a	loyal	member	of	the	
IRA.	In	particular,	he	was	haunted	by	his	murder	
of	the	RUC’s	Peter	Flanagan,	a	good	Catholic,	
and	by	his	part	in	the	death	of	the	Greenfinch	
Eva	Martin.	He	wanted	to	make	amends.	

That	was	one	reason	he	spent	much	of	his	time	
supporting	 initiatives,	which	 sought	 a	 lasting	
settlement	of	 the	 troubles	and	 in	encouraging	
victims	 of	 terror	 to	fight	 back.	His	 advice	 to	
politicians	 in	 the	 run-up	 to	 the	Good	Friday	

agreement	 is	 an	 example	 of	 the	 first;	 his	
encouragement	 of	Rupert	Murdoch	 to	fight	 a	
libel	action	in	the	Irish	courts	brought	by	Slab	
Murphy,	 and	 his	 support	 for	 the	 civil	 action	
brought	by	the	Omagh	victims’	families	are	but	
two	examples	of	the	second.

But	there	was	something	else	too.	He	saw	that	a	
peaceful	and	constructive	relationship	between	
the	Republic	and	the	United	Kingdom	is	in	the	
best	interests	of	both	countries.	Confrontation,	
whether	violent	or	merely	political,	only	leads	to	
the	impoverishment,	both	moral	and	economic,	
of	the	whole	of	the	British	Isles.	The	British	will	
suffer	in	such	confrontations,	but	the	Republic	
will	 suffer	more.	 If	we	 could	 all	 act	 on	 that	
principle,	it	would	be	something	of	a	memorial	
to	Sean.

I	will	miss	Sean	as	we	all	will.	I	will	miss	his	
intelligence,	his	gentle	teasing	of	his	allies	and	
his	capacity	for	original	thought.	Ireland	has	lost	
a	true	patriot	and	the	United	Kingdom	a	good	
if	not	uncritical	friend.	Some,	like	the	Prince	of	
Wales,	have	 lost	someone	 to	whom	they	owe	
their	lives.	Some	never	quite	bought	his	story,	
particularly	 a	 few	 in	 the	RUC,	 but	 I	 have	 a	
number	of	consolations.

I	was	honoured	to	have	been	able	to	count	him	
as	a	friend	who	broadened	my	acquaintance	and	
deepened	my	understanding.	And,	 unlike	 the	
Provisional	 IRA,	 in	his	 latter	years,	 I	 at	 least	
knew	where	he	lived.

Giant’s Causeway, Northern Ireland
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A Surprising Night at The Oxford 
Union 
JanE	kElly

I	feel	 like	 a	 heretic	 being	 here,’	 said	 a	 third	 year	History	student	next	to	me	inside	the	Oxford	Union.	
‘University	opinion	is	default	Left,’	he	said.	‘Most	

common	rooms	are	dominated	by	extremists.’	
We	were	waiting	for	Prof	Jordan	Peterson	to	arrive.	He	

calls	himself	‘the	world’s	only	right-wing	psychologist,’	
and	everyone	was	expecting	trouble;	even	
though	it’s	finals	week,	nearly	a	thousand	
students	 had	 enquired	 about	 tickets	 on	
Facebook.	Members	only	were	admitted,	
there	was	strict	security	and	any	protestors	
were	 told	 they’d	 be	 forcibly	 removed.	
Inside	a	lantern-jawed	heavy	stood	against	
the	door	looking	meaningful.	
It	was	a	surprise	that	Peterson	had	been	

invited	to	speak	at	all;	since	2015	Oxford	
‘freshers’	have	been	obliged	to	take	‘race,	
equality	and	diversity’	workshops.	They	
are	also	obliged	to	agree	that	only	white	
people	can	be	racist.	
‘That	sets	the	tone	for	the	rest	of	their	

time	here,’	my	student	next		to	me	told	me.	
‘There’s	an	agreed	political	ethos;	what	
you	 can	 and	 can’t	 say,	 so	 you	 become	
self-censoring.	 Some	people	 test	 the	waters	 but	 it’s	
probably	not	worth	it	if	you	want	to	fit	in.’
But	strangely	there	was	no	sign	of	Antifa,	the	violent	

‘anti-fascist’	mob,	or	any	transgender	 trolls	about	as	
Peterson	began:	
‘Am	 I	 allowed	 to	 say	 things	which	make	 others	

uncomfortable,’	he	asked.	‘If	I	do	that,	am	I	guilty	of	
‘hate	speech?’	He	was	referring	to	Cathy	Newman	and	
the	Channel	4	interview	on	January	16th,	which	went	
viral.	Addressing	 the	Oxford	 students	 he	 said:	 ‘The	
question	still	hangs	in	the	air.	That	was	a	jaw-dropping	
question	and	should	never	have	been	asked,	at	least	not	
by	a	journalist.’
It	was	 jaw-dropping	 that	none	of	 the	450	students	

made	a	murmur	of	protest.	
It	took	place	after	he’d	published	videos	criticising	

the	Canadian	 government’s	Bill	C-16,	which	made	
‘misgendering,’	or	challenging	of	men	who	identify	as	
women,	into	‘hate	speech.’	
That	encounter	turned	him	from	obscure	Canadian	

Professor	into	the	great	white	hope	of	the	beleaguered	
Right.	There	were	You-Tubers	who	said	Ms	Newman	

‘

had	a	fancy	for	the	man	busy	tearing	her	to	shreds.	He	
is	strangely	seductive;	frail	looking	despite	slick	blue	
suit	and	tousled	grey	locks,	his	long,	narrow	brogues	
obviously	 freshly	 polished.	He	 believes	 people	 are	
more	 useful	 to	 themselves	 and	 society	 if	 they	 look	
smart,	stand	up	straight,	and	put	their	shoulders	back.	

Looking	 around	 at	 the	 students,	mostly	
clad	in	leisurewear,	I	was	surprised	that	
they	 only	 responded	with	 enthusiastic	
laughter.	
Although	 he	 almost	 disappeared	 into	

the	large	red	chair	provided,	he	couldn’t	
help	 looking	 patriarchal,	 folding	 his	
hands	and	peering	over	them,	emanated	
a	 powerful	 aura,	 which	 clearly	 said:	
‘Relax.	 I’m	 in	 charge	 and	 I	 am	 right,	
about	absolutely	everything.’	His	manner	
must	be	reassuring	for	his	psychotherapy	
clients.	
He	 clashed	with	Newman	over	 equal	

pay	and	jobs	for	women.	He	demolished	
her	hallowed	argument	that	there	is	a	huge	
structural	injustice	against	women	in	the	
work	 place	 by	 drawing	 evidence	 from	

biology	and	economics.	
He	told	the	students,	‘Men	and	women	are	different	

in	 temperament.	They	 are	mostly	 the	 same	 but	 the	
differences	 are	massive;	men	 are	more	 aggressive.	
More	interested	in	things	than	people,	so	more	often	
become	engineers.’
In	the	UK	only	11	per	cent	of	engineers	are	female,	

in	Canada	it’s	13	per	cent.	The	bitter	quarrel	is	about	
why;	the	Left	blame	power	structures	and	try	to	change	
them.	London	University	has	just	dropped	its	A	Level	
Maths	and	Physics	requirement	to	try	to	get	more	girls	
into	 engineering.	Oxford	 is	 replacing	many	 exams	
with	course	work,	which	benefits	girls.	Peterson	sees	
such	 actions	 as	 futile,	 attributing	 sex	 difference	 to	
biology	and	innate	behaviour	learned	over	millions	of	
years.	He	uses	the	same	kind	of	evidence	to	suggest	
that	it’s	wiser	and	more	productive	to	hold	cautious,	
conservative	views.	
‘Attempts	at	egalitarianism	only	make	people	more	

different,’	he	said.	No	one	in	the	hall	demurred.	
It’s	a	sacred	belief	on	the	Left	that	women,	blacks	

and	gays	are	repressed	by	social	constructs	which	allow	
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‘Universities	 are	 doing	what	 they	 can	 to	 sacrifice	
the	 individual	 view	 in	 favour	 of	 the	 tribal.	That	 is	
unforgivable	and	appalling.’	
Last	 year	 research	 by	 the	 Joseph	Rowntree	Trust	

suggested	 university	 censorship	 had	 increased	 over	
the	past	 three	years	with	a	growing	number	actively	
clamping	down	on	ideas,	literature	and	speakers	that	
are	not	in	tune	with	their	own	values.	Oxford	students	
gained	 notoriety	 with	 their,	 ‘Rhodes	must	 fall,’	
iconoclastic	campaign	against	dead	white	males	they	
didn’t	like.
The	Oxford	Union’s	 response	 to	 Peterson	 tells	 a	

different	story,	largely	ignored	by	the	press;	the	students	
were	eager	to	hear	him,	all	their	questions	concerned	
ethics	 rather	 than	 politics.	 They	 gave	 him	warm	
applause	and	good	humour;	perhaps	they	are	getting	
tired	 at	 last	 of	 the	 angry	Left-wing	 rhetoric	 they’ve	
heard	all	their	lives,	or	just	too	intelligent	to	buy	it.	
Despite	being	forced	to	attend	workshops	on	race,	

identity	 and	 diversity,	 the	 ones	 I	met	 this	week	 are	
uninterested	in	extremist	views.	My	student	neighbour	
was	conservative	but	found	Oxford	University’s	Tory	
Association	was	mainly	 composed	 of	 old	Etonians	
who,	‘they	all	knew	each	other	before	 they	arrived.’	
Unwilling	 to	 join	 them	he	 found	himself	part	of	 the	
silent,	hard	working	majority.	
On	my	way	out	of	the	ancient	hall	I	heard	two	boys	

excitedly	discussing	Peterson’s	use	of	Philosophy	and	
Metaphysics.	To	my	old	 ears	 his	words	 had	mostly	
sounded	like	plain	common	sense,	something	I	don’t	
think	they	could	remember	or	recognise.	Listening	to	
Peterson	they	seemed	to	think	they’d	just	discovered	it.	

Jane Kelly writes for the Salisbury	Review, The	Daily	
Telegraph and the Spectator.

white	men	to	have	power	over	them.	Peterson	dismisses	
all	that.	In	his	best-selling	book,	12 Rules for Life,	he	
famously	used	 the	example	of	 lobsters,	which	 share	
a	common	ancestor	with	humans	and	have	a	nervous	
system	 like	 ours,	 attuned	 to	 status	which	 ‘runs	 on	
serotonin,’	 the	 chemical	 associated	with	well-being.	
He	says	hierarchy	is	good	for	us	and	makes	us	happy.
‘Life	 is	 essentially	 about	 suffering,’	 he	 said.	 ‘We	

transcend	that	by	pursuing	things	of	value.	To	do	that	
we	 create	 a	 hierarchy	 of	 co-operative	 people	 doing	
different	tasks.’	
He	admitted	that	this	can	produce	inequality.	Liberals	

say	 our	 values	 are	 not	worth	 the	 cost	 and	 replace	
‘value’	with	Marxism.	He	says	they	also	generate	mini	
hierarchies,	which	result	in	tribalism,	war	and	chaos.	
Via	Darwin,	Tolstoy,	Neitzsche,	 Freud,	 Jung,	 and	

Heidegger,	he	returned	to	his	biggest	concern;	political	
correctness	 and	 free	 speech.	He	 believes,	 from	 the	
behaviour	of	chimpanzees,	that	tribalism	is	deeply	in	
our	natures,	it	can	be	overcome	but	is	manifest	now	in	
identity	politics	which	labels	humans	by	gender,	race	
and	class.	The	war	between	these	groups	is	the	‘Post-
modern	reality.’	
Who	defines	‘hate?’	he	asked.	‘The	ones	we	least	want	

to	define	it.’	Against	the	warmongers	of	identity	politics	
he	posits	‘individual	sovereignty,’	with	responsibility	
towards	each	other.
He	believes	that	is,	‘the	only	way	to	create	a	peaceful,	

successful	 society’.	 and	 rather	 flatteringly	 praised	
the	UK	 and	American	 founding	 fathers,	 (‘all	 good	
Englishmen’)	 for	first	establishing	 individuality	as	a	
principle	of	state.
‘We	lose	this	at	our	peril,’	he	said	obviously	feeling	

imperilled.

Bashar al-Assad the Monster of 
Syria

Not born evil but had evil thrust upon him? 

thEodorE	dalrymplE

How	far	is	it	necessary	to	understand	dictators	to	
understand	dictatorships?	One	of	the	reasons	
that	 the	meaning	 of	Macbeth is	 grasped	

almost	everywhere	it	is	played	(I	once	saw	it	in	a	Zulu	
version)	is	that	it	exposes	so	clearly	the	logic	of	power,	
irrespective	of	who	exercises	it.	A	step	in	the	direction	
of	dictatorship	having	been	taken,	it	is	difficult,	at	least	
for	the	dictator,	to	go	back	on	himself.	He	is	committed	

to	further	acts	of	tyranny,	often	right	to	the	end.	
This	 is	 surely	 the	case	with	Bashar	al-Assad,	one	

of	 the	worst	dictators	of	our	 time,	and	yet	probably	
not	the	worst	of	men.	It	is	easy	to	forget	that	he	never	
really	wanted	to	be	a	dictator	at	all;	he	wanted	to	be	
an	 ophthalmologist.	This	was	 not	 an	 idle	 or	 casual	
ambition	on	his	part:	on	the	contrary,	he	qualified	as	a	
doctor	and	began	his	training	in	London.	This	surely	



speaks	well	of	a	man	whose	father	was	dictator	before	
him.	He	might	have	had	a	gilded	youth	of	nightclubs,	
luxurious	journeys	round	the	world,	and	so	forth,	but	he	
chose	instead	the	far	from	easy	life	of	a	junior	doctor.			
Nor	could	his	qualification	in	medicine	have	been	one	

of	those	absurd	doctorates	conferred	on	ignorant	but	
powerful	recipients	such	as	Samuel	K	Doe	of	Liberia,	
ever	afterwards	known	(at	least	until	he	was	brutally	
murdered)	as	Dr	Doe.	If	he	had	not	been	a	real	doctor,	
this	would	have	been	immediately	exposed	in	London	
during	his	training:	on	the	contrary,	he	was	known	as	a	
competent	professional	who	comported	himself	with	a	
modesty	that	spoke	well	of	him	considering	his	origins,	
and	whose	patients	liked	him.	
He	was	called	home	as	crown	prince	only	because	his	

brother,	a	more	flamboyant	type	who	was	nevertheless	
his	 father’s	 chosen	 successor	 in	 preference	 to	 his	
studious	brother,	managed	to	kill	himself	driving	very	
fast	in	his	very	expensive	car	on	the	way	to	the	airport	
(I	don’t	know,	but	I	would	risk	a	small	bet	that	it	was	
bright	red).	His	father	was	not	the	kind	of	man	whose	
orders	 to	 return	 to	Syria	could	very	well	have	been	
disobeyed:	Daddy	was	ultimately	responsible	for	the	
massacre	of	between	five	and	twenty	thousand	people	
in	Hama	(a	stronghold	of	 the	Muslim	Brotherhood)	
in	order	to	preserve	his	own	power	and	was	used	to	
having	his	orders	obeyed.	He	was	not	to	be	trifled	with.	
Moreover,	the	milieu	of	the	Syrian	political	class	is	not	
one	where	Please and	Thank you get	you	very	far.	As	
everyone	who	had	ever	been	to	Syria	before	the	present	
civil	war	will	attest,	Syria	had	enormous	charms,	but	
the	peaceful	settlement	of	political	disagreements	was	
not	among	them.
When	Assad	 Junior	 acceded	 to	 power	 after	 his	

father’s	death	due	to	a	heart	attack	shortly	before	he	
turned	seventy,	he	was	thought,	hoped	and	expected	
to	 be	 a	 reformist.	He	 had,	 after	 all,	 spent	 several	
years	in	London	where	he	experienced	the	glories	of	
democracy.	How	could	he	not	be	a	liberal	–	a	liberal,	
that	is,	in	Syrian	terms.	In	all	probability,	he	did	initially	
intend	to	be	more	easy-going	than	his	father	had	been,	
but	he	was	quickly	trapped	by	political	realities.	
As	a	member	of	the	Alawite	minority	in	Syria,	he	was	

certainly	no	religious	fanatic.	The	Alawites	are	a	sect	of	
the	Shia	whom	the	Shiites,	to	say	nothing	of	the	Sunni,	
regard	as	heretics.	Only	a	tenth	of	the	population,	they	
have	long	had	a	strong	presence	in	the	Syrian	armed	
forces,	and	before	that	were	favoured	under	the	French	
Mandate.	Their	women	 are	 liberated,	 and	 they	 are	
even	allowed,	or	allow	themselves,	 to	drink	alcohol	
in	moderation.	None	of	this	has	made	them	popular	
with	the	Sunni	majority,	notwithstanding	the	fact	that	
Bashar’s	share	of	 the	vote	 in	2000,	shortly	after	his	
father’s	death,	was	99.7	per	cent.

Seven	 years	 later,	 Bashar	 had	 lost	 some	 of	 his	
apparent	popularity:	his	vote	declined	to	99.6	per	cent.	
A	 further	 seven	years	 later,	by	which	 time	much	of	
the	country	was	in	ruins	–	literal,	physical	ruins,	that	
is	–	and	millions	had	died	or	fled,	his	popularity	had	
declined	much	faster:	he	received	only	88.7	per	cent	
of	the	votes	cast.	Among	the	genuine	votes,	however,	
were	 probably	 those	 of	 the	 Syrian	Christians.	The	
Assads	were	terrible,	but	they	were	not	anti-Christian.	
The	Christians	 thus	obeyed	one	of	 the	 fundamental	
political	doctrines	enunciated	in	Belloc’s	Cautionary 
Verses
			… always keep a-hold of nurse
   For fear of finding something worse.
Assad,	 they	 thought,	 was	 what	 stood	 between	

themselves	 and	 extinction:	 and	 looking	 across	 the	
border	to	Iraq,	they	could	see	what	had	happened	to	
the	 bi-millennial	Christian	 culture	 of	 Iraq	 once	 the	
equally	 awful	Saddam	was	gone	 and	Western	 arms	
had	triumphed.	Alas,	the	alternative	to	an	established	
tyranny	is	not	always	freedom.	Certainly,	the	history	
of	the	last	forty	years	in	the	Middle	East	has	not	been	
one	of	continual	ascent	of	religious	tolerance.	
Assad	has	played	cleverly	on	our	doubts	as	to	whether	

his	replacement	would	be	worse	–	worse	for	us,	that	
is.	The	West	has	huffed	and	puffed	at	the	atrocities	his	
regime	has	committed,	and	it	has	occasionally	warned	
him	that	there	is	a	point	beyond	which	he	must	not	go.	
But	the	West’s	heart,	or	military	action,	is	not	in	it.	It	
does	not	really	care	if	every	last	Syrian	is	killed,	so	
long	as	Moslem	terrorism	is	contained.	Assad	presents	
himself	as	the	last	bastion	against	that	very	terrorism,	
and	you	don’t	have	to	hear	many	discussions	of	the	
Syrian	situation	before	hearing	someone	say	that	this	
is	true.	Assad’s	may	be	a	self-fulfilling	prophecy	–	the	
existence	of	the	Moslem	fanatic	is	the	best	argument	
that	 all	Middle	Eastern	 secular	dictators	have	–	but	
the	importance	for	the	West	is	in	the	fulfilment	of	the	
prophecy,	not	its	origins.	And,	to	paraphrase	the	words	
of	Bismark	 regarding	 the	Balkans	and	 the	bones	of	
Pomeranian	grenadiers,	the	sands	of	the	Middle	East	
are	not	worth	(at	least	not	for	now)	the	bones	of	a	single	
British	Tommy	or	American	doughboy.
The	hesitations	of	the	West	have	allowed	the	Russians	

to	pose	as	the	defenders	of	Western	civilisation.	They,	
too,	use	the	argument	that	Assad	is	what	stands	between	
us	 and	 greatly	 increased	 terrorism.	They	 are	more	
interested	in	preserving	Assad	in	power	for	their	own	
strategic	ends	than	in	anything	else,	but	again	you	don’t	
have	to	go	far	to	find	some	sympathy	with	their	plans	
which,	in	comparison	with	our	own	desultory	efforts	
have	clear	goals	other	than	to	frustrate	the	Russian
Bashar	al-Assad’s	career	is	a	mixture	of	Malvolio	and	
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Macbeth.	He	certainly	was	not	born	great,	but	rather	
had	greatness	thrust	upon	him;	no	doubt	once	it	had	
been	thrust	upon	him,	he	began	to	like	it	and	imagine	
that	he	thoroughly	deserved	it.	Destiny	does	not,	after	
all,	choose	its	children	entirely	at	random	
But	 he	was	 soon	 trapped	 by	 the	misdeeds	 that	

any	 Syrian	 leader	must	 commit	 to	 stay	 alive	 into	
ever-greater	 escalation.	The	 choice	 he	 faces	 is	 thus	
not	between	staying	in	power	and	enjoying	a	gilded	

retirement	in	Estoril,	but	between	life	(even	if	a	haunted	
life)	and	being	hunted	down	like	an	animal	
If	his	brother	had	survived,	Bashar	al-Assad	might	by	

now	have	been	a	respected	consultant	ophthalmologist	
in	Ipswich.	

Theodore Dalrymple’s latest book is The	Knife	Went	
In (Gibson Square).

The Strange Case of The 
Vanishing Porter

mark	Griffith

In	the	pages	of	pre-war	detective	novels	and	pre-
1940s	Punch	cartoons	a	curious	figure	looms,	at	
once	familiar	yet	alien	to	any	version	of	Britain	I	

remember.	He	is	often	physically	large,	in	a	uniform	
resplendent	 in	 brass	 buttons	 complete	 with	 cap	
emblazoned	in	matching	livery.	The	nearest	we	have	
now,	are	the	Salvation	Army	trombonists	who	swoop	
down	on	grim	housing	estates	like	commandos	from	
the	past.	Yet	somehow,	 through	 the	medium	of	not-
particularly-old	paperback	books,	I	grew	up	knowing	
exactly	what	a	railway	porter	was	without	ever	having	
seen	one	in	real	life.	
There	is	an	untold	story	behind	the	rail-versus-road	

debate,	 and	 that	untold	 story	 is	 about	how	non-rich	
people	move	 heavy	 things	 long	 distances.	 Porters	
are	not,	I	now	believe,	a	quaint	relic	of	a	time	when	
uniforms	were	proudly	worn,	but	a	useful	profession	
whose	disappearance	typifies	the	stupidity	of	twentieth-
century	fashions.	
Porters	 put	 in	 a	 preliminary	 vanishing	 act	 during	

both	world	wars	when	able-bodied	men	were	needed	
at	the	front.	What	people	who	remember	those	days	
disagree	about	is	where	and	how	they	reappeared,	and	
in	what	 numbers	 after	 1945.	There	 are	 rumours	 of	
fleeting	sightings	as	late	as	the	1970s,	in	the	manner	of	
a	rare	bird	species	whose	fine	plumage	is	occasionally	
glimpsed	years	after	being	declared	extinct.	
But	first,	roads.	In	the	early	twentieth	century,	there	

was	 no	 sound	 case	 for	 large-scale	 road-building	 in	
Britain	or	anywhere	else.	Pressure	groups	like	cyclists	
and	car-manufacturers	nagged	governments	to	improve	
roadways	 (‘improve’	 to	 their	 taste)	 but	 for	 decades	
actual	ownership	of	motor	vehicles	lagged	behind	the	
rising	curve	of	roadworks.	A	military	excuse	seemed	
to	be	Hitler’s	decision	to	build	large	autobahns	criss-

crossing	Germany	 in	 the	mid-1930s.	Meanwhile,	
before	and	between	the	two	world	wars,	private	rail	
firms	were	 shamelessly	milked	 into	 bankruptcy	 by	
government	taxes.	
Somehow,	 an	 assumption	 took	 root	 (like	 today’s	

obsession	with	 self-driving	 vehicles)	 that	 cars	 on	
roads	were	 simply	 ‘the	 future’	 and	 trains	 on	 tracks	
were	 ‘the	 past’.	With	 no	 reference	whatever	 to	 any	
actual	economic	argument,	the	thrilling	new	horizon	
of	private	road	transport	was	repeatedly	proclaimed:	
by	the	Italian	Futurists,	in	the	fantasies	of	Hollywood,	
even	 by	 Evelyn	Waugh	 in	 his	 novel	Vile Bodies.	
From	where	we	are	now,	in	a	country	smeared	with	
motorways,	roundabouts,	parking	lots,	and	‘flyovers’,	
it	is	hard	to	look	back	and	see	that	growing	road	traffic	
was	not	a	genuine	need,	but	a	self-fulfilling	prophecy	
promoted	by	bridge-builders	and	car-makers.	Even	as	
late	as	the	1970s,	many	people	still	wanted	to	travel	by	
train,	but	in	countless	small	ways	they	were	pushed,	on	
a	daily	basis	for	decades,	into	buying	cars.	
In	several	US	cities,	consortiums	of	car-assemblers,	

oil	 firms	 and	 tyre	makers	 deliberately	 bought	 up	
railway	 tracks	 and	 tram	networks	 and	 closed	 them	
down,	first	replacing	them	with	bus	routes,	and	then	
later	phasing	buses	out	too.	They	were	prosecuted	for	
these	dishonest	trade	practices	in	the	1940s,	but	twenty	
years	too	late.	American	cities	by	then	had	morphed	
into	 sprawling	 suburbs	which	 no	 public	 transport	
network	could	serve,	forcing	every	family	to	either	buy	
a	car	or	travel	nowhere.	In	Britain,	the	1960s	Beeching	
cuts	(‘railways	should	pay	for	themselves’)	made	the	
network	small	enough	to	not	quite	make	sense	just	as	
new	roads	were	being	constructed	which	would	never	
pay	for	themselves.	A	process	of	attrition	made	trains	
progressively	more	 expensive,	 less	 convenient,	 and	
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more	irritating	to	use,	while	British	Rail	slept	the	long	
sleep	of	nationalisation.	
Which	is	where	the	railway	porter’s	absence	takes	

centre	platform.	A	small	woman,	or	an	elderly	man,	
or	a	couple	of	children,	used	 to	 take	 trains	on	 their	
own	with	several	large	suitcases.	Muscular	uniformed	
men	specialised	in	moving	other	people’s	stuff	were	
there	to	help	them,	and	they	worked	even	harder	for	
tips.	We	all	know	that	in	bars,	restaurants	and	cafés,	
an	attentive	energetic	waiter	or	waitress	can	make	a	
good	income	if	they	serve	customers	quickly	and	well.	
Railway	portering	used	to	offer	a	similar	opportunity	
for	 strong	males.	Most	might	work	 resentfully	 and	
with	bad	grace	(just	like	most	service	staff	today),	but	
a	few	tried	hard,	were	cheerful,	and	made	some	effort	
to	help.	Those	porters	earned	well.	
Of	course,	the	slackers’	hatred	for	hard	workers	is	

an	old	story,	but	what	counts	here	is	the	steady	trickle	
over	 four	 or	five	decades	 of	 passengers	 away	 from	
trains.	All	it	 took	each	time	was	one	frustrating	day	
when	a	sneering	porter	snubbed	this	old	man	or	that	
frail	woman,	or	no	porter	appeared	at	all,	 leaving	a	
sweating	passenger	to	struggle	that	200	yards	between	
taxi	and	train	compartment	begging	help	from	strangers	
and	muttering	‘Never	again’.	Since	porters	left	us,	little	
wobbly	plastic	wheels	have	sprouted	on	big	suitcases	
as	a	kind	of	joke	compensation	–	a	caricature	of	real	
trolleys.	Yet	at	stairs,	gaps,	overhead	racks,	 the	real	
heave-ho	remains	firmly	the	passenger’s	burden.	
Dockers	 vanished	 from	 ports	 because	 standard-

sized	containers	let	firms	pack	their	own	products	into	
strongboxes	which	could	be	shifted	by	cranes,	trains	
and	ships	without	a	single	stevedore,	hessian	sack	or	
dangling	rope.	Similarly,	motor	cars	became	the	mini-
containers	for	human	life	–	but	with	one	big	difference.	
Firms	 happily	 chose	 20-foot	 freight	 containers	 to	
reduce	 theft	 and	 increase	 speed;	 passengers	 had	no	
choice.	They	were	forced	to	containerise	themselves	
even	if	mass	car	ownership	increased	theft	and	reduced	
speed.	
Each	day,	a	new	victim	of	porter-less	train	stations	

was	 created	 as	 passengers	 discovered	 there	was	 no	
one	 to	 shift	 their	 trunk	 or	 suitcase	 over	 the	 gaps	
between	 types	 of	 transport.	 Suddenly,	 door-to-door	
motorised	sofas	with	parcel	space	in	the	back	became	
indispensable	–	despite	mass	car	ownership	harming	
the	general	interest,	despite	it	forcing	the	duplication	of	
a	whole	extra	transport	network,	and	despite	driving	for	
hours,	or	days,	down	the	concrete	gutter	of	a	motorway	
being	one	of	the	drabbest,	most	spiritually	draining,	
experiences	of	modern	life.	
There	were	pull	factors	for	the	shift	to	road	transport:	

drivers	did	not	have	to	pay	for	new	tax-funded	roads	
built	decades	in	advance	of	the	traffic	they	generated.	
But	quieter	push	factors	contributed	too.	That	strange	
furtive	embarrassment	about	people	working	manually	
for	other	people	(as	opposed	to	inside	factory	sheds)	
spread	 through	 those	 Punch	 cartoons,	 and	 across	
decades	 of	 slowly-shifting	 crime	 stories.	 In	Agatha	
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them	wear	lab	coats	while	taking	the	test.	But	dressing	
porters	in	easily-identifiable	dignified	garb	was	held	to	
worsen	the	humiliation	of	manual	work,	not	empower	
them	or	celebrate	their	contribution.	
Porters	were	embarrassingly	un-futurist	and	so	rail	

travellers	were	 instructed	 to	 ‘move	with	 the	 times’.	
However,	whereas	helping	people	move	luggage	has	
been	an	outdated	outrage	for	eighty	years	now,	cleaning	
café	tables	and	mopping	supermarket	floors	in	today’s	
world	is,	apparently,	not	shamefully	menial	at	all.	This	
is	our	new	world,	the	fruit	of	that	bold	social	shift:	no	
one	now	travels	with	heavy	bags	unless	they	bring	their	
own	engine.	Never	mind	that	every	conceivable	public	
building,	office	and	place	of	business	has	been	forced	
to	adapt	to	people	in	wheelchairs;	the	able-bodied	99	
per	cent	of	us	who	would	like	help	carrying	something	
large	or	heavy	must	grin	and	bear	it.	
We	 are	 constantly	 exhorted	 to	 travel	 by	 public	

transport	 to	reduce	congestion	and	pollution.	But	 in	
our	porter-free	society,	the	real	message	is	‘buy	a	car,	
or	else’.	

Mark Griffith is a financial trader whose weblog at 
http://www.otherlanguages.org follows news on AI, 
computer security, politics, economics, and other 
subjects.

Christie’s	1916	novel	The Mysterious Affair at Styles,	
the	servants	feel	totally	at	home,	despite	background	
noises	 heralding	 the	Great	War	 and	 a	 new	world.	
Fifty	 years	 later	 came	H	R	F	Keating’s	Zen There 
Was Murder,	an	ironic	country-house	murder	story	in	
which	a	now-empty	stately	home	hosts	a	residential	
Buddhism	study	course.	
Just	as	by	the	early	1960s,	a	country	house	where	

residents	 lived	with	 staff	 seemed	unimaginable,	 the	
uniformed	servant	who	helped	travellers	move	bulky	
things	in	and	out	of	railway	stations	seemed	archaic.	
Oddly	enough,	 in	former	communist	Hungary,	rural	
stationmasters	 still	 turn	out	 at	 some	village	 railway	
stops	proudly	wearing	crisp	blue	jackets	with	epaulettes	
and	braided	caps,	holding	red-and-green-sided	paddles	
to	wave	the	train	on.	Why	are	identifying	work	outfits	
nowadays	seen	as	amusing	or	demeaning,	fit	for	folk	in	
artfully	ripped	jeans	and	logo	t-shirts	to	smirk	at?	Might	
desperately	sick	patients	in	hospitals	recover	a	bit	more	
often	if	nurses	still	wore	proper	crypto-nun	finery	with	
starchy	white	caps	and	collars	 in	 recognition	of	 the	
seriousness	of	medicine,	death	and	work	in	general?	
After	all,	placebo	researchers	find	more	patients	get	
better	if	the	sugar	pill	is	administered	by	someone	in	
a	white	lab	coat	or	dangling	a	stethoscope.	You	even	
improve	subjects’	 IQ	scores	 if	you	contrive	 to	have	

The Age of Robots
They will never rule, they can’t do the maths 

Brian	ridlEy

Animals	 and	 humans	 need	 to	 connect,	 to	
communicate.	 Dogs	 bark,	 cats	 purr,	 bulls	
bellow,	 birds	 sing,	 humans	 talk.	 In	 one	way	

or	 another,	 a	message	 is	 being	 sent	 by	 sound	waves	
propagating	through	the	air.	This	is	fine	for	animals	and	
chats	 in	 the	pub,	but	 far	 too	 limited	 in	 range.	Smoke	
signals	and	beacons,	semaphores	by	flags	and	flashes	
of	 light	 are	better,	 but	 still	 pathetically	 inadequate	 to	
the	neoplatonist	in	each	of	us	seeking	God-like	powers	
of	 instant	 communication.	 Enter	 the	 beginning	 of	
information	technology,	where	the	mysterious	powers	
that	reside	in	amber	and	the	lodestone,	long	known	to	
the	Greeks,	 gradually	 become	 understood,	 so	 far	 as	
they	can,	by	the	sciences	of	electricity	and	magnetism.	
Rapid	communication	over	long	distances	soon	became	
possible	 via	 signals	 along	wires,	 and,	much	 later,	
along	glass	fibres.	Faster	 still	were	 radio	waves.	But	
electromagnetic	 radiation	 spelled	 the	 death	 knell	 of	

instant	communication	because	our	mobile	phones	will	
never	get	faster	than	the	speed	of	light.	Our	neoplatonist	
souls	had	to	accept	that,	happy	with	our	mobile	phones	
and	iPads	and	a	not-too-ubiquitous	IT	network.	
The	speed	of	communication	solved,	attention	turned	

to	 the	speed	of	 thought.	Here	again,	physics,	without	
the	 least	 idea	of	what	 thought	 is,	could	help	 to	make	
devices	that	could	compute	things	rapidly.	All	that	was	
needed	was	an	electrical	unit	that	could	be	‘on’	or	‘off’.	
Such	is	the	transistor,	built	with	the	element	silicon	and	
a	 few	others.	 In	1965	Gordon	Moore,	 the	 founder	of	
the	 semiconductor	manufacturer	 Intel,	 predicted	 that	
the	transistor	would	get	smaller	and	smaller	such	that	
the	number	on	an	integrated-circuit	chip	would	double	
every	year.	In	1975,	he	revised	that	to	a	doubling	every	
two	years,	which	became	known	as	Moore’s	Law.	This	
exponential	growth	took	the	number	from	ten	thousand	
in	the	1970s	to	ten	billion	and	more	today,	and	the	growth	



is	only	now	faltering.	The	result	was	computers	that	are	
very	fast	and	very	formidable.	Enter	the	Age	of	Robots.	
We	might	think	of	machines	that	alleviate	the	drudgery	

of	kitchen	and	laundry,	like	the	dishwasher	and	washing	
machine,	as	domestic	robots,	but	robots	that	look	like	
machines	 are,	 in	 fact,	 simply	machines.	However,	 in	
1950,	 in	 a	 gigantic	 leap	of	 imagination,	Alan	Turing	
envisaged	a	machine	so	advanced	that	it	would,	in	its	
responses,	be	indistinguishable	from	a	human	being.	This	
certainly	put	 the	 transistorised	cat	among	 the	organic	
pigeons,	and	feathers	have	flown	ever	since.	On	one	side	
are	enthusiasts	in	the	field	of	artificial	intelligence	(AI),	
who	believe	it	is	only	a	matter	of	time	before	a	robot	
is	 built	 that	 is	 indistinguishable	
from	a	human.	On	the	other	side,	
there	 are	 those	 who	 point	 out	
that	 such	 a	 robot	would	 not	 be	
conscious.	‘Pooh!’	say	the	strong	
AI	proponents:	consciousness	does	
not	 exist	 in	 the	 physical	world;	
therefore	it	must	be	an	odd	effect	
of	firing	neurons	 in	 the	brain,	or	
just	an	emergent	property	of	any	
complicated	 electrical	 system;	
better	neurology	will	soon	sort	that	
out.	It	is	certainly	true	that	physics	
does	not	deal	with	consciousness.	
Long	ago,	Francis	Bacon	adjured	
scientists	 to	 keep	God	 out	 of	 the	 laboratory,	 and,	
subsequently,	 John	Locke	 distinguished	 the	 primary	
properties	of	things,	like	mass	and	electric	charge,	from	
the	 secondary	 properties,	 like	 colour	 and	 smell.	The	
former	were	objective,	the	latter	were	subjective.	The	
objective	view	of	the	universe	as	purely	physical	and	
materialistic,	the	AI	view,	is	a	view	that	the	philosopher	
Thomas	Nagel	calls	a	‘view	from	nowhere’	as	distinct	
from	 a	 ‘view	 from	 somewhere’,	 somewhere	 being	
the	subjective	human	being.	The	fact	of	 the	matter	 is	
that	consciousness	is	completely	outside	the	world	of	
physics.	In	that,	it	is	not	alone	–	think	of	black	holes,	
the	mysteries	of	the	quantum	world,	even	the	bulk	of	
the	matter	of	the	universe.	In	short,	one’s	experience	of	
awareness,	of	consciousness,	of	mind,	renders	the	‘view	
from	nowhere’	an	affront	to	commonsense.	The	fact	of	
consciousness	is	a	mystery	to	science.	
Nevertheless,	I	believe	that	AI	is	capable	of	making	a	

humanoid	robot	that	may	well	pass	the	Turing	test.	There	
may	be	problems	involved	 in	giving	 it	what	 it	would	
like	to	eat,	what	would	please	it,	or	what	would	appeal	
to	its	sense	of	humour.	One	might	have	to	wait	an	age	
for	an	original	thought	or	an	insightful	remark	–	but	that	
is	true	of	us	all.	If	it	is	a	‘womanoid’,	it	may	be	rather	
attractive	 to	men,	 especially	 since	 there	would	be	no	
danger	of	marriage,	nor	of	any	unwanted	consequences.

One	 thing	 is	 certain:	whatever	 its	 form,	 a	 suitably	
designed	 robot	 is	 going	 to	 be	 far	more	 efficient	 at	
repetitive	tasks	than	a	human.	There	is	plenty	of	scope	
for	intelligent	machines	in	the	manufacturing	industries,	
the	military,	 the	 police,	 and	 even	 in	 the	medical	
profession;	 but	 this	 gives	 rise	 to	 a	 social	 problem.	
Unless	the	cost	of	the	robot	and	its	upkeep	is	higher	than	
the	corresponding	wages	bill,	there	will	be	job	losses,	
unless	the	unemployed	can	be	educated	to	a	sufficiently	
high	level.	The	moral	for	the	young	who	are	yet	to	be	
employed,	is	to	aim	high:	prove	you	can	do	something	
a	robot	cannot.	I	cannot	imagine	humanoids	on	the	High	
Street,	 in	 shops,	 pubs	 and	 cafés	–	 customers	 like	me	

would	 feel	 chary	 of	 them;	 but	
then,	I	am	old-fashioned.	
But	 look	 on	 the	 bright	 side.	

The	 collapse	 of	Moore’s	 Law	
means	 that	 today’s	 robots	 are	
going	 to	 be	 as	 intelligent	 as	 it	
gets,	 and	 therefore	 unlikely	 to	
get	more	 so.	We	will	 continue	
to	 be	 amazed	by	 the	 output	 of	
robots	imbued	with	rules	taught	
in	the	University	Departments	of	
Musicology,	Art	and	Literature.	
Symphonies,	canvasses,	novels,	
all	composed	by	robots,	will	be	
lauded	 by	AI	 enthusiasts,	 and	

eagerly	taken	up	by	the	BBC.	Of	course,	robots	will	be	
competing	with	the	stuff	unsuccessful	human	students	
churn	out	now.	Robots	might	do	better.	
There	are,	no	doubt,	perfectly	respectable	reasons	for	

being	afraid	of	robots	(reading	too	much	science	fiction	
being	one),	but	I	do	not	share	them.	Of	the	many	Laws	
of	Robots	written,	none	of	them	gets	to	the	nub	of	the	
matter.	My	Law	of	Robots	would	be	this:	‘Remember	
that	a	robot	is	nothing	more	than	its	program’.	What	I	
am	getting	at	here	is	that	a	robot’s	program	is	written	in	
the	language	of	arithmetic.	In	1931,	an	Austrian,	Kurt	
Gödel,	astounded	 the	mathematical	world	by	proving	
that	if	arithmetic	is	logically	consistent,	it	is	incomplete;	
that	 there	 are	 arithmetical	 truths	 not	 deducible	 from	
the	 axioms,	 but	which	 human	mathematicians	 could	
nevertheless	discover.	It	follows	from	this	that	robots,	
being	programmed	in	an	arithmetic	that	is	incomplete,	
cannot	 hope	 to	 be	 as	 intelligent	 as	 human	 beings.	
Needless	to	say,	the	neoplatonic	soul	of	the	AI	engineer	
cannot	accept	this.	But	all	I	am	arguing	is	that	if	a	robot	
is	defective,	the	fault	is	not	that	of	the	robot	but	of	the	
idiot	or	criminal	programmer.	Let	my	Law	of	Robots,	
embodied	by	bewigged	robots,	take	its	course.

Brian Ridley is a Fellow of the Royal Society.
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The Wedding
mary	sydnEy

I	had	no	interest	in	this	royal	wedding.	From	the	yards	of	news	coverage	in	the	weeks	before	
hand,	and	from	glimpses	of	overweight	women	

camped	 out	 in	 the	 streets	 of	Windsor	wearing	
idiotic	Union	Jack	spectacles	and	silly	royal	face	
masks,	I	got	the	impression	that	two	rather	dull	
people	were	about	to	get	wed	in	circumstances	of	
the	 utmost	 vulgarity.		
The	nuptials	were	due	
at	12	noon.	As	I	was	
going	out	at	11.30am	
to 	 a 	 much 	 more	
important	 event,	 life	
painting	 in	 the	 local	
community	 centre,	 I	
switched	 on	 the	TV	
just	 to	 see	what	was	
happening	in	unlucky	
Windsor.
T h e 	 p a t r i o t i c	

crowds	 were	 stil l	
there,	braying	louder	than	ever,	and	guests	were	
going	 into	 St	 George’s	 Chapel.	After	 a	 few	
moments	I	found	myself	fascinated	by	the	lack	of	
fascinators,	those	minute	bits	of	wire	and	feathers	
you	used	to	fix	on	the	side	of	your	head	for	a	huge	
price,	they’d	obviously	been	replaced	by	brightly	
coloured	satellite	dishes	and	tall	vertical	feathers.	
One	woman	was	 sporting	what	 looked	 like	her	
knife	block.
Then	 came	George	 and	Mrs	Clooney,	 she	 in	

a	 dress	 and	 hat	 the	 colour	 of	 richest,	 deepest	
free-range	egg	yolk.	That	was	 the	moment	 that	
I	 hesitated	 about	 going	 out.	 I	 sat	 down	 again	
and	 began	 celeb	 spotting	 and	 commentator	
questioning;	Posh	and	Becks	arrived,	she	dressed	
for	 a	 pauper’s	 funeral,	wearing	 the	 face	 of	 a	
poisoned	shrew.	Almost	everyone	was	in	couples,	
but	 Fergie	 turned	 up	 quite	 alone,	making	 her	
usual	gauche	gestures.	None	of	the	BBC	reporters	
mentioned	her	at	all	and	only	pointed	out	John	and	
Norma	Major	after	they	had	gone	in.

Princess	Beatrice,	 famous	 for	wearing	 a	 loo	
seat	on	her	head	at	the	last	wedding,	had	fought	
very	shy	in	a	sedate	turban.	Camilla	however	had	
managed	 to	 stick	 a	 gigantic	 pink	dahlia	 on	her	
head.	I	didn’t	see	them	until	I	returned	in	the	late	
afternoon	and	had	to	wait	several	hours	for	the	TV	
high-lights.	I	had	been	secretly	wondering	about	

the	wedding	 all	 day	
and	 felt	 watching	 it	
would	 be	 quite	 an	
indulgence;	 I	wasn’t	
d i s a p po i n t e d . 	 I t	
turned	 out	 to	 be	 the	
most	 interesting	 and	
entertaining	TV	event	
I’ve	seen	in	years,	and	
what	I	feared	might	be	
vulgarity	 turned	 out	
to	be	more	than	great	
fun.
Most	 viewers	were	

captivated	by	the	black	American	bishop,	Michael	
Curry,	who	preached	the	sermon.	He	had	a	fairly	
simple	theme;	God	is	love,	but	his	delivery	was	
a	 combination	 of	Woody	Allen	 and	 Frederick	
Douglas;	 lively,	 profound,	 funny,	 feisty	 and	
forthright;	the	qualities	we	so	rarely	g	et	in	English	
Anglican	sermons	these	days,	where	clergy	usually	
address	their	dwindling	congregation	as	if	they	are	
speaking	to	backward	five-	year	olds.
It	has	been	suggested	that	 this	 infantilism	has	

occurred	 because	 the	 Church	 has	 become	 so	
feminised.	Unable	 to	 pay	 the	 kind	 of	 salaries	
needed	by	family	men,	there	are	so	many	women	
vicars,	now	 that	 the	whole	culture	has	changed	
to	the	womanly	way;	touchy	feely,	kissy	huggee	
and	everyone	being	very	sweet	to	each	other,	and	
deeply	boring.	Their	methods	have	not	increased	
the	size	of	Church	of	England	congregations	or	the	
amount	of	religious	education	in	schools.	It	was	
sad	 to	 think	 that	 thousands	of	 people	watching	
probably	 thought	Bishop	Curry	was	from	some	
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kind	of	Pentecostal	Church.	Many	of	them	must	
have	been	bewildered	by	his	 references	 to	fire,	
never	having	heard	anything	about	Pentecost,	the	
current	church	season.
Then	there	was	the	musical	entertainment,	from	

traditional	hymns	to	the	Gospel	choir	where	Karen	
Gibson,	in	dusky	pink	dress,	wearing	what	looked	
like	a	silver	wig,	inspired	beautiful	singing	from	
the	London	based	Kingdom	Choir,	to	a	stirring	yet	
subtle	arrangement	of	the	60s	hit,	‘Stand	by	Me’.
It	was	a	day	of	divine	synthesis;	the	traditional	

and	 the	 contemporary,	 different	 races,	 cultures	
and	most	 difficult	 of	 all,	 classes.	The	 service	
had	 something	 for	
everyone,	and	left	me	
with	the	question,	who	
was	 it	 who	 decided	
to 	 inv i t e 	 B i shop	
Michael,	who	decided	
on	 the	 music,	 the	
young	cellist	 and	 the	
gospel	 choir?	 I	 don’t	
think	it	was	Harry	or	
his	 new	wife.	Where	
is	 the	 all	 controlling	
intelligence,	 which	
can	 construct	 royal	
funerals	and	weddings	
even	 at	 short	 notice,	
with	 such	 skill	 at	
planning,	attention	to	
detail	 and	 excellent	
taste.	 These	 events	
rather 	 than	 being	
vulgar,	display	a	high	
level	 of	 education,	
and	why	do	we	never	
see	that	kind	of	brain	
work	in	any	other	area	
of	British	 life:	 our	 railways,	 road	building,	 the	
NHS,	our	state	schools?
I	remember	Princess	Diana’s	lavish	funeral,	all	

done	at	short	notice,	how	they	flew	a	soprano	over	
from	Australia	and	she	learned	the	music	on	the	
way.	After	the	Queen	Mother’s	funeral,	I	tried	to	
find	out	about	Scottish	pipe	band	music	for	 the	
first	time	after	hearing	their	extraordinary	lament	
for	 the	first	 time.	Kate	 and	William’s	wedding	
was	also	a	perfect	blend	of	old	and	new,	with	no	

glaring	attempt	to	modernise	and	none	of	the	ugly	
anachronisms	of	modern	culture.
For	a	couple	of	hours	on	a	sunny	day,	the	beauty	

and	success	of	the	ceremony	gave	all	of	us	who	
watched	a	new	and	positive	perspective.	The	bishop	
was	right,	all	we	have	to	do	is	increase	our	level	
of	altruism	and	obviously	everything	in	the	world	
will	be	OK.	I	had	one	uncharitable	reservation.	
Despite	Justin	Welby’s	love	affair	with	Islam,	also	
known	 as	 his	 ‘interfaith	 dialogue,’	 at	 the	 royal	
wedding	there	was	not	a	Muslim	to	be	seen.	For	
the	first	time	since	Kate	and	William	got	wed,	we	
were	allowed	a	truly	British,	Christian	affair.	Later,	

on	Twitter	there	were	
sneering	 comments	
about	racist	Brexiteers	
having	to	put	up	with	
a	 new	black	member	
in	 the	 royal	 family,	
but	 it	was	obvious	at	
Windsor,	 that	 black	
and	 white	 citizens	
can	get	on	very	well,	
if	 they	 are	 allowed	
to,	 removed	from	the	
orbit	 of	 those	 using	
race	 as	 a	 lever	 for	
political	discontent.
The	 service	was	 an	

undeserved	boon	to	the	
Church	of	England	and	
blew	out	of	the	water	
left-wing,	 republican	
malcontents,	 Scottish	
nationalists,	 and	 all	
those	who	 think	 the	
country	 is	 bitterly	
divided	 and	 on	 the	
path	to	perdition.	But	

it	really	would	be	very	helpful	if	someone	could	
dig	out	the	brains	behind	these	royal	events,	nudge	
them	out	of	their	secret	palace	offices	and	force	
them	to	take	on	extra	duties	in	government	and	
all	our	public	services.

Mary Sydney is a journalist
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One	year	ago,	on	June	8th,	an	extraordinary	thing	
happened	 in	 Canterbury:	 the	 constituency	
elected	its	first	ever	Labour	MP.	

Since	 1841,	 the	 city	 of	Canterbury,	 famed	 across	
the	world	 for	 its	 Cathedral	 and	 the	 abbey	 built	 to	
accommodate	 St	Augustine	 on	 his	mission	 to	 bring	
Christianity	 to	 these	 isles,	 had	 only	 ever	 elected	
Conservatives.	 For	 the	 last	 thirty	 of	 these	 years,	
Canterbury	and	Whitstable	(its	twee	seaside	neighbour	
to	 the	 north)	 had	 been	 served	 by	Sir	 Julian	Brazier,	
a	 pleasant	 gangly	 former	 soldier	 and	management	
consultant.
As	the	reporter	covering	the	election	for	a	Kent-based	

media	organisation,	I,	like	many	other	observers,	had	not	
given	a	second	thought	to	the	possibility	that	Sir	Julian	
would	be	unseated.	Polls	at	the	start	of	the	campaign,	
following	 the	 Prime	Minister’s	 announcement	 of	 a	
snap	election	 in	 the	 summer	of	2017,	 suggested	 that	
the	Conservatives	would	ease	to	victory	over	Jeremy	
Corbyn	whose	message,	we	were	 told,	would	 fail	 to	
resonate	with	middle	 England.	 Locally,	 Sir	 Julian	
commanded	a	majority	of	a	touch	over	9,700,	and	took	
42.9	per	cent	of	the	vote	in	2015.	Moreover,	because	
Sir	Julian	is	an	ardent	and	committed	Brexiteer,	there	
was	no	threat	from	UKIP,	which	decided	not	to	put	up	
a	candidate,	despite	having	come	a	strong	third	in	2015.	
We	waited	 to	see	who	Labour	would	choose	as	 its	

candidate.	Sir	Julian	had	only	ever	been	run	close	on	one	
occasion:	by	the	now	shadow	foreign	secretary	Emily	
Thornberry	–	aka	Lady	Nugee,	wife	of	Sir	Christopher	
Nugee	of	Wilberforce	Chambers,	children	selectively	
educated	–	who	was	defeated	in	2001	by	2,069	votes	
during	New	Labour’s	 heyday.	 In	 2015,	Labour	 had	
selected	as	its	candidate	Hugh	Lanning,	an	early	1980s	
union	bruiser	straight	out	of	central	casting	who	used	a	
public	speaking	appearance	to	drone	on	about	Palestine	
and	 tell	 anyone	worried	 about	 immigration	 to	 these	
shores	that	they	were	racists.
Then	the	news	emerged	that	Labour	had	selected	an	

unknown	 single	mother-of-two	whose	only	 previous	
foray	 into	 politics	was	 an	 unsuccessful	 attempt	 to	
become	 a	 Canterbury	 city	 councillor.	 But	 Rosie	
Duffield,	we	were	to	learn,	was	nothing	like	Sir	Julian.	
She	looked	considerably	younger	than	her	45	years	at	
the	 time,	was	 affable,	 charming,	 down	 to	 earth,	 and	
possessed	of	a	sharp	sense	of	humour.	Ms	Duffield’s	
lack	of	political	experience	mattered	little	as	she	soon	

became	 the	 talk	of	 the	 election	 trail.	A	great	deal	of	
credit	must	go	to	Ms	Duffield,	who	had	the	ability	to	
connect	with	voters	on	the	streets	and	at	the	doorsteps.	
Her	campaign	organiser	also	deserves	praise	for	getting	
students	and	local	villagers	to	go	out	and	vote	Labour.	
And	Labour	was	undoubtedly	successful	in	galvanising	
support	through	social	media,	a	method	of	campaigning	
that	the	Conservatives	largely	ignored.
But	all	these	factors	are	peripheral	to	the	heart	of	the	

matter,	the	real	reason	Labour	won	in	Canterbury	and	
Whitstable,	and	why	it	may	continue	to	win.	Walking	
around	 the	 streets	 of	Canterbury	 in	May	 2017,	 you	
would	have	thought	this	was	Labour	territory.	In	some	
streets,	every	other	house	was	festooned	with	Labour	
placards.	Indeed,	bizarrely,	there	was	even	a	spate	of	
householders	placing	Labour	posters	in	their	windows	
after	Ms	Duffield’s	187	vote	victory	over	Sir	Julian	had	
been	announced.	
There	was,	however,	something	telling	about	the	types	

of	 houses	 that	 came	out	 in	 support	 of	Labour.	They	
were	not	to	be	found	on	the	sprawling	post-war	council	
estates,	which	extend	to	the	east	and	west	of	the	city;	
rather	in	the	salubrious	and	highly	desirable	northern	
and	 southern	 sections.	During	 the	 general	 election	
campaign,	I	wrote	several	commentaries	pointing	out	
that	Canterbury	was	 politically	 as	well	 as	 socially	
divided	along	these	geographical	lines.	And	I	referred	
to	a	place	called	St	Augustine’s	Road,	which,	it	seemed	
to	me,	encapsulated	the	shifting	population.	
St	Augustine’s	Road	is	a	broad	avenue	of	four,	five	

and	six-bedroom	detached	houses	with	spacious	front	
and	back	gardens	 in	 south	Canterbury,	 about	 a	five-
minute	walk	 from	 the	 abbey	which	 bears	 the	 papal	
envoy’s	 name	 and	 ten	 from	 the	 city	 centre.	Houses	
here	typically	sell	for	£500,000	to	£1	million.	During	
the	election	campaign,	almost	every	one	of	them	bore	
a	political	message	–	either	Labour	posters	or	a	home-
printed	sign	reading	‘Anything	but	Tory’.	For	it	is	in	
roads	 like	St	Augustine’s	 that	 live	 senior	NHS	 staff,	
academics	working	 at	Canterbury’s	 two	universities,	
and	metropolitans	who	have	made	the	city	their	home	
after	building	lucrative	careers	in	London	or	abroad.
These	are	the	people	in	Canterbury	who	vote	Labour.	

These	are	the	people	in	Canterbury	who	voted	to	remain	
in	the	European	Union.	And	these	are	the	people	who	
never	miss	an	opportunity	to	broadcast	their	impeccably	
liberal	views.	Although	they	and	I	share	the	same	social	

A Middle Class Betrayal
How the Yummy Mummies took a safe Tory seat for Labour

alEx	ClaridGE
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background,	our	views	on	political	and	social	matters	
could	not	be	more	different.	They	react	with	a	blend	
of	 horror	 and	 amazement	when	 I	 tell	 them	 I	 voted	
Brexit,	 or	 disagree	 that	 university	 is	 ‘for	 everyone’,	
or	 rail	 against	 unfettered	 immigration.	Yet	 the	 good	
people	of	St	Augustine’s	Road	are	most	vocal	of	all	in	
their	opposition	to	a	gigantic	4,000-unit	housing	estate	
planned	for	the	south	of	the	city,	apparently	seeing	no	
connection	between	immigration	and	the	need	to	build	
more	homes.
Although	there	have	not	yet	been	any	protest	marches	

against	 this	 development,	Canterbury	 has,	 in	 recent	
years,	witnessed	political	gatherings	of	a	type	hitherto	
unseen	on	its	streets.	After	the	inauguration	of	Donald	
Trump,	 for	 instance,	 some	 300	middle	 class	white	
people	 took	 to	 the	 showpiece	Dane	John	Gardens	 to	
protest	on	a	trinity	of	unconnected	issues:	anti-Trump,	
anti-Brexit	 and	 refugees	welcome.	 ‘Today	 is	 about	
community	cohesion’,	wailed	the	organiser,	a	lawyer	
and	 product	 of	Kent’s	 fine	 grammar	 school	 system,	
whose	 parents	 are	 prominent	Canterbury	 academics	
owning	several	properties	around	the	city.	Her	oration	
was	peppered	with	abstractions:	‘community	alienation	
...	division	…	unity	…	diversity	…	humanity’.
After	 the	 June	 2016	 referendum	 result,	 came	 the	

first	of	the	anti-Brexit	rallies,	the	organisers	declaring	
themselves	without	the	faintest	whiff	of	irony	defenders	
of	democracy.	’Canterbury	didn’t	vote	for	Brexit’,	they	
cried,	as	if	this	somehow	negated	the	whole	outcome	
of	 the	 referendum.	And	 then,	 just	 ahead	of	 the	2017	
election,	we	witnessed	 a	 ‘Save	 the	NHS’	march	 in	
which	the	message	propagated	was	that	a	malevolent	
Conservative	Party	was	preparing	to	butcher	this	sacred	
beast	just	as	the	nation	went	to	the	polls.	Ms	Duffield	

took	full	advantage	of	the	occasion	to	promote	herself,	
one	of	her	handlers	shrieking	‘Get	to	the	front,	Rosie!’
After	 her	 victory,	Ms	Duffield	 took	 to	 the	 stage	

in	 a	 public	 discussion	 at	Canterbury	Christ	Church	
University	entitled	‘Why	Labour	Won’	and	repeated	her	
pre-election	slogan	that	‘Canterbury	isn’t	Conservative’.	
But	this	told	us	little	about	why	Labour	really	won.	More	
revealing	was	the	presence	of	her	co-speakers.	One	was	
a	fashionably	dressed	thirty-something	yummy	mummy	
who	co-ordinated	an	anti-Conservative	alliance	during	
the	election.	The	other	was	a	bespectacled	University	
of	Kent	poetry	 lecturer	with	patchy	facial	hair	and	a	
pronounced	speech	impediment	who	is	fond	of	wearing	
plaid.	They	 spent	 their	 time	 repeatedly	 disparaging	
and	insulting	the	25,000	or	so	people	who	had	voted	
Conservative	in	the	constituency	–	the	sort	of	people	
who	share	my	views,	the	sort	of	people	you	will	find	
in	the	city’s	pubs,	gymnasiums,	building	sites,	garages	
and	industrial	estate	units.
If	I	have	learned	anything	from	the	summer	of	2017,	

it	 is	 that	Canterbury	 has	 changed	 and	 is	 continuing	
to	change.	With	one	elbow	resting	on	Europe	and	the	
other	on	London,	it	is	getting	bigger,	more	desirable,	
more	 expensive.	The	 van	 drivers,	 carpet	 layers	 and	
builders	 are	 now	 in	 the	minority.	The	bearded	poets	
and	yummy	mummies	are	the	new	power	brokers:	loud,	
opinionated	and	contemptuous	of	anyone	who	does	not	
share	their	prejudices.	Their	growing	presence	makes	
it	more	and	more	likely	that	the	Conservatives	will	not	
win	Canterbury	back	next	time	round.	In	which	case,	
the	aberration	of	a	Labour	victory	could	well	become	
the	norm.

Alex Claridge is a local newspaper reporter.

Letter From America 
mark	mantEl

There	is	an	unremarkable	passage	from	Robert	
Musil’s,	The Man Without Qualities	that	has	
nested	in	my	cranium	several	decades	now.	

I’m	not	 sure	why	 I	ever	 squirreled	 it	 away	 there.	
Maybe	 to	 ready	me	 for	 fates	 to	come?	Don’t	ask	
how	I	dug	it	up	again:	

There are probably people who still lead 
personal lives, who say “We saw the So-and-
So yesterday” or “We’ll do this or that today” 
and enjoy it without its needing to have any 
content of significance. They like everything 
that comes in contact with their fingers and 
are purely private persons insofar as this is 

at all possible. In contact with such people, 
the world becomes a private world and shines 
like a rainbow. They may be very happy, but 
this kind of people usually seems absurd to the 
others, although it is still not at all clear why.

Are	 there	 any	purely	private	persons	 left	 in	 the	
world?	 Is	 there	anyone	who	has	not	yet	politized	
large	 expanses	 of	 their	 private	 domains?	Holy	
innocents?	
I	set	out	to	find	one.
First,	 I	 reviewed	 the	 doubtful	 catalogue	 of	my	

acquaintances,	to	start	where	I	knew.	But	there	was	
not	one	whose	life	was	not	a	social	experiment	of	
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The	subject	he	covered	was	the	Travel	Ban	against	
Muslims,	 and	 he	 chose	 his	 words	 unsettlingly	
carefully.	And	soon	enough,	he	launched	a	full-scale	
deliberately	planned	attack	against	Trump,	giving	
me	a	real	earful	of	statistics.	I	had	not	the	least	idea	
how	to	react	to	all	this.	I	held	the	phone	from	my	ear	
a	long	while	until	suddenly	he	fell	silent.	Perhaps	
he	too	sensed	that	 the	old	Blaine	was	nowhere	to	
be	found?	
Happily,	after	a	long	while,	I	did	find	one	simple	

soul.	A	mild,	 unpretentious	man.	No	 theoretical	
problems	to	throw	him	off.	A	supporter	of	Trump,	
even.	And	it	was	not	someone	who	shoveled	coal	or	
worked	at	a	factory.	It	was	my	doctor!	I	had	given	
him	a	copy	of	The Salisbury Review	once,	just	before	
confessing	my	habit	of	potatoes	fried	in	bacon	fat.	
He	knew	he	could	talk	openly	with	me.	Speaking	
quietly	and	reasonably,	he	turned	on	his	desk	lamp,	
looked	straight	ahead,	and	told	me	he	felt	Trump	was	
trying	 to	do	something	good	for	 the	country.	The	
disclosure	could	not	have	come	at	a	better	moment.	
It	made	me	feel	warm	and	happy.	My	gloomy	self	
could	make	it	another	day.	
Of	course,	the	fact	that	people	are	more	‘aware’	

these	days	has	its	good	side.	Men	won’t	festively	
go	 to	 the	 slaughter	 like	 before	 the	Great	War,	
straightening	uniforms	in	firm	belief	that	king	and	
emperor	have	nothing	in	mind	but	happy	subjects.	
Clouds	of	white	dust	will	no	longer	cover	the	wagons	
of	innocent	faces.	
Still,	 it	 is	 not	 always	 pleasant	when	 all	 of	 life	

becomes	a	debate	topic.	Soon	the	policeman	is	bad.	
The	doctor	is	bad.	The	priest	is	bad.	Everybody	has	
a	higher	education.	Everybody	tracks	foreign	policy.	
Everybody	knows	how	to	sneer.	Everybody	feels	the	
holy	fire	of	indignation	and	is	eager	to	do	justice.	
And	 all	 these	 thinking	 intellects,	 of	 course,	 soon	
forget	how	 to	 love.	They	explain	 things	 from	 the	
clever	point	of	view	but	dare	not	believe	in	beauty.	
But	when	did	it	all	start?	When	did	people	get	so	

clever?	When	did	private	experience	become	a	thing	
of	the	past?	I	really	forget.	What	I	do	remember	is	a	
time	when	nothing was	political.	One	family	liked	
macaroni	better	than	potatoes,	and	that	was	that.	And	
now?	Now,	it	is	hard	to	do	anything	without	having	
reasons.	 Even	 alone,	 you	 can’t	 nibble	 a	 biscuit	
without	driving	the	point	home	to	yourself.	And	it	is	
worse	if	children	are	concerned.	Doing	a	pedagogical	
plan	without	somebody	itching	to	strangle	you	is	out	
of	the	question.	Even	if	you	do	as	you	please,	the	
political	error	of	it	rings	badly	in	your	ears.

some	kind	or	other.	This	one	won’t	douse	his	child	
with	sunscreen	because	sunscreen	is	a	raging	pest	
devouring	the	coral	reef.	That	one	only	eats	heritage	
rice	with	origins	back	to	colonial	days.	But	I	thought	
the	coral	reef	was	near	the	swelling	sails	of	Australia	
surrounded	by	the	united	might	of	sharks?	Are	there	
reefs	here?	And	why	would	I	need	my	damn	rice	to	
have	the	exalted	linage	of	a	periwigged	nobleman?	
I	am	fine	chewing	the	hardy	squadrons	of	rice	sans 
cullotte, thank	you. 
No,	I	have	nobody.	
But	what	about	the	kindred	of	my	former	years?	

Those	school	friends	with	whom	I	drank	the	mingled	
whisky	and	cokes?	I	decided	to	call	one	of	them,	a	
burly	fellow	named	Blaine.	I	even	had	to	call	 the	
school	to	get	his	telephone.	In	the	old	days,	Blaine	
could	punch	a	hole	through	a	wall.	He	used	to	be	
the	kind	of	good	guy	who	took	a	quick	piss	in	the	
bushes	before	knocking	on	your	door.	 I	had	only	
the	faintest	 trial	of	how	the	fickleness	of	fate	had	
dealt	with	him.	He	had	jumped	into	marriage	soon	
after	school,	and	right	into	having	children	–	many	
boys	and	girls	who	ate	a	great	deal.	If	anyone	in	all	
my	born	days	was	still	capable	of	squandering	time	
and	 performing	 actions	without	 citing	 scientific	
authority,	it	would	be	he.	
So,	I	coughed	a	bit,	and	gave	him	a	ring.	
He	greeted	me	with	 the	old	homespun	warmth:	

‘Mark	Mantel,	how	the	hell	you	doing!?’
So	far,	so	good.	His	voice	sounded	like	he	had	just	

tossed	his	rifle	over	a	fence,	a	cow	crunching	hay	in	
the	distance.	However,	in	no	time,	he	said	something	
that	deprived	me	of	all	composure.	He	said,	without	
even	a	crack	in	his	voice,	almost	as	if	stretching	and	
yawning,	that	he	was	going	out	for	sushi	later	that	
evening.	Sushi!	That	was	a	bad	augury.	Imagine	such	
impertinence	on	the	part	of	Blaine.	What	had	Blaine	
to	do	with	sushi?	My	jaw	hung	open.	
After	 a	while,	with	 lengthening	 shadow	on	my	

mug,	I	ventured	to	ask	what	he	thought	of	Trump?	
I	somehow	felt,	at	all	costs,	I	had	to	know.	If	even	a	
hearty	fellow	like	Blaine	did	not	salute	Trump,	then	
our	land	will	soon	be	a	place	harder	and	harder	to	
run.	It	might	even	mean	the	election	really	was	a	
Putin-planned	hullaballoo,	that	there	may	not	be	a	
single	innocent	soul	left	to	defend	our	freedom,	that	
life	might	fast	become	a	big	free-for-all	of	every	man	
defending	his	erudition	against	all	others.	 It	 is	no	
small	thing	when	simple	plain	people	are	no	longer	
functioning	properly.	
A	knowing,	ironical	air	crept	into	Blaine’s	voice.	
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can	ever	be	innocent	again.	The	free	and	easy	days	
are	done.	Maybe	it	will	all	get	so	disgustingly	perfect	
that	 someone	will	 smash	 it	 in	 an	 exasperated	fit?	
Maybe	the	irrefutable	good	of	eating	organic	tofu	
and	powering	our	hovels	with	windmills	will	make	
us	lose	all	self-control?	Maybe	all	the	deplorables	
will	want	to	live	by	their	own	foolish	whims	again?	

Mark Mantel is a lawyer in Richmond, Virginia.

I	think	the	Creative	Class	is	doing	this	to	us.	As	we	
move	from	industrial	to	marketing	economies,	our	
lifestyles	(and	especially	our	consumption)	becomes	
its	 public	 business.	But	 they	won’t	 tell	 you	 that.	
Instead	they	turn	your	purchases	into	weighty	ethical	
decisions.	Roasting	the	wrong	kind	of	bird	can	be	as	
bad	as	an	improper	thought.	Some	bug-eyed	person	
will	be	there	to	make	short	work	of	you.	
What	is	to	be	done?	I	don’t	know	yet.	I	doubt	we	

The Whip Hand
Was Enoch right about the black man one day having the whip 

hand? 

paul	WEston

Fifty	 years	 after	 Enoch	 Powell’s	 infamous	
speech,	the	British	establishment	has	gone	into	
something	of	a	victorious	frenzy	as	politicians	

and	journalists’	line	up	to	gloat	and	crow	about	how	
manifestly	wrong	he	was	with	regard	to	the	dangers	of	
mass	immigration	to	this	small	island.	But	in	this	new	
era	of	apparent	fake	news	everywhere	we	look,	is	this	
orgiastic	public	annihilation	of	Mr	Powell’s	prophecies	
not	fake	news	itself?	Two	of	his	statements	certainly	
suggest	this	is	the	case.	The	first	is	the	opening	sentence	
of	his	speech,	where	he	said:	‘The	supreme	function	
of	 statesmanship	 is	 to	 provide	 against	 preventable	
evils’	which	rather	brings	to	mind	our	government’s	
perverse	 desire	 to	willingly	 allow	known	 jihadis	 to	
return	to	Britain.	The	second	–	and	of	course	his	most	
‘disgraceful’	–	was	to	suggest	that	the	black	man	would	
soon	come	to	have	the	whip	hand	over	the	white	man.	
Powell	was	 some	years	 out	 in	 his	 time	 frame	 for	

this,	just	as	he	was	about	the	wielder	of	said	whip.	The	
West	Indians	he	alluded	to	were	at	that	time	respectable	
and	integrated	by	and	large,	which	is	sadly	no	longer	
the	case	when	it	comes	to	varied	non-English	ethnic	
minorities	in	general	and	Islam	in	particular.	It	would	
take	a	particularly	deluded	type	of	progressive	liberal	
to	argue	sections	of	our	newly	imported	peoples	and	
cultures	 do	 not	 exert	 considerable	 power	 over	 the	
native	population,	and	are	only	able	to	do	so	because	
they	scare	the	living	daylights	of	our	political	class.	
Only	a	few	weeks	ago,	police	officers	refused	to	halt	

a	succession	of	public	Islamic	prayers	in	Hyde	Park,	
despite	said	prayers	contravening	park	by-laws.	The	
police	were	 fully	 aware	 a	 confrontational	 situation	
would	quickly	develop	if	they	upheld	the	law,	so	they	

bravely	did	not.	I	don’t	want	to	polarise	this	into	an	
Islamic/black/white	 issue,	so	will	merely	say	 this	 is	
one	example	of	non-English	people	wielding	the	whip	
hand	over	the	English.
Young,	vulnerable	English	girls	in	their	thousands	

were	raped	and	abused	by	British	Muslims	for	decades	
(it	 hasn’t	 stopped…)	whilst	 our	 politicians,	 police,	
journalists,	local	councillors	and	social	workers	turned	
a	blind	eye	lest	they	be	accused	of	the	greatest	crime	of	
the	21st	century	–	racism.	The	Muslim	males	involved	
felt	 invulnerable.	The	 raped	 girls	 felt	 defenceless,	
ignored	and	abandoned	by	 those	whose	explicit	 job	
it	was	to	protect	them.	This	obscenity	was	only	made	
possible	because	non-English	people	wield	the	whip	
hand	over	the	English.
In	April	this	year,	a	nineteen	year	old	English	girl	

called	Chelsea	Russell	was	found	guilty	of	a	Racial	
Hate	Crime	after	posting	on	Snapchat	the	unpleasant	
lyrics	 penned	by	 an	American	gentleman	of	 colour	
with	the	curious	soubriquet	of	Mr	Snap	Dogg	Esquire,	
a	man	whose	 popular	music	 career	 appears	 to	 be	
overwhelmingly	based	on	using	a	certain	word	(albeit	
one	 ending	with	 an	 ‘a’	 rather	 than	 a	 ‘r’)	 familiar	
to	 those	 of	 us	who	 remember	 the	 name	 of	Wing	
Commander	Guy	Gibson’s	 dog.	Ms	Russell	 had	no	
ill	 intent	–	she	was	 in	 fact	an	ardent	admirer	of	Mr	
Dogg	 –	 but	Constable	Dominique	Walker,	 a	Hate	
Crime	Unit	operative	within	Merseyside	Police	stated:	
‘As	a	black	woman	I	found	the	words	offensive	and	
upsetting.	The	words	are	offensive	to	both	black	and	
white	people.’	I	am	not	going	to	disagree	with	her	on	
that,	although	this	does	seem	to	smack	of	racial	double	
standards.	As	an	Englishman,	I	rather	doubt	I	could	
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largely	unknown.	Whip	hand.	Non-English	can	never	
be	 guilty	 of	 racism	 (Marxist	 dialectic	 again)	whilst	
all	whites	 are	 knowingly	 racist	 or	 subconsciously	
racist.	Whip	hand.	Black	Police	Association,	Muslim	
Lawyers	Association,	 yet	 no	 explicitly	 English	
Association	 to	be	seen.	Whip	hand.	National	Union	
of	Journalists	guidelines	command	English	hacks	to	
ignore	or	downplay	stories	with	violent	non-English	
perpetrators	committing	crimes	against	the	English	but	
to	concomitantly	shriek	the	headlines	the	other	way	
around.	Whip	hand.	And	so	the	list	goes	on.
All	we	 have	 in	 our	 defence	 is	 to	 speak	 the	 truth	

about	this	unprecedented	assault	on	the	English,	but	
our	freedom	of	speech	is	not	simply	under	attack,	it	
has	gone.	We	are	told	this	is	not	so.	We	are	told	it	is	
guaranteed	under	various	laws	and	acts	–	which	on	the	
face	of	it	is	true	–	but	our	hate	crime	laws	also	mean	
anyone	can	take	offence	to	anyone	saying	more	or	less	
anything,	providing	 it	 is	 the	English	saying	 it,	 after	
which	the	Orwellian,	totalitarian	hate	crime	laws	can	
(and	are)	used	to	criminalise	us.	The	old	adage	of	free	
speech	being	permissible	as	long	as	one	did	not	shout	
fire	 in	a	crowded	 theatre	has	now	been	 replaced	by	
one	which	places	the	emotions	(or	claimed	emotions)	
of	the	non-English	above	free	speech	itself	and	above	
the	English	people	in	general.
What	a	truly	surreal	state	of	affairs.	The	English	are	

not	subordinate	to	the	non-English	because	we	lost	a	
war.	Rather,	our	subordination	is	forced	upon	us	by	
our	very	own	establishment	which	has	taken	the	side	
of	the	non-English	because	it	feels	it	is	the	virtuous	
thing	 to	do,	or	because	 it	 fears	 the	consequences	of	
telling	 racial/religious	 truths.	As	 the	 native	English	
population	 inexorably	declines	 and	 the	non-English	
population	 exponentially	 explodes,	 this	 situation	
will	only	worsen.	Our	beholden	politicians	represent	
the	 constituencies	 of	 course,	which	 in	 turn	 exert	 a	
disproportionate	 political	 influence	due	 to	 the	mass	
numbers	of	tiny	constituencies	in	the	cities	where	the	
non-English	now	reside	as	opposed	to	the	far	larger	
rural	constituencies	where	the	English	live.
As	time	goes	by,	our	politicians	will	become	ever	

more	beholden	to	the	non-English	vote	until	a	point	will	
come	when	the	only	possible	way	to	win	an	election	
in	 a	 country	brainwashed	 into	 identity	politics	 is	 to	
promote	 a	 clearly	 anti-English	manifesto.	Anyone	
who	 thinks	 the	Labour	 Party	 is	 already	 doing	 that	
ain’t	seen	nothing	yet.	Our	politicians,	Conservatives	
included,	are	responsible	for	the	wicked	anti-English	
ethos	prevalent	within	our	schools,	which	reminds	me	
of	the	real,	genuine	consequences	of	their	treacherous	
ideology.	A	few	years	ago	the	BBC	ran	a	typical	bit	
of	multiculti	 agitprop	when	 they	 interviewed	 three	

report	 a	 non-English	 person	 to	 the	 police	 for	 using	
the	word	‘Kufir’	for	example,	which	I	personally	find	
extremely	offensive.	I	certainly	wouldn’t	expect	 the	
police	to	take	it	seriously,	nor	the	Crown	Prosecution	
Service	and	I	would	be	flabbergasted	that	if	they	did,	
a	judge	would	actually	find	the	perpetrator	guilty	of	a	
hate	crime.	If	one	is	English	though,	one	can	expect	
to	be	judicially	treated	with	far	greater	severity	than	
if	one	is	not	English,	which	means	we	no	longer	have	
equality	before	the	law	in	England,	which	again	means	
the	non-English	wield	the	whip	hand	over	the	English.
I	 don’t	 think	Enoch	 Powell,	 even	 in	 his	 darkest	

moments,	could	have	envisaged	the	extent	to	which	the	
native	English	would	become	second-class	citizens	in	
their	own	land.	Nor	could	he	possibly	have	predicted	
the	 extent	 to	which	 the	British	 establishment	 itself	
would	 force	 the	 English	 people	 into	 their	 current	
situation.	Britain’s	new	Hate	Crime	Laws	are	a	case	
in	point	here,	which	list	as	Protected	Classes	a	number	
of	 groupings	 such	 as	 ‘race’	 and	 ‘religion’	which	of	
course	encompass	English	Christians	but	which	then	
completely	 exclude	English	Christians	 as	 potential	
victims	because	 they	 represent	 the	 oppressor	 group	
in	Marxist	 dialectical	 terms,	whilst	 all	 those	 of	 a	
non-English	heritage	remain	the	oppressed	victims	in	
perpetuity.	This	leads	to	quite	extraordinary	situations,	
such	as	Muslim	gang-rapists	never	having	 to	 suffer	
additional	 sentencing	 for	 hate	 crime	despite	 telling	
the	English	girls	they	were	white	trash	as	they	raped	
them.	The	mainstream	media	gleefully	report	a	surge	
in	hate	crime	against	Muslims	(mostly	name	calling	on	
social	media)	after	an	‘incident’	such	as	the	Manchester	
Ariana	Grande	concert	bombing,	which	of	course	was	
not	 designated	 a	 hate	 crime	despite	 being	 the	most	
hateful	thing	anyone	could	possibly	carry	out	against	a	
group	of	people	based	purely	on	their	race	and	religion.	
Such	bizarre	racial	double	standards,	such	travesties	
of	justice	and	morality	are	possible	only	because	the	
non-English	wield	the	whip	hand	over	the	English.
And	so	the	list	goes	on.	Situation	Vacant:	Applicant	

must	 be	 from	 an	 ethnic	minority	 background	 only.	
This	is	positive	discrimination	they	tell	us,	but	their	
positive	is	our	negative	–	whip	hand.	Multiculturalism	
celebrates	 all	 cultures	 as	 equal	 they	 tell	 us,	 but	
they	 also	 tell	 our	 children	 that	 our	 culture	 and	 our	
culture	 alone	 is	 responsible	 for	 the	 sins	 of	Empire,	
colonialism,	 slavery,	 inequality	 and	 oppression.	
Whip	 hand.	English	 comedians	 of	 a	 left-wing	 bent	
(they	are	ALL	bent	that	way)	deride	Christianity	but	
remain	mute	about	Islam	because	they	fear,	with	good	
reason,	 Islam.	Whip	 hand.	The	murder	 of	 Stephen	
Lawrence	was	abhorrent	and	evil	but	so	too	was	the	
torture	and	murder	of	Kriss	Donald	by	a	Muslim	gang	
in	Scotland.	One	 is	 a	 household	 name	 the	 other	 is	
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children	about	their	racial/religious	heritage.	The	first,	
a	Jamaican	girl,	beamingly	told	the	hackette	how	proud	
she	was	of	her	West	Indian	culture.	The	second	girl,	a	
Muslim,	proudly	proclaimed	her	Islamic	background.	
The	third,	a	little	English	boy,	when	asked	where	he	
came	from	looked	utterly	bewildered.	After	a	baffled	
silence	he	finally	replied	‘I	don’t	know.	I	don’t	really	
come	 from	 anywhere.’	Whip	 hand.	Heart-rending.	
Tragedy.	Ongoing.	
Enoch,	as	they	say,	was	right.	But	he	was	also	wrong	

–	 although	not	 quite	 in	 the	way	our	Quisling	 class	

would	bludgeon	us	into	believing.	He	never	imagined	
the	monumental,	civilisational	ending	scale	of	future	
immigration.	 He	 never	 imagined	mono-cultural,	
supremacist	 Islam	would	 feature	 so	 heavily.	And	
finally,	he	simply	could	not	have	imagined	–	because	
at	 that	 time	it	was	truly	unimaginable	–	the	chilling	
extent	 to	which	 the	Quisling	British	 establishment	
would	facilitate	the	non-English	whip	wielder.

Paul Weston is founder and chairman of Liberty GB.

Can There be Honour in Talking 
With Dishonourable Men?

John	dEvErEll

With	our	Prime	Minister’s	fulsome	apology	
(in	early	May	2018)	to	Abdel	Hakim	Belhaj	
for	our	government’s	role	in	his	rendition	

to	Libya	and	subsequent	 torture,	a	 line	of	sorts	was	
drawn	under	 the	 relationship	 that	 had	 existed	with	
Muammar	Gaddafi’s	 regime.	From	that	perspective,	
the	 relationship	 could	 be	 characterised	 as	 simply	 a	
regrettable	mistake.	
But	to	do	so	would	be	to	miss	the	relationship’s	silver	

lining.	After	 all,	 the	 clandestine	 dialogue	 between	
British	envoys	and	Gaddafi’s	officials	led	to	the	end	
of	the	Libyan	Weapons	of	Mass	Destruction	(WMD)	
programmes	and	of	the	state-sponsored	terrorism	that	
had	killed	many	Europeans	and	Americans.	The	secret	
dialogue	 eventually	 became	 public,	 as	 symbolised	
by	 the	much-photographed	 embrace	between	Prime	
Minister	Tony	Blair	 and	Muammar	Gaddafi	 in	 the	
desert	–	an	embrace	which	heralded	lucrative	oil	and	
business	deals,	and	which	opened	the	door	 to	many	
Libyans	who	wanted	a	Western	education.	
On	one	level,	it	is	easy	to	decry	all	this	as	a	cynical	

relationship	 built	 on	 sand.	After	 all,	 if	Gaddafi	had	
been	sincere	about	his	change	of	direction,	why	did	
senior	members	of	his	regime	subsequently	–	and	so	
flagrantly	–	ignore	human	rights	in	their	persecution	of	
dissidents	and	protesters	in	Benghazi?	This	abuse	led	
to	Gaddafi’s	loss	of	power	and	ultimately	to	his	death.	
The	leopard	had	clearly	not	changed	his	spots	and,	so	
the	argument	goes,	our	government	had	either	been	
duped	or	had	wittingly	ignored	reality	in	exchange	for	
hubris	and	cash.	As	a	result,	few	tears	were	shed	in	the	
West	when	Gaddafi	was	killed.	

But	on	another	level,	efforts	to	talk	with	dishonourable	
men	can	themselves	be	honourable	and	lead	to	lasting	
peace.	And	where	they	failed	–	Neville	Chamberlain’s	
meeting	 with	 Hitler	 is	 a	 classic	 example	 rather	
than	 castigate	 the	 negotiators	 on	 our	 side	 for	 their	
lack	of	 judgment	 and	 their	gullibility,	 it	 is	better	 to	
acknowledge	a	sincere	effort	to	have	tried	everything	
short	of	war,	which	then	truly	becomes	the	weapon	of	
last	resort	when	all	else	fails.	Thus,	the	error	is	not	in	
talking,	but	rather	in	not	thinking	through	and	preparing	
for	the	possibility	that	the	talking	does	not	bear	fruit.	
In	other	words,	there	must	always	be	a	Plan	B.	
Even	 during	 the	 darkest	 days	 of	 the	 Northern	

Ireland	conflict,	when	 the	violence	 seemed	endless,	
a	‘telephone	line’	was	always	kept	open	to	the	IRA.	
The	embarrassment	suffered	by	our	government	when	
secret	talks	were	publicised	did	not	deter	its	continuing	
efforts	to	communicate	behind	the	scenes.	While	it	is	
true	that	talks	would	not	have	borne	fruit	had	each	side	
not	learned	through	bitter	experience	that	they	could	
not	 ‘win’	by	 force,	 there	had	 to	be	a	willingness	 to	
talk	in	order	to	reap	the	benefits	of	that	experience.	In	
other	words,	without	the	persistence	of	key	people	on	
all	sides	in	engaging	with	each	other,	‘The	Troubles’	
would	not	have	ended	when	they	did.	
More	 recently,	 there	 have	 been	 failures	 by	 our	

government	to	exploit	channels	of	communication	as	
a	means	of	conflict	 reduction	and	 resolution.	 In	 the	
case	of	Syria,	a	well-known	British	MP	told	me	that	
Prime	Minister	Cameron	and	the	Conservative	whips	
had	ordered	him	to	sever	his	personal	communication	
with	President	Assad	because	it	was	embarrassing	to	
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the	SDLP	 in	 national	 elections	 to	 become	 the	most	
popular	nationalist	party.	Opinion	polls	suggested	that	
most	first-time	voters	for	Sinn	Fein	saw	themselves	
as	‘voters	for	peace’	and	in	no	way	supported	the	use	
of	 violence	 for	 political	 ends.	By	 then,	 the	British	
government	clearly	had	no	choice	but	to	talk	to	Sinn	
Fein.	
As	with	Sinn	Fein	in	the	last	years	of	‘The	Troubles’,	

so	with	Hamas,	in	that	many	of	the	latter	are	moderates.	
But	when	 I	 lived	 in	Palestine’s	West	Bank,	 the	one	
argument	with	 Israeli	 officials	 on	which	 I	 found	 it	
difficult	to	get	accepted	was	that	they	should	consider	
talking	to	Hamas	moderates.	The	purpose	would	be	
to	bring	Hamas	moderates	who	had	influence	to	the	
negotating	table	and,	in	so	doing,	further	isolate	the	
hardliners.	The	response	was	typical:	‘No,	John,	you	
are	wrong.	Hamas	are	all	terrorists	–	once	a	terrorist,	
always	a	terrorist.	No	point	in	talking	to	any	of	them.’	I	
believe	that	one	of	the	unstated	concerns	on	the	Israeli	
side	was	that	engagement	with	Hamas	moderates	and	
the	possibility	of	a	political	rapprochement	between	
Hamas	and	Fatah	–	which	many	Palestinians	desire	–	
would	have	removed	the	Israeli	claim	that	they	had	no	
negotiating	partner.	That	attitude	continues	today.	In	
other	words,	if	you	are	a	hardliner,	you	will	want	to	
maintain	divisions	amongst	those	you	regard	as	hostile,	
to	 avoid	 the	 possibility	 of	meaningful	 talks.	 In	 the	
meantime,	demonised	organisations	such	as	Sinn	Fein,	
Hamas	 and	 even	Al-Shabaab	 cleverly	 exploit	 their	
positions	to	meet	many	of	the	needs	of	the	people.	They	
thereby	consolidate	their	positions	while	governments	
dither	and	delay	engagement.	
Mercifully,	there	are	exceptions.	President	Trump’s	

the	party.	Assad	and	the	British	MP	had	a	long-standing	
friendship	and	the	MP	had	maintained	his	contact	after	
Syria	imploded	into	civil	war	so	that	he	might	try	to	
persuade	him	 to	 deal	with	 dissidents	 and	protesters	
less	 violently.	The	 reputation	 of	 the	Conservatives	
was	apparently	more	important	to	our	prime	minister	
than	 the	 possibility	 that	 a	 back-channel	 to	Assad	
might	have	done	some	good.	And	in	the	case	of	Iran,	
whose	President	Rouhani	completed	a	master’s	degree	
and	then	a	doctorate	under	the	auspices	of	a	Scottish	
university,	 there	 has	 been	 no	 indication	 that	 our	
government	searched	for	British	friends	that	Rouhani	
had	made	 during	 his	 visits	 to	 Scotland	who	might	
have	served	as	valuable	communication	channels	 to	
the	Iranian	president.	
Other	 examples	 include	 our	 government’s	

unwillingness	 to	 talk	with	Hamas	 and	Hezbollah,	
despite	Hezbollah	being	part	 of	 the	Lebanese	 body	
politic.	On	Hamas,	the	Quartet	Principles	require	that	
it	renounce	violence	and	recognise	the	state	of	Israel	
as	 a	precondition	 for	 talks.	The	British	government	
abides	by	those	principles	–	and	yet	there	is	a	valid	
argument	that	talks	will	not	happen	unless	fulfilment	
of	these	principles	is	seen	as	a	desired	outcome	of	the	
talks,	rather	than	as	a	precondition.	
Closer	 to	 home,	 discussions	 concerning	whether	

the	 British	 government	 should	 engage	with	 Sinn	
Fein	 or	 not	 continued	 for	many	 years	 before	 high	
level	meetings	 took	place.	The	 arguments	 revolved	
around	Sinn	Fein’s	links	with	the	IRA.	The	situation	
in	Northern	 Ireland	eventually	got	 to	a	point	where	
reasons	for	talking	were	stronger	than	the	reasons	for	
not	talking.	In	the	meantime,	Sinn	Fein	had	overtaken	
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emotional	upheaval	associated	with	conflict	creates	a	
strong	impulse	for	revenge.	Yet	insincerity	on	either	
side	guarantees	failure.	And	finally,	 talks	require	an	
institutional	structure,	so	that	they	can	be	conducted	
through	third	parties,	or	government	to	government,	
as	appropriate	–	which	is	why,	in	this	era	of	conflict,	
it	seems	particularly	counter-intuitive	that	the	Foreign	
and	Commonwealth	Office	has	been	cut	back.	
In	conclusion,	those	of	us	who	have	been	involved	

at	both	ends	of	 the	 spectrum	–	whether	 in	enabling	
talks,	participating	in	talks,	or	when	talking	has	failed,	
as	 instruments	 of	 legal	 violence	–	will	 attest	 to	 the	
importance	of	communication.	After	all,	without	first	
having	made	every	effort	to	engage	by	other	means,	
how	can	the	use	of	force	be	truly	a	last	resort?	

John Deverell has worked in every Arab country in the 
Middle East and North Africa. As a senior British Army 
officer he was Director Defence Diplomacy in Whitehall. 
He was awarded the CBE and the OBE during his time in 
the Army. www.deverellassociates.com

engagement	with	the	North	Korean	leader	could	yield	
positive	 results,	 assuming	Trump	 listens	 as	well	 as	
imposes	demands	and	deadlines	–	and	that	he	is	not	
already	considering	an	outcome	that	enables	him	to	
‘prove’	that	the	North	Koreans	remain	as	untrustworthy	
as	 they	 always	were.	 President	 Nixon’s	 and	US	
National	 Security	Advisor	Kissinger’s	 overtures	 to	
Communist	China,	using	secret	third-party	channels	
to	arrange	their	meetings	in	China	in	the	early	1970s,	
are	a	lasting	example	of	successful	efforts	to	engage	
with	the	other,	notwithstanding	the	very	considerable	
reputational	and	political	risks.	To	justify	his	efforts	
in	seeking	some	sort	of	rapprochement	and	agreement	
with	Communist	China,	President	Nixon	remarked	that	
he	did	not	want	the	Chinese	to	continue	to	live	‘in	angry	
isolation’.	That	aspiration	can	and	should	continue	to	
be	applied	to	other	ostensibly	hostile	entities	where	it	
is	appropriate.	
However,	there	will	always	be	those	who	will	have	

not	the	slightest	inclination	to	come	in	from	the	cold	
and	who	will	 remain	 irredeemably	 committed	 to	
hostile	action.	Therefore,	a	useful	objective	of	efforts	
to	communicate	is	to	flush	out	those	who	will	never	
be	interested	in	talking.	Where	applicable	and	legally	
justifiable,	military	means	can	then	be	deployed	against	
them.	
When	 talking	 against	 a	 backdrop	 of	 conflict,	 all	

such	conversations	are	hard	work,	both	emotionally	
and	 intellectually.	 Successful	 negotiations	 require	
emotional	resilience,	self-control,	great	patience	and	
an	unswerving	aspiration	for	sustainable	peace.	Anger,	
prejudice	 and	 hatred	 need	 to	 be	 kept	 at	 bay.	Talks	
can	 seem	 frustrating,	 lame	 and	boring,	 because	 the	
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Put Down the White Man’s Burden
What happened to the Rulers of Empire

david	tWiston	daviEs

Few	tears	have	been	shed	for	the	Overseas	Service	
Pensioners	Association,	which,	almost	unnoticed,	
has	 been	wound	 up	 after	 sixty-seven	 years.	

‘OSPA’,	as	it	is	known	to	its	members,	looked	after	the	
interests	of	the	retired	officials	who	devoted	their	lives	
to	running	Britain’s	colonies	across	the	world.	Nobody	
knows	 how	many	 there	were,	 working	 as	 district	
officers,	magistrates,	 physicians,	 agronomists	 and	 in	
numerous	other	essential	roles,	since	they	did	not	all	
become	members	on	retiring.	The	belief	that	it	would	be	
intrusive	to	include	photographs	in	their	official	records	
is	indicative	of	their	modesty.	Now,	OSPA’s	two-room	
office	in	Tonbridge,	Kent	has	been	closed.		
As	late	as	1949,	the	Sunday Express	was	declaring	

that	empire	building	was	the	best	job	for	a	British	boy;	
but	 interest	was	 fast	declining	 in	exhausted	post-war	
Britain.	At	the	London	School	of	Economics	that	year,	
those	training	to	‘take	up	the	white	man’s	burden’	in	the	
Empire	were	regarded	as	‘wicked	oppressors’	by	fellow	
students	training	to	create	a	socialist	paradise	at	home.	
The	rumble	of	uhuru,	an	intoxicating	cry	for	‘freedom’,	
suddenly	 rose	 in	Africa	 and	 elsewhere	 as	Britain’s	
leaders	 scrambled	 to	 abandon	 the	 task	 of	 preparing	
local	people	for	self-government	–	a	task	that	had	been	
expected	to	last	at	least	two	generations	–	so	that	aspiring	
leaders	might	take	control	as	fast	as	possible.		
In	recent	years,	the	Empire	has	been	considered	no	

longer	to	be	our	responsibility.	Most	people	in	Britain	
now	believe	 the	 empire	was	 exploitative,	 a	 charge	
prosecuted	vigorously	by	left-wing	academics.	And,	
if	its	reputation	has	not	been	dyed	the	deepest	black,	
it	is	at	the	very	least	seen	to	have	been	‘fuddy-duddy’,	
something	to	be	discarded	along	with	topis	and	long	
shorts.	The	United	Nations	 ordered	Britain	 to	 cast	
off	her	 colonies,	 and	our	government	was	happy	 to	
oblige,	 since	 there	was,	 apparently,	 a	 ready	 escape	
hatch	 leading	 to	 a	 glorious	 trouble-free	 European	
future.	The	few	colonies	that	remained	were	renamed	
‘British	 Overseas	Territories’,	 to	 avoid	 imperial	
connotations.	But	some	of	 their	populations	wanted	
to	remain	under	the	Crown;	and,	as	the	Gibraltarians	
and	Falkland	Islanders	have	shown,	powerful	support	
can	 be	whipped	up	when	 the	 smouldering	 spirit	 of	
imperial	pride	is	poked.	

Whatever	OSPA	members	felt	about	the	government’s	
valiant	efforts	to	defend	their	pension	rights,	they	knew	
that	gross	calumnies	about	the	Empire	were	unjustified.	
They	were	proud	of	having	served,	for	they	provided	
invaluable	skills	of	leadership	and	administration,	as	
well	as	technical	knowledge.	In	recent	years,	some	of	
those	retired	officials	have	revisited	their	old	territories	
to	 rediscover	 old	 friendships	 –	 genuine	 friendships	
–	with	 people	who	now	cannot	 thank	 then	 enough,	
much	to	the	astonishment	of	the	young	film	crews	who	
accompany	them.	The	irritations	that	existed	on	both	
sides	have	been	washed	away;	so	an	ancient	Bedouin	
sitting	with	a	Kalashnikov	on	his	knee	in	the	Yemen	can	
ask	why	the	British	left,	and	must	be	reminded,	‘You	
tried	to	shoot	us.’	Even	the	complaints	of	the	district	
officers’	wives	 –	 ‘TMBA’,	 or	 ‘Too	Much	Bloody	
Africa’	–	are	now	stilled.	
Nobody	 talks	 about	 the	 bulldog	 spirit	without	 a	

clear	hint	of	irony	today.	But	it	continued	in	the	OSPA	
journal,	The Overseas Pensioner,	 which	 used	 to	
publish	members’	short	articles	and	review	their	books.	
These	depicted	the	challenges	that	confronted	young	
district	officers	around	the	world	who	sought	challenge,	
adventure	and	even	glamour	–	not	an	office	job	back	
home.	One	learned	that	the	best	place	for	a	magistrate	
to	hear	a	court	case	in	Tanganyika	was	under	a	tree;	
what	it	was	like	to	hunt	a	dangerous	lion	threatening	
a	village	in	Nyasaland;	and	how	to	inspect	mines	in	
Malaya	which	were	 under	 constant	 terrorist	 threat.	
A	young	district	officer	(‘DO’)	with	no	architectural	
experience	could	find	himself	rebuilding	an	Arab	town	
in	Kenya	armed	solely	with	a	map,	and	with	no	way	
of	seeking	guidance	because	elephants	kept	knocking	
down	the	telephone	wires.	
Although	 their	 experiences	 have	 rarely	 received	

much	publicity,	 apart	 from	occasional	 obituaries	 in	
The Daily Telegraph	 and	 elsewhere,	 there	has	been	
a	 growing	 interest	 on	 the	 part	 of	 historians	 and	 of	
archivists.	 Interviews	 are	 conducted	by	Dr	Valentin	
Seidler,	a	visiting	Austrian	scholar	visitor	at	Warwick	
University,	 while	 Stephen	 Luscombe	 (stephen@
britishempire.co.uk)	publishes	reminiscences	on	line.	
Rory	Stewart	seemed	an	ideal	choice	for	the	post	of	
Africa	minister	in	the	Foreign	Office,	having	enjoyed	
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a	 dashing	 career	 in	many	 lands	 once	 embraced	 by	
the	Empire	–	proof	that	the	Buchanesque	view	of	the	
world	is	not	entirely	forgotten.	Unfortunately,	he	knew	
a	little	too	much	about	his	portfolio	and	was	a	little	
too	vigorous	 in	 arguing	 for	more	 resources	 to	 fund	
the	government’s	‘Africa	Strategy’.	He	is	now	in	the	
Justice	department.	
Addressing	a	lunch	held	at	 the	Connaught	Rooms	

in	London	to	mark	the	closure	of	OSPA,	the	historian	
Lord	Hennessy	 congratulated	 its	members	 on	 their	
unwavering	service	to	the	Crown.	They	had,	he	told	
them,	 demonstrated	 integrity,	 stamina	 and	 selfless	
duty,	while	being	fair	and	speaking	the	truth,	however	
unwelcome.	In	doing	so,	they	were	true	to	the	vision	of	
Sir	Charles	Trevelyan,	the	great	Victorian	civil	servant,	
over	a	century	and	a	half	ago.	
Sitting	among	them	as	they	greeted	old	friends	and	

discussed	where	they	had	served,	I	was	conscious	of	
their	quiet	satisfaction	at	having	honourably	done	their	
duty.	Of	course,	many	were	elderly,	so	not	inclined	to	
look	much	to	a	future	they	might	not	see.	But	it	seemed	
strange	that	there	was	no	mention	of	the	time	when	Pax	
Britannica	kept	much	of	the	world	at	peace.	Despite	
the	efforts	of	the	Cameron	government	and	its	allies	in	
big	business,	a	majority	of	the	British	population	have	
sensed	a	spring	in	their	step	thanks	to	a	renewed	self-
confidence	at	the	prospect	of	becoming	an	independent	
nation	again	once	the	tortuous	Brexit	negotiations	are	
concluded	–	if	they	are	ever	concluded.	Yet	most	of	
those	present	at	that	lunch	were	Remainers	in	the	2016	
referendum	and	 seemed	 to	 be	 faintly	 resentful	 that	
their	legacy	was	not	to	be	Britain’s	absorption	into	the	
European	Union.	There	was	no	 indication	 that	 they	
sensed	the	cracks	developing	in	the	European	project.
It	 is	 to	be	hoped	 that	Robert	Mugabe’s	departure,	

after	 thirty-seven	 years	 as	 President	 of	Zimbabwe,	
will	signify	the	end	of	a	long	line	of	bullying	African	
dictators	who	retained	their	electorates’	support	while	
their	 economies	 collapsed	 by	 insisting	 they	were	
gallantly	battling	against	white	colonialist	exploiters.	
The	growing	middle	class	in	Zimbabwe	now	recognise	
the	situation	has	changed,	not	least	because	they	know	
much	more	about	the	real	world	thanks	to	television.	
Of	course,	part	of	Zimbabwe’s	problem	was	that	the	
battle	over	the	Smith	government’s	declaration	of	UDI	
severely	shook	Britain’s	self-confidence	and	standing	
at	the	UN,	making	it	reluctant	to	get	involved.	
Inevitably	 after	 independence,	 the	 former	 colonies	

started	with	high	hopes	and	had	salutary	experiences.	
The	Foreign	and	Commonwealth	Office	offered	some	
help,	but	diplomatic	postings	are	often	short,	superficial	
and	limited	to	the	diplomatic	circuit.	More	promising	
was	the	British	Executive	Service	Overseas	(BESO),	
formed	in	1972	with	money	from	the	CBI,	the	Institute	

of	Directors	and	the	Ministry	of	Overseas	Development,	
to	help	 to	establish	businesses	 throughout	 the	under-
developed	world.	 In	East	Africa,	 its	 services	 ranged	
from	helping	to	set	up	large	business	projects	to	such	
minor	tasks	as	finding	a	ballet	teacher	or	an	accountant	
to	sort	out	a	cashew	nuts	processing	factory	in	Africa.	
Largely	staffed	by	experienced	businessmen	and	retired	
administrators,	who	did	not	require	large	salaries,	they	
sent	 out	 hundreds	 of	 highly	 enthusiastic	 volunteers	
committed	to	helping	people	to	help	themselves.	
Initially,	 this	was	 highly	 successful	 because	 the	

British	way	has	always	been	to	respect	local	culture	
and	never	‘to	push	English	down	throats’,	in	marked	
contrast	to	the	practice	of	those	employed	in	former	
French	and	Portuguese	colonies,	who	were	bound	in	
a	straitjacket	of	predetermined	theory.	Unfortunately,	
BESO	was	made	 to	 concentrate	 on	 South	Africa,	
where	 the	 Conservative	 government	 of	 the	 time	
was	 concentrating	 its	 efforts,	 and	where	 there	was	
a	feeling	of	entitlement	after	 the	years	of	apartheid.	
Experienced	volunteers,	who	had	much	 in	common	
with	OSPA	members	in	the	field,	were	steadily	edged	
aside	by	smartly	dressed	executives	more	at	home	in	
Whitehall	offices	and	whose	influence	quickly	faded.	
In	the	end,	BESO’s	role	was	transferred	to	Voluntary	
Service	Overseas	(VSO),	which	though	it	was	staffed	
with	highly	motivated	young	volunteers,	placed	little	
premium	on	experience	or	maturity.
But	one	only	had	to	watch	the	joyful	crowds	in	the	

streets	of	Harare	outside	Parliament	after	Mugabe’s	
forced	 retirement	 to	 recognise	 the	 groundswell	 of	
affection	 they	 felt	 for	Britain	 and	 its	 traditions.	We	
may	 not	 be	 able	 to	match	 the	 imported	wealth	 of	
Chinese	contractors	but	we	have	a	long	relationship	
with	Zimbabweans,	who	speak	English	and	share	our	
history	and	humour.	They	are	part	of	the	British	family.	
Jonathan	Lawley	is	a	former	director	of	the	Royal	

African	Society,	a	BESO	supervisor	who	went	to	school	
in	Rhodesia,	and	a	former	district	commissioner	in	rural	
Zambia.	He	witnessed	 Zimbabwe’s	 decline	 under	
Mugabe	and	is	pleased	to	learn	that	the	government	is	
now	considering	reviving	BESO.	The	idea	is	to	begin	
by	sending	Zimbabwe	retired	business	executives	to	
pass	on	skills	 to	 local	people.	Is	 this	perhaps	a	sign	
of	a	new	future	for	Zimbabwe,	and	of	a	new	role	for	
Britain	 –	 a	 confident	 outward-looking	Britain	 freed	
from	the	shackles	of	the	EU?	

David Twiston Davies is the former Chief Obituary 
writer of The	Daily	Telegraph.
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An Absence of Tickling Sticks
Left wing comedy has only one thing missing - jokes

Will	frankEn

Last	 June,	 I	was	 top	 of	 the	 bill	 in	 a	 show	 in	
Guildford	 at	 a	 club	 I	 had	played	only	 a	 few	
years	 earlier.	The	 compère	 on	 this	 particular	

evening	was	a	transgender	lesbian	whose	performance	
consisted	 of	 her	 informing	 the	 audience	 she	was	 a	
transgender	lesbian.	This	is	no	crass	understatement.	
She	announced	she	was	transgender	and	was	greeted	
with	a	smattering	of	accepting	applause.	She	followed	
this	up	by	adding	that	she	was	a	lesbian	–	an	admission	
which,	for	some	reason,	warranted	even	more	applause.	
Then	 she	 padded	 out	 the	 rest	 of	 her	 set	 by	flirting	
with	a	hen	party	in	the	front	row	whilst	ruminating	on	
the	 type	of	people	 she	assumed	stood	 in	opposition	
to	 homosexual	 gender-bending.	Unlike	 the	 good,	
upstanding	individuals	in	the	comedy	club,	she	opined,	
there	were,	in	her	hyperbolic	imagination,	evil	people	
such	as	Christians	and	Tories	lurking	just	outside	who	
were	hell-bent	on	wiping	her	kind	off	the	map.	This	
alarmist	 navel-gazing	was	 followed	 by	 the	 opener,	
a	 young	woman	who	prattled	 on	 about	 period	 sex,	
and	then	a	middle	act,	some	twee	university	student	
bemoaning	Britain’s	exit	 from	the	European	Union.	
Nothing	out	of	the	ordinary	here.	Just	another	night	
on	the	UK	comedy	scene.	
Understandably,	 I	 don’t	 enjoy	 watching	 other	

comedians,	 but	 I	was	particularly	 perturbed	on	 this	
occasion	as	 the	Manchester	bombing	had	 just	 taken	
place	less	than	two	weeks	prior	and	yet,	once	again,	
my	 fellow	performers	were	 neglecting	 a	 chance	 to	
openly	ridicule	the	predominant	religion	of	our	age.	
Thus,	when	I	finally	came	 to	 the	microphone,	 I	 felt	
it	my	duty	to	devote	a	fair	portion	of	my	set	to	some	
sure-fire	anti-jihad	sketches.	
One	of	my	regular	go-to	opening	pieces	is	what	I	call	

my	impression	of	the	‘front	page	of	every	third	issue	
of	The Guardian’.	Using	an	ordinary	scarf,	 I	create	
an	impromptu	hijab,	stretch	my	arms	outwards,	and	
adopt	 a	 frozen,	 silent	 scream.	Ordinarily	 this	 piece	
elicits	a	good	deal	of	laughter,	even	amongst	the	effete	
London	crowds,	but	on	 this	evening,	 it	was	greeted	
with	 a	 shocked	 silence.	How	 curious	 that	 certain	
audiences	become	more politically	correct	after	an	act	
of	terrorism,	instead	of	the	exact	opposite.	
Half	 an	 hour	 after	 the	 show	 ended,	 news	 came	 in	

of	 another	 jihadi	 attack,	 this	 time	 at	 London	Bridge.	
Dejectedly,	I	mused	that	 in	less	 than	a	fortnight,	 thirty	

people	 had	 been	 killed	 by	 radical	 Islamists	 and	 still	
comedians	were	 overwhelmingly	 preoccupied	with	
fictitious	right-wing	Christian	hate-mongers.	I	wondered,	
as	I	glanced	at	my	news	feed,	if	the	comedy	world	would	
ever	 again	 embrace	 the	 call	 to	 recognise	 and	 ridicule	
the	 absurd.	 For	what	 better	 term	 could	 describe	 such	
attacks	–	or,	for	that	matter,	liberalism	in	general,	with	
all	 its	 contradictory	 tenets	 and	 freedom-limiting	 self-
censorship?	One	thing	is	for	certain,	it’s	near	impossible	
to	comment	on	absurdity	when	you’re	living	it.	
For	myself,	there	was	no	defining	moment	in	which	

I	politically	converted	from	left	to	right.	As	far	back	
as	I	remember,	I’ve	always	possessed	a	high	regard	for	
individuality	and	a	healthy	mistrust	of	collectivism;	
a	 characteristic	 one	 rarely	 espies	 amongst	 liberal	
comedians.	 Perhaps	 this	 owes	 something	 to	my	
background,	 coming	 as	 I	 do	 from	 a	working-class	
family	 in	 small-town	America,	where	people	find	 it	
easier	to	have	faith	in	God	than	in	government.	I	was	
the	first	in	my	family	to	attend	university,	devoting	my	
studies	not	to	social	justice	but	to	Restoration	and	18th	
Century	satire.	And	barring	my	father’s	tour	of	duty	
in	Vietnam,	I	was	also	the	first	to	leave	the	country;	
realising	a	childhood	dream	by	relocating	to	Britain,	
once	home	to	the	most	innovative	comedy	in	the	world	
–	a	nation,	to	me,	so	much	more	than	a	bureaucratic	
appendage	of	the	European	Union.	
I	was	fairly	young	when	I	first	became	aware	of	the	

liberating	powers	of	comedy,	discovering	at	the	age	of	
six	an	innate	penchant	for	sarcasm	and	mimicry	that	
offered	a	much-needed	psychological	escape	from	the	
cultural	limitations	of	my	Midwestern	milieu.	Instead	
of	 continuing	 to	 fear,	 for	 example,	 the	Pentecostal	
prognosticators	of	Armageddon	and	rapture,	I	sought	
to	impersonate	them	–	and,	in	so	doing,	claimed	for	
myself	a	unique	and	effective	form	of	release.	However	
clumsily	 I	may	 have	 done	 as	 a	 precocious	 young	
boy,	 by	 absorbing	 the	 vocal	 patterns	 and	 physical	
mannerisms	of	those	who	terrified	me,	I	soon	found	
an	enlightening	freedom.		
I	suppose	I	was	drawn	to	comedy	mostly	because	I	

have	an	innate	contempt	for	authority	–	a	trait	I	share	
with	 all	my	 comedic	 heroes:	 Lenny	Bruce,	 Peter	
Cook,	Richard	Pryor,	Chris	Morris	–	and	Voltaire	and	
Jonathan	Swift	 before	 them.	For	 these	figureheads,	
humour	was	a	means	to	subvert	reigning	ideologies,	
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not	 to	placate	 them.	After	all,	 there’s	nothing	funny	
about	following	rules.	What	joy	is	there	in	being	told	
what	to	say	or	not	to	say?	Where’s	the	levity	in	being	
told	how	to	think?	
I	 wouldn’t	 put	 up	 with	 such	 dogma	 from	 the	

fundamentalist	Christians,	so	why	would	I	put	up	with	
it	 from	 Islamists,	 third-wave	 feminists,	 or	 peddlers	
of	the	white	privilege	myth?	The	truth	is,	as	the	old-
time	Christianity	of	my	youth	continues	to	fade	into	
ineffectual	obscurity,	a	newer	and	more	surreptitious	
belief	 system	has	 steadily	 taken	 its	 place:	Political 
Correctness.	
It	 has	 often	 been	 said	 that	 the	most	 fundamental	

characteristic	of	comedy	is	the	element	of	surprise.	And	
yet,	surprisingly,	very	 little	of	 that	defining	element	
is	 on	 display	 in	 the	 current	 stand-up	 scene.	On	 the	
contrary,	today’s	comedy	is	either	about	nothing	at	all	
–	or	so	far	to	the	left	that	audiences	might	as	well	be	
attending	a	sermon	on	progressive	virtue.	For	despite	
the	 entertainment	 industry’s	 platitudinal	 obsession	
with	diversity,	one	quota	remains	perpetually	unfilled:	
difference of opinion. 
I	 recently	made	 the	 observation	 that	 an	 average	

backstage	 political	 discussion	 amongst	 comedians	
bears	a	striking	resemblance	to	office	workers	mildly	
complaining	about	the	weather.	No one likes the rain, 
no one likes the Tories. Maybe next week we’ll finally 
get some sunshine – or better yet, some Jeremy Corbyn. 
And	because	 agreement	 is	 always	 tacitly	 assumed,	
heavy	discussions	on	world	affairs	instead	take	on	the	
dreary	vibe	of	mindless	small	talk.	This	situation	would	
be	dire	enough	if	it	were	simply	confined	to	the	green	
room,	but	the	dearth	of	contrary	opinions	invariably	
spills	over	onto	 the	stage.	As	a	 result,	audiences	no	
longer	expect	to	be	surprised,	for	small	talk	has	now	
hit	the	big	time.	
There	 have	 been	 numerous	 backstage	 occasions	

where,	 out	 of	 sheer	 boredom	–	 and	 to	 keep	myself	
awake	 until	 showtime	 –	 I’ll	 remind	my	 fellow	
comedians	that	I	supported	Brexit	and	voted	for	Donald	
Trump.	The	 vociferous	finger-wagging	 that	 ensues	
works	better	 than	 twenty	Red	Bulls.	This	unfiltered	
honesty	also	comes	in	particularly	handy	for	long	car	
journeys	with	other	stand-ups.	Once,	en route	back	to	
London	from	a	gig	in	Exeter,	our	driver	remarked	that	
he	was	getting	sleepy.	I	then	put	it	to	the	group	that	
something	 should	be	done	about	 radical	 Islam.	The	
absurdity	 of	 three	 feminist	 and	 atheistic	 comedians	
scrambling	to	defend	a	patriarchal	religion	against	my	
‘hatred’	somehow	saw	us	all	safely	back	home.	I’ve	
yet	to	be	thanked.	
More	 dramatically,	 in	 the	 revolutionary	 year	 of	

2016,	with	my	contrary	attitudes	on	Brexit	and	Trump	
already	well-known	within	 the	 comedy	 collective,	

I	doubled	down	by	presenting	 the	The Defining the 
Norm Awards	at	the	Edinburgh	Fringe	–	an	elaborate	
parody	in	response	to	the	festival’s	use	that	year	of	the	
slogan	‘Defying	the	Norm’	(a	marketing	decision	I	felt	
represented	the	epitome	of	artistic	hypocrisy).	
In	 the	 spirit	 of	 satirical	 thoroughness,	 I	 outlined	

twenty-three	categories	celebrating	the	blandness	and	
predictability	of	the	modern	liberal	stand-up	scene.	No	
stone	was	left	un-mocked	as	I	ridiculed	grandstanding	
leftist	 performers	with	 such	 honours	 as	 the	 ‘I	Am	
Gay	Award’,	 the	 ‘I	Am	 a	Woman	Award’,	 and	 the	
‘Nationality	 and	Ethnicity	Award’,	 each	 viciously	
lampooning	the	reductive	love	affair	progressives	have	
with	 the	externals	of	sexual	preference,	gender,	and	
race.	Following	the	nominations,	I	rather	ambitiously	
approached	leftist	icon	Stewart	Lee	about	presenting	
an	award.	He	flatly	 refused,	citing	what	he	felt	was	
‘right-wing	bias’.
Nothing	even	vaguely	resembling	a	satirical	counter-

response	from	the	comedy	community	ever	occurred	in	
reaction	to	those	awards.	There	was	simply	a	whirlwind	
of	 social	media	 sound	and	 fury,	 signifying	nothing.	
Yet	to	this	day,	I	remain	blacklisted	in	certain	quarters	
for	daring	to	address	the	problem:	comedians	killing	
comedy.	According	 to	 insider	 friends	 at	 the	BBC,	
when	my	name	is	put	forward	for	a	project	–	despite	
a	 comedic	 pedigree	 that	 includes	 praise	 from	 such	
luminaries	as	the	late	Robin	Williams	–	the	response	
nonetheless	is,	‘We	can’t	use	Will	Franken.	He’s	the	
guy	that	did	those awards.’	Denial	runs	deep.	
A	point,	I	felt,	had	been	painfully	proven.	Nonetheless,	

I	took	a	gamble	and	paid	a	hefty	price.	For	I	had	been	–	
and	will	continue	to	be	–	a	bad	boy.	How	easily	comedy	
turns	to	tragedy	when	it’s	peopled	not	by	rule-breakers,	
but	by	rule-followers.	

Will Franken is a comedian

thE		salisBury	rEviEW	ComEs	
in	a	plastiC	EnvElopE	WhiCh	
many	rEadErs	Will	Worry	

Could	End	up	in	thE	stomaCh	
of	a	friEndly	dolphin.	our	
EnvElopEs	arE	rECyClaBlE
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What	 is	 best	 for	Aboriginal	 activists	 is	
not	 necessarily	 best	 for	Australians	 of	
Aboriginal	 descent.	 In	 the	 case	 of	 the	

latter,	 for	 instance,	 it	 is	 not	 even	possible	 to	 speak	
of	Aboriginals	 as	 a	 single	 entity.	 In	 the	 case	 of	 the	
former,	 however,	 it	 is	 quite	 possible	 to	 discern	 a	
uniform	purpose:	constitutional	self-determination	or,	
if	you	like,	separatism.	By	endorsing	the	Referendum	
Council’s	 Final	 Report	 (June	 2017),	 Opposition	
Leader	Bill	 Shorten,	who	 the	 polls	 still	 favour	 to	
win	 the	next	election,	 is	no	hapless	 Jeremy	Corbyn	
firebrand.	Australia’s	Labor	leader	counts	himself	as	
a	‘moderate’.																
The	Referendum	Council’s	recommendations	might	

appear,	on	the	face	of	it,	innocuous	enough.	The	Final	
Report	speaks	of	changing	the	Australian	constitution	
to	 allow	 for	 the	 establishment	 of	 a	 representative	
body	that	would	give	‘the	Aboriginal	and	Torres	Strait	
Islander	First	Nations’	what	it	calls	‘a	Voice’.	Providing	
Aboriginal	 and	Torres	Strait	 Islander	 people	with	 a	
voice	per se	 is,	of	course,	a	good	thing.	Australians	
of	Aboriginal	descent	have	a	right	 to	a	voice	 in	our	
parliamentary	democracy	as	much	as	anybody	else.	
The	 danger,	 however,	 is	 that	 this	 ‘voice’,	 when	
enshrined	in	the	constitution,	will	provide	Aboriginal	
Australians	–	or,	should	we	say,	Aboriginal	activists	
–	with	 autonomous	 power	 outside	 the	 authority	 of	
a	 democratically	 elected	 government.	Their	 thinly-
disguised	objective	–	‘One	Continent,	Two	Nations’	
–	will	draw	closer.		
There	 was	 a	 time	 when	Aboriginals	 were	 not	

accorded	the	same	constitutional	rights	as	their	fellow	
Australians	and	we	could	fairly	call	that	discrimination.	
Such	inequities	are	long	in	the	past,	as	any	quick	study	
of	the	1967	referendum	would	attest.	Before	then,	a	
number	 of	 states,	 but	 not	 all,	 prohibited	Aboriginal	
people	from	voting	 in	elections.	 In	1962,	 they	were	
granted	 the	 unambiguous	 right	 to	 vote	 in	 federal	
elections,	 but	 the	 problem	of	 polling	 restrictions	 in	
some	states	remained.	This	was	partly	on	account	of	
the	Australian	Constitution	not	 granting	 the	 federal	
government,	 back	 in	 1901,	 any	 specific	 powers	 to	
deal	with	the	affairs	of	Aboriginals	and	Torres	Strait	
Islanders.		
This	 anomalous	 arrangement	was	 revoked	by	 the	

results	of	the	1967	referendum.	Voters	from	all	states	

One Continent, Two Nations
Aboriginals may soon have their own parliament 

daryl	mCCann

voted	‘Yes’	to	amend	Section	51	of	the	Constitution	
and	allow	 the	 federal	government	 to	make	 laws	 for	
Aboriginal	 and	Torres	Strait	 Islanders.	The	 upshot:	
ninety	 per	 cent	 of	Australians	 expressed	 their	
determination	 to	 rescind	 the	 last	 vestiges	 of	 legal	
inequity	against	 the	original	occupants	of	 the	Great	
Southern	Land.	 It	was	 a	moment	 of	 national	 unity	
and	 genuine	 celebration	 that	 lasted	 all	 too	 briefly.	
The	conservative-leaning	government	of	 the	 time,	a	
Liberal-Country	Party	coalition,	interpreted	the	‘Yes’	
vote	as	a	mandate	to	establish	an	advisory	Office	of	
Aboriginal	Affairs	and	the	first	Ministry	for	Aboriginal	
Affairs.	Aboriginal	activists,	along	with	the	Australian	
Labor	Party,	newly	directed	by	Gough	Whitlam	after	
1967,	interpreted	the	‘Yes’	vote	to	mean	a	mandate	for	
land	rights	and	Aboriginal	self-determination.
At	the	same	time,	activists	viewed	1967	as	the	first	

step	in	a	long	journey	towards	establishing	a	separatist	
political	nationhood.	How	else	to	construe	the	founding	
of	a	self-proclaimed	Aboriginal	Embassy	(known	today	
as	‘Tent	Embassy’)	on	the	lawns	of	Parliament	House,	
Canberra,	 in	 January	 1972?	The	 federal	Coalition	
government,	with	only	ten	or	so	months	remaining	of	
23	years	of	uninterrupted	power,	baulked	at	reforms	
associated	with	Aboriginal	sovereignty.	Whitlam,	by	
contrast,	who	was	waiting	in	the	wings,	held	a	radical	
view	on	the	implications	of	the	1967	‘Yes’	vote.	
The	Australian	 Labor	 Party	 (ALP),	 founded	 by	

unionists	 to	 advance	 the	 interests	 of	 the	 ordinary	
working	people,	 adhered	 to	 a	 fairly	 standard	 social	
democratic	 philosophy	 before	 being	 co-opted	 by	
trendy	middle-class	 lawyers	 and	 apparatchiks	 like	
Gough	Whitlam	 in	 the	 1960s.	 On	 the	 subject	 of	
Aboriginals,	for	instance,	Labor	had	long	advocated	
the	 traditional	Fabian	 agenda	 for	 improving	 the	 lot	
of	 all	 disadvantaged	 people,	 irrespective	 of	 colour,	
religion	 and	gender.	Moreover,	 education	 –	 that	 is,	
a	 top-quality	Western-style	 education	 involving	 the	
mastery	 of	 the	English	 language	 –	was	 essential	 if	
a	 young	 disadvantaged	 person	 hoped	 to	 overcome	
the	drawback	of	not	being	born	with	a	silver	spoon	
in	their	mouth.		Australia’s	fashionable	reformers	of	
the	1970s	discarded	these	bourgeois	mores	for	what	
Roger	Sandall,	in	The	Culture Cult	(2000),	referred	to	
as	‘romantic	primitivism’.
Post-independence	 leaders	 in	Africa	 impoverished	
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and	marginalised	 ‘their’	 people	 for	 decades	with	
little	 censure	 from	 the	West.	 It	was	 not	 for	 racist	
and	colonial	Westerners	 to	 fault	 the	 lunacy	of	 (say)	
Robert	Mugabe.	 Since	 the	 1970s,	 thanks	 to	 the	
initiatives	 of	Labor’s	Gough	Whitlam,	Aboriginals	
have	experienced	their	own	version	of	‘decolonisation’	
in	the	underpopulated	northern	half	of	the	continent.	
The	 south,	 in	 contrast,	 has	witnessed	 successful	
integration	into	mainstream	Australia.	Even	the	highly-
critical	Stan	Grant,	a	 renowned	 television	 journalist	
who	happens	to	be	Aboriginal,	acknowledged	in	his	
memoir-cum-broadside	Talking to My Country	(2016),	
that	Indigenous	Australians	in	the	south	–	including	
himself	 –	 have	 experienced	 a	 veritable	 renaissance	
this	past	half-century.
No	 such	 flourishing	 occurred	 in	 the	 north.	 On	

Remembrance	 Day	 2002,	 Noel	 Pearson	 and	 his	
brother	 Gerhardt,	 two	 prominent	 Aboriginal	
leaders	 in	Cape	York,	went	 public	 in	 a	 programme	
televised	 on	 the	 normally	 PC-observant	Australian	
Broadcasting	Corporation.	After	 paying	 lip	 service	
to	the	‘political	progress’	achieved	by	decolonisation	
and	 reconciliation,	Noel	Pearson	 lambasted	 the	PC	
bureaucracy	as	an	‘industry	in	Aboriginal	dysfunction’	
which	had	presided	over	a	thirty-year	decline	in	the	
standard	of	 living	 for	 Indigenous	Australians	 in	 the	
north	of	the	country	(the	Outback).	He	lamented	that	
the	days	of	‘functional	families	and	functional	parents	
bringing	up	kids’	were	in	the	past.	Gough	Whitlam’s	
decolonisation	–	my	terminology	–	had	introduced	a	
‘breakdown	 in	 social	 order	 and	values’	 resulting	 in	
chronic	alcoholism,	widespread	gambling,	illicit	drugs,	
the	collapse	of	educational	standards,	child	abuse	and	
sexual	violence	against	children	and	women.
Most	white	Australians	knew	all	of	this	to	be	the	case,	

but	except	for	brave	souls	like	Roger	Sandall,	few	were	
prepared	to	say	it.	To	suggest	that	Whitlam’s	revolution	
brought	misery	to	the	Aboriginal	people	of	northern	
Australia	was	 racist.	And	 yet	 the	 2007	Northern	
Territory	 report	 on	 child	 abuse,	Little Children are 
Sacred,	 confirmed	 everything	 Sandall	maintained	
in	The Culture Cult. Even	 today,	 astonishingly,	 the	
following	 lines	–	 if	 uttered	by	a	white	Australian	–	
remain	virtually	taboo	in	so-called	polite	society:

It should be clearly understood that that the more 
urbanised southern people have made good progress 
over the past thirty years… Not so the people who 
concern us here. These are the Aborigines on the 
northern settlements, the ones granted a good deal of 
independence in the past three decades. And these are 
the people who have suffered the Culture Cult’s most 
vicious effects – the victims of the anti-assimilationist 
policies embraced and promoted by idealistic middle-
class whites in the south.

Whitlam’s	aspirant	emancipatory	project	has	done	
more	 harm	 than	 good	 for	Aboriginal	Australians	
over	 the	 past	 fifty	 years.	 It	 is	 a	 tragedy,	 then,	 that	
middle-class	whites	in	the	south,	and	here	we	should	
include	 the	 Opposition	 Leader	 Bill	 Shorten,	 are	
more	 convinced	 than	 ever	 that	 anti-assimilationist	
Aboriginal	 separatism	 is	 a	 formula	 for	 national	
reconciliation.	They	are	determined	to	remain	loyal	to	
Gough	Whitlam’s	grand	vision	and	his	reconfiguring	
of	the	ALP	as	a	vehicle	for	middle-class	progressives	
obsessed	with	identity	politics.
Shorten,	who	the	polls	still	favour	to	win	the	next	

election,	has,	in	addition,	been	careful	to	modify	the	
ALP’s	official	policy	on	border	control	to	bring	it	more	
into	line	with	the	Coalition’s	tough	stance.	But	all	this	
is	smoke	and	mirrors.	The	Labor	Party	long	ago	ceased	
to	be	an	old-style	social	democratic	party.	It	is	now	the	
fashionable	preserve	of	middle-class	virtue-signallers	
not	prepared	to	join	the	Greens.	As	was	the	case	when	
the	 ‘moderate’	Kevin	Rudd	governed	Australia,	we	
can	expect	after	the	next	election	the	number	of	illegal	
maritime	arrivals	to	grow	exponentially,	the	Republic	
to	be	back	on	the	agenda,	‘Catastrophic	Anthropogenic	
Global	Warming’,	mandated	quotas	for	women	in	the	
workplace,	and	renewed	sympathy	for	the	treacherous	
Palestinian	Authority.	 Naturally,	 Prime	Minister	
Shorten	will	want	to	give	a	constitutionally-sanctioned	
‘voice’	to	Aboriginal	activists.	Gough	Whitlam	would	
whole-heartedly	approve.		

																					
Daryl McCann has a blog at http://darylmccann.
blogspot.com.au/ 
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Valiant for Truth
sir	riChard	Body	1927-2018

Sir	Richard	Body	(always	known	to	his	friends	as	Dick)	was	a	good	friend	to	the	Review,	providing	new	
contributors	–	including	himself,	 ideas,	generous	hospitality	and	suggestions	about	raising	money.	He	also	
helped	us	put	the	magazine	on	a	secure	business	footing.
He	was	an	outstanding	parliamentarian	as	well	as	a	barrister,	pig	and	cattle	farmer.	Those	were	the	days	when	

some	Members	like	him	were	not	overly	ambitious	for	money	or	office	and	had	the	time	to	embrace	real	life.	
As	a	result,	the	Commons	contained	members	of	real	character	and	independence.	Politics	seduced	him	early	
for	at	16	he	played	truant	from	school	to	go	to	Speakers	Corner,	later	founding	Reading	Young	Conservatives.	
After	turning	down	a	place	at	Cambridge,	he	spent	three	years	in	the	RAF	in	India,	reading	for	the	Bar	in	his	
spare	time.	Aged	21	he	went	to	Central	Office	and	announced	he	wanted	to	be	an	MP.	‘Come	back	in	twenty	
years’,	they	replied.	Central	Office	demanded	experience	then.	Undaunted	he	approached	the	agent	in	Rotherham	
whose	Conservative	candidate	had	resigned,	and	succeeded	in	being	adopted.	Thereafter	he	combined	contesting	
hopeless	seats	with	working	as	a	barrister	and	helping	to	expand	legal	services	for	the	poor	–	he	founded	the	
East	London	Poor	Man’s	Association.	Always	on	the	move	or	short	of	money	he	sometimes	slept	in	Salvation	
Army	hostels.	In	1955	he	was	elected	for	Billericay,	remaining	in	Parliament	for	forty	years.	For	a	traditional	
Tory	some	of	his	views	were	eccentric:	he	opposed	the	death	penalty,	advocated	more	liberal	Official	Secrets	
legislation	and	in	the	eighties	wanted	a	nuclear	freeze.
His	claim	to	fame	is	as	one	of	the	leading	‘bastards’,	that	group	of	Eurosceptic	MP’s	(whipless	eight)	who	

campaigned	against	the	Maastricht	Treaty	and	were	rewarded	for	their	tenacious	patriotism	by	the	disgraceful	
derision	of	the	Tory	establishment.	‘When	I	hear	the	flapping	of	white	coats	I	know	that	Sir	Richard	Body	is	
entering	the	House’,	piped	John	Major.	Ironically	he	started	out	as	a	very	early	pro-European	and	was	invited	
to	Brussels.	Over	lunch	his	hosts	thinking	they	might	be	talking	to	a	real	pal	confided	their	plans:	‘Of	course	we	
cannot	reveal	this	in	public,	because	people	would	oppose	it.’	Dick	was	horrified	at	this	deceit;	he	had	always	
believed	in	free	trade	between	independent	democratic	nations,	not	a	takeover	bid	set	up	and	run	by	France	
and	Germany.	He	campaigned	hard	in	the	1975	referendum	co-chairing	the	Get	Britain	Out	group	with	Enoch	
Powell	and	Peter	Shore,	subsequently	giving	inspirational	support	to	many	of	the	Euro-sceptic	groups	like	
Conservatives	against	Federal	Europe	which	was	strong	on	the	destruction	of	our	fishing	industry.	Later	he	saw	
the	need	to	bring	in	business	leaders	and	helped	to	introduce	Business	for	Sterling	and	Business	for	Britain.	He	
wrote	several	books,	notably	Europe of many Circles,	and	many	pamphlets	for	the	cause.	It	was	wonderful	that	
he	lived	to	see	the	fruits	of	his	labours	in	2016;	let	us	hope	that	it	will	not	turn	to	ashes.
Dick	was	a	Green	long	before	it	became	fashionable	and	as	the	Member	for	Boston	and	Holland	(1966-	2001)	

saw	and	predicted	the	dangers	of	agro	business	like	BSE	and	cancer	(highest	in	Lincolnshire)	from	aerial	spraying	
and	as	the	author	of	the	Private Eye	column	‘Old	Muckspreader’,	he	exposed	the	lunacies	of	the	Common	
Agricultural	Policy.	A	love	of	country	sports	and	a	hatred	of	cruelty	to	animals	led	him	to	become	Chairman	of	
World	Compassion	in	Farming	along	with	supporting	controls	against	the	overuse	of	antibiotics,	insecticides	
and	aggressive	farm	gang	masters.	
I	was	lucky	to	know	this	last	old-school	shire	Tory;	he	was	so	kind	to	me	when	I	was	despondent	about	the	

Review:	‘Giving	up	is	not	allowed’	he	told	me.	Always	delightful	and	stimulating	company	he	used	to	regale	
me	with	stories	about	political	personalities	of	the	past	–	he	admired	Macmillan:	‘He	would	always	listen	to	
everyone’	not	like	Heath	‘who	disdained	people’.	He	faced	his	increasing	blindness	with	his	customary	courage	
and	cheerfulness,	frequently	praising	the	helpfulness	of	the	Underground	staff.	Truly	Dick	personified	the	words	
of	John	Bunyan’s	hymn:

No foes shall stay his might
Though he with giants fight 
He will make good his right
To be a pilgrim.

Merrie	Cave
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Sinclair	 Lewis’s	 1935	 dystopian	 novel	 of	 a	
fascist	United	 States	 of	America,	 It Can’t 
Happen Here,	flew	off	the	shelves	in	2016,	

with	 bookstores	 and	Amazon	 unable	 to	 meet	
demand	following	the	nomination	of	Donald	Trump	
as	 the	Republican	 presidential	 candidate	 and	 his	
subsequent	election	victory.	For	many	new	readers,	
especially	on	the	liberal	and	leftist	side	of	politics,	
the	book	was	hailed	as	a	remarkably	prescient	piece	
of	 literature	 that	 foretold	 the	 actual	 arrival	 in	 the	
White	House	of	a	character	just	like	Donald	Trump.	
At	 one	 level,	 the	 parallels	 are	 indeed	 striking.	

The	mendacious,	 blustering,	 hyperbolic,	 racist,	
egotistical,	demagogic	and	proudly	ignorant	‘anti’-
politician	who	beats	FDR	in	the	election	to	become	
president	 is	 called	Berzelius	 ‘Buzz’	Windrip	 –	 a	
name	every	bit	as	flatulently	euphemistic	as	Trump.	
Taking	 on	 the	 establishment	with	 an	 ‘America	
First’	 policy,	Windrip	 sweeps	up	 the	votes	 of	 the	
disenchanted	 and	 the	 dispossessed	who	 are	 side-
lined	and	ignored	by	the	Washington	elites.	He	gains	
popularity	and	support	 through	his	attacks	on	 the	
media:	‘I	know	the	Press	only	too	well’;	‘Almost	
all	editors’	are	involved	in	‘plotting	how	they	can	
put	over	their	lies’.	His	appeals	to	the	downtrodden	
involve	denigrating	society’s	educated	and	privilege	
classes:	Windrip	 is	more	 interested	 in	 providing	
‘johnnycake	 and	 beans	 and	 spuds	 in	 the	 humble	
cabin	 of	 the	Common	Man’	 unlike	 the	 ‘twenty-
four-carat,	 college-graduate,	 ex-cabinet-member	
statesman’.	‘In	the	little	towns’,	he	says,	‘ah,	there	
is	the	abiding	peace	that	I	love,	and	that	can	never	
be	disturbed	by	even	the	noisiest	Smart	Alecks	from	
these	haughty	megalopolises	like	Washington….’	
And	so	it	goes	on.	Lewis	was	writing	the	novel	

against	the	backdrop	of	the	recent	Great	Depression,	
during	which	at	one	point	25	per	cent	of	the	working	
population	was	unemployed	(well	over	15	million	
people);	some	commentators	trace	Trump’s	victory	
back	to	the	2008	global	crash.	The	novel’s	hero	–	
local	newspaper	editor	Doremus	Jessup	(in	that	fine	
tradition	of	American	names	that	sound	so	peculiar	

Conservative Classic – 70
It Can’t Happen Here Sinclair Lewis

JamEs	monkton 

to	the	English	ear)	–	understands,	but	deplores,	the	
appeal	of	Windrip	to	the	electorate:	‘they’ll	all	be	
convinced	that	even	if	our	Buzzy	has	got	a	few	faults,	
he’s	on	the	side	of	the	plain	people,	and	against	all	
the	tight	old	political	machines,	and	they’ll	rouse	the	
country	for	him	as	the	Great	Liberator’.
But	the	parallels	end	roughly	a	third	of	the	way	into	

the	book	following	Windrip’s	inauguration.	Within	a	
year,	all	the	paraphernalia	of	a	vicious	dictatorship	
is	in	place:	ubiquitous	secret	police	with	arbitrary	
powers,	uniformed	militia,	concentration	camps	and	
firing	squads.	Lewis	completed	the	novel	rapidly	in	
the	summer	of	1935,	taking	Hitler’s	Nazi	Germany	
for	his	primary	model.	Those	on	the	current	liberal	
left	 hailing	 the	 book	 as	 predicting	 the	 arrival	 of	
Trump	fall	silent	here;	perhaps	they	have	not	read	
that	 far.	Not	 even	 the	most	 ardent	Guardianista 
can	rationally	extend	the	Nazi	parallels	to	Trump’s	
America.	
What	makes	 the	novel	a	classic	of	conservative	

literature,	as	I	contend	it	is?	After	all,	the	hero,	local	
newspaper	editor	Doremus	Jessup,	is	seemingly	a	
dyed-in-the	wool	 liberal,	 and	Lewis	 himself	was	
an	 erstwhile	member	 of	 the	Socialist	 party.	Gore	
Vidal,	 however,	 considers	 Lewis	 ‘lukewarm’	 in	
his	leftist	politics.	First	we	must	recognise	that	not	
only	is	Jessup	a	liberal	in	the	American	rather	than	
the	European	sense,	but	he	is	a	liberal	from	nearly	
a	 century	 ago.	The	meaning	 of	 such	 a	 label	 can	
alter	 in	 light	 of	 contemporary	 circumstances	 and	
relevancies.	Which	advocate	of	democracy	 in	 the	
1930s	was	not	a	liberal	when	compared	to	the	likes	
of	Mussolini,	Hitler	and	Stalin?	 In	 the	nineteenth	
century,	the	greatest	nationalists	were	the	liberals,	
who	saw	the	nation-state	as	the	ultimate	defender	of	
nascent	democracy.
Jessup,	unsatisfactory	and	flawed	literary	character	

though	he	is,	espouses	trenchant	views	to	hearten	any	
conservative,	not	least	in	recognising	the	similarly	
unsatisfactory	and	flawed	constants	of	human	nature	
and	the	human	condition.	Thus	on	politics	he	says:	
‘There	is	no	Solution!	There	never	will	be	a	state	
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of	society	anything	 like	perfect!	There	never	will	
be	a	time	when	there	won’t	be	a	large	proportion	of	
people	who	feel	poor	no	matter	how	much	they	have,	
and	 envy	 their	 neighbours…’	Radical	 revolutions	
inevitably	fail,	 leaving	 the	working	classes	‘more	
oppressed	than	ever’	and	socialist	Utopias	‘end	in	
scandal,	feuds,	poverty,	grimness,	disillusion’.
Jessup	 rejects	 the	 advances	 of	 the	Communist	

Party	with	 repeated	diatribes	against	 its	aims	and	
class	struggle:	

It isn’t what you earn but how you spend it that 
fixes your class – whether you prefer bigger 
funeral services or more books. I’m tired of 
apologizing for not having a dirty neck!

You’re quoting every Bolshevik apologist 
that sneers at decency and kindness and 
truthfulness in daily dealings as ‘bourgeois 
morality’.

Jessup,	‘as	a	newspaper	man’,	also	notes	that	it	is	
the	communists	‘who	misrepresented	and	concealed	
facts	 more	 unscrupulously’	 than	 anyone	 else.	
Contrary	to	the	misconceptions	fuelling	the	novel’s	
recent	popularity,	this	is	not	a	book	that	takes	pains	
to	 excoriate	 just	 fascism,	 but	 all	 anti-democratic,	
authoritarian	regimes.	Lewis	writes:	‘All	dictators	
followed	the	same	routine	of	torture,	as	if	they	had	
all	read	the	same	manual	of	sadistic	etiquette.’
	I	feel	sure	that	Orwell	had	read	It Can’t Happen 

Here	 before	 penning	 the	 anti-communist	Animal 
Farm	and	1984.
Elsewhere,	 Lewis	 takes	 pot	 shots	 at	 gullible	

academics	and	welfare	‘spongers’.	One	of	the	minor	
characters	treated	with	respect	and	even	admiration	
is	 the	 hardware	 dealer	Raymond	Pridewell,	 ‘that	
crabbed	 old	Tory’,	who	 endures	 incarceration	 in	
a	 concentration	 camp	with	 dignity.	A	particularly	
poignant	episode	in	the	novel	is	when	Jessup’s	prized	
collection	of	Dickens’	 complete	 illustrated	works	
are	thrown	onto	the	inevitable	bonfire	of	books;	his	
father	had	invested	in	these	for	him	as	‘a	thing…to	
treasure	forever.’	Jessup	is	unequivocally	a	cultural	
conservative.	Towards	 the	 end	 of	 the	 book,	 he	
reaffirms	himself	as	a	(1930s)	‘liberal’	because	he	
yearns	to	‘preserve	some	of	the	arts	of	civilization,	
no	matter	which	 brand	 of	 tyranny	 should	finally	
determine	the	world’.	Today	it	is	the	growing	tyranny	
of	radical	liberal	relativism	that	poses	the	greatest	
threat	to	that	civilisation.	

James Monkton is a university lecturer.

BattlE	of	Britain

It’s history now, remote and legendary
As Agincourt. The field of Mars was then

The embattled sky whereon the gallant few
Wrote their fame in vapour trails of glory
‘This is our finest hour’ so Churchill said,

That bulldog icon, waving his cigar.
But now it seems that victory was in vain

The sacrifice, the blood and sweat and tears,
For Adolph must be laughing in his grave

To see how his New Order is imposed
Posthumously, and England fallen prey
To foreign powers and foreign capital
Even her monarch now must abdicate

To citizens of Europe’s superstate.
 

Jim Morgan  (91)

Geoffrey Wellum DFC
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Reputations — 59
The Man from Swindon

mylEs	harris

King	Sargon	of	Akkaad	flourished	in	Sumeria	
between	2234	and	2279	BC.	During	his	reign,	
he	conquered	Mesopotamia,	parts	of	Syria,	

Anatolia	and	‘Elam’,	modern-day	Western	Iran.	As	
well	as	being	a	considerable	soldier	and	politician,	
he	was	a	skilled	polemicist	and	employed	the	arts	of	
classical	debate	to	silence	his	detractors.	
That	 such	 a	 civilised	 king	 could	 have	 lived	 so	

long	ago	–	humans	
were	just	learning	
to	 live	 in	 cities	
and	 accept	 the	
written	 law	 –	 is	
surprising	to	many	
today,	who	regard	
the	 ancients	 of	
the	Middle	 East	
a s 	 b a r b a r i a n s	
and	 ourselves	 as	
civilised.	Yet	we	
live	 in	 a	 century	
where	 the	 law	 is	
not	 only	 increasingly	 powerless	 to	
protect	free	speech	but	is	used	to	stamp	it	out.	
King	Sargon’s	civility	attracted	the	admiration	of	

an	 Internet	 games	 programmer	 in	Swindon	 called	
Carl	Benjamin.	A	 civility	 that	 contrasts	with	 the	
rudeness,	bullying	and	ignorance	of	the	loudest	and	
most	powerful	voice	of	our	times,	social	media.	On	
which	an	increasing	number	of	bizarre	ideologies	are	
forced	down	peoples’	throats	by	means	of	bullying,	
intimidation	and	electronic	mobbing.	Carl	Benjamin	
felt	he	could	no	longer	keep	silent.	
Adopting	 Sargon	 of	Akkad	 as	 the	 name	 of	 his	

website,	 he	 began	 a	 daily	You-Tube	 talk	 called	
‘This	Week	in	Stupid’	on	which	he	attacked	radical	
feminists,	 speech	 fascists,	 cultural	Marxists,	 the	
Alt	 Right,	multiculturalists,	 no-borders	 fanatics,	
Islamophiliacs	and	that	huge	rag	tag	and	bobtail	of	
confused,	 ill-educated,	deluded	people	who	 follow	
them.	Sargon	quotes	their	exact	words	back	to	these	
people	 in	order	 to	expose	 their	 logical	 absurdity	–	
hence	the	title	‘This	Week	in	Stupid’.	
While	 the	print	media	declines	 into	nothingness,	

video	politics	is	on	the	rise.	Five	years	ago,	Sargon	
had	a	few	hundred	viewers;	now	he	has	three	million	
–	mainly	middle	class,	white,	employed	and	male.	
Many	of	his	followers	say	they	were	attracted	to	his	
site	because	it	was	the	only	place	they	felt	had	a	voice	
in	a	society	which	has	taken	leave	of	its	ideological	
senses.	Such	 is	 the	madness	 that	 in	Canada	 if	you	
address	a	man	as	‘sir’	without	first	ascertaining	what	

sex	he	thinks	he	is,	
and	he	complains,	
you	 are	 in	 danger	
of	being	convicted	
o f 	 a 	 c r im i n a l	
offence.	 Crazy?	
Over	 the	 top?	 In	
Britain	touching	a	
woman’s	shoulder	
can	earn	you	a	hefty	
fine,	 a	 criminal	
c o n v i c t i o n , 	 a	
place	on	the	sexual	
register	 and,	 in	

consequence,	 a	 life	 of	 poverty	 and	
unemployment.	
For	years	Sargon	was	just	a	voice	behind	a	picture	

of	King	Sargon	on	his	web	site.	Then	in	December	
2017	he	made	his	first	 physical	 appearance	 at	 the	
Conway	Hall	 in	 London.	All	 five	 hundred	 seats	
were	filled,	at	£20	a	head,	with	young,	middle	class,	
predominately	white	men	and	women.	It	was	a	good-
humoured	event,	with	Sargon,	whom	many	had	never	
seen	before,	living	up	to	his	warm,	online	personality.	
The	success	of	this	meeting	attracted	the	attention	of	

‘Antifa’,	a	violent	group	of	left	wing,	mainly	middle	
class,	thugs	dedicated	to	breaking	up	meetings	they	
consider	 ‘fascist’.	By	 ‘fascist’	 they	mean	 even	 the	
mildest	of	conservative	opinions,	however	politely	
put,	which	are	likely	to	be	greeted	by	the	smashing	of	
glass	and	the	entry	of	these	screaming	hooded	figures.	
Jacob	Rees	Mogg	was	silenced	during	a	TV	debate	
by	Antifa	when	its	they	broke	in,	occupied	the	stage	
and	 threatened	violence	 toward	 the	 speakers.	 Sure	
enough,	Sargon’s	next	meeting	was	broken	up	and	a	
subsequent	one he	arranged	in	Bristol	was	cancelled	

Day of freedom at the Cenotaph
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when,	 following	warnings	 by	Antifa,	 his	 insurers	
pulled	out.	
Faced	with	 the	 threat	of	never	been	able	 to	hold	

unhindered	meetings	in	public,	on	May	6th	this	year	
three	thousand	supporters	of	 the	right	 to	assemble,	
among	them	many	Sargon	fans,	gathered	in	Whitehall	
to	celebrate	‘A	Day	of	Freedom’.	Antifa,	 intent	on	
stopping	them,	began	gathering	nearby.	
I	 passed	Antifa	 as	 I	walked	up	Whitehall	 to	 the	

meeting.	Their	speakers,	mainly	white	and	 in	 their	
early	 twenties,	were	 screaming	
through	 loud	 hailers	what	 they	
would	 do	 if	 they	 got	 near	 the	
Day	of	Freedom	demonstrators.	
The	 ground	 around	 them	was	
l i t tered	 with	 placards	 and	
leaflets	 accusing	 the	 freedom	
demonstrators	of	being	Holocaust	
deniers,	Nazis	 and	 demanding	
Britain	 borders	 be	 thrown	open	
to	all	immigrants.	Only	one	thing	
stopped	them	rushing	the	Day	of	
Freedom	 demonstrators.	 They	
were	‘kettled’	by	a	ring	of	burly	
policemen.	
At	 the	 Day	 for	 Freedom	 demonstration	 itself	

by	 the	Cenotaph,	 and	despite	 a	 temperature	 in	 the	
eighties,	a	crowd	of	three	thousand	listened	quietly	
to	 a	 succession	 of	 speakers,	 some	 from	America	
(who	spoke	from	a	giant	screen)	and	some	physically	
present.	One	of	the	speakers	was	Lauren	Southern,	
the	anti-Islamist	Canadian	journalist	who	was	held	in	
a	cell	in	Calais	on	a	British	warrant	on	the	grounds	of	
her	presence	here	being	‘not	in	the	public	interest’.	
While	she	was	being	held,	ex-ISIS	fighters	were	being	
allowed	back	into	Britain	with	politicians	calling	for	
them	not	to	be	prosecuted.	
Tommy	Robinson,	 the	 ex-leader	 of	 the	English	

Defence	 League,	 banned	 for	 life	 from	Twitter	
(such	bans	were	the	focus	of	the	rally),	spoke	live.	
Imprisoned	twice,	once	for	mortgage	fraud	and	once	
for	trying	to	enter	the	US	with	a	borrowed	passport,	
his	 has	 been	 a	 chequered	 and	 politically	 violent	
life.	He	said,	‘The	people	of	this	country	have	been	
silenced	 for	 twenty	 to	 thirty	 years	with	 the	 tag	 of	
racists.	They	have	managed	to	silence	people	so	that	
they	are	too	scared	to	speak	up	when	they	see	things	
that	are	wrong.’	Mortgage	fraud	notwithstanding	(I	
wonder	how	many	people	have	been	sent	to	prison	
for	 such	 a	 crime?)	With	 a	 history	 of	 arrests,	 bans	
and	jail,	there	is	a	strong	whiff	of	persecution	by	the	
authorities	of	Tony	Robinson.	
Milo	Yiannopoulos,	who	a	year	ago	was	prevented	

from	speaking	at	UC	Berkeley,	on	which	occasion	
left-wing	 agitators	 overturned	 and	 burned	 cars	
and	 attacked	 him	 and	 his	 supporters,	 also	 spoke.	
Yiannopoulos	 is	 a	 favourite	 target	 of	 the	 thug	 left	
because	he	is	gay	and	outspokenly	right	wing	–	the	
idea	of	a	gay	man	being	right	wing	is	anathema.	
Sargon	also	spoke	in	person.	Freedom	of	speech,	

freedom	of	private	thought	and	conscience,	he	said,	is	
a	plea	to	be	left	alone.	Those	who	oppose	free	speech,	
be	 it	 Islam,	 the	 extreme	 left,	 or	 any	 other	 radical	

groups,	will	not	leave	you	alone.	
They	draw	no	distinction	between	
the	public	and	the	private:	‘they	
want	 your	 private	 life,	 identity	
and	 very	 soul’.	 Unless	 you	
share	their	views,	you	will	have	
no	 peace.	 ‘They	 do	 not	 come	
offering	freedom,	only	a	share	in	
their	servitude.’	
After	 it	was	 over	 the	 crowds	

began	 quietly	 to	 disperse.	 I	
walked	back	down	Whitehall	to	
the	 spot	where	Antifa	had	been	
shouting	 through	 loud	 hailers.	

They	had	already	gone,	 leaving	 their	
litter	behind.	Later	their	thugs	were	reported	to	have	
attacked	those	of	the	Day	of	Freedom	demonstrators,	
who,	having	left	the	meeting,	had	stopped	off	in	local	
cafes	and	pubs.	During	one	of	these	attacks	a	man	
received	a	head	injury	after	being	struck	by	a	bicycle	
chain	lock,	allegedly	wielded	by	an	Antifa	follower.	
The	police	confirmed	an	attack	had	taken	place	and	
that	an	ambulance	was	called.	
The	BBC	does	 not	 report	 peaceful	 conservative	

events	so	there	was	nothing	on	their	news	that	night	
or	the	following	day.	The Guardian	made	up	for	it	
the	 next	 day.	Apparently,	 I	 had	 attended	 a	British	
Nuremberg	Rally	foretelling	the	rise	of	a	Nazi	Britain.	
One	of	its	columnists,	without	once	mentioning	Antifa	
and	 its	 violence,	warned	 that	 the	Day	of	Freedom	
was	only	a	small	part	of	a	right-wing	underground	
movement	soon	to	burst	upon	our	streets.	I	wondered	
if	she	had	been	in	Whitehall	or	whether	she	lived	in	
a	cocoon	of	preconceived	views	in	which	an	heroic	
left	is	forever	battling	with	a	mythical	right.	
She	 concluded,	 ‘Whatever	 the	 response	 to	 the	

weekend’s	rally	is,	it	can’t	come	soon	enough.’	
As	Sargon	said:	
‘They	will	never	leave	you	alone.’	

Sargon
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ARTS AND BOOKS

man	up!
sCott	Grønmark

12 Rules for Life: An Antidote to Chaos,	Jordan	B	
Peterson,	Allen	Lane,	2018,	£20

Two	 years	 ago,	 Jordan	 Peterson	was	 a	 relatively	
obscure	 psychology	 professor	 at	 the	University	 of	
Toronto,	without	a	book	to	his	name	since	1999.	He	
then	began	releasing	videos	on	YouTube,	criticising	
political	 correctness	 in	 general,	 and,	 in	 particular,	
the	Canadian	 government’s	Bill	C16,	which	made	
discrimination	and	‘propaganda’	against	transgender	
people	illegal.	Peterson	rapidly	became	a	poster	boy	for	
young,	educated	men	fed	up	with	the	cultural	Marxist	
indoctrination	 they	 had	 been	 relentlessly	 subjected	
to	 by	 teachers	 and	 lecturers	who	 evidently	 viewed	
heterosexual	white	boys	as	privileged,	misogynistic,	
homophobic	racists,	and	who	treated	any	expression	of	
scepticism	regarding	their	pseudo-egalitarian,	identity	
politics	agenda	as	heresy.	
By	the	time	Professor	Peterson	sat	down	to	be	grilled	

by	Channel	4	News	presenter	Cathy	Newman	at	the	
beginning	of	this	year,	he	had	become	a	hate	figure	for	
progressivists.	Instead	of	trying	to	establish	what	the	
professor	believed,	Ms	Newman	turned	the	interview	
into	a	show-trial.	Soon,	frustrated	by	her	inability	to	
elicit	any	actual	hate-speech	from	her	seemingly	mild-
mannered	 guest,	 she	 started	 putting	words	 into	 his	
mouth:	within	the	course	of	30	minutes,	she	used	the	
phrase	‘so	what	you’re	saying	is’	–	or	variants	thereof	
–	over	30	 times.	The	 reaction	 to	 the	 encounter	was	
remarkable;	within	three	months,	it	had	been	viewed	
over	nine	million	times	on	YouTube,	and	many	on	the	
Right	had	hailed	 it	 as	 the	cultural	 equivalent	of	 the	
Brexit	vote	–	an	event	signalling	a	refusal	by	people	
with	 perfectly	 normal	 opinions	 to	 be	 shamed	 into	
silence	by	a	contemptuous	elite.	To	underline	the	scale	
of	Peterson’s	triumph,	his	new	book	immediately	shot	
to	the	top	of	bestseller	lists	on	both	sides	of	the	Atlantic,	
despite,	or	perhaps	helped	by	generally	hostile	reviews.
Peterson’s	 twelve,	 rather	 anodyne-sounding	 rules	

don’t,	at	first	glance,	seem	particularly	contentious	–	eg	
‘Be	precise	in	your	speech’,	‘Pursue	what	is	meaningful	
(not	what	 is	 expedient)’	 and	 ‘Tell	 the	 truth	 –	 or,	 at	
least,	don’t	lie.’	But	a	handful	set	New	Left	alarm	bells	

ringing.	 For	 instance,	 ‘Stand	 up	 straight	with	 your	
shoulders	back’	is	a	call	to	behave	in	a	manly	fashion;	
the	concept	of	manliness	is	a	red	rag	to	many	leftists,	
who	seem	determined	to	extirpate	masculinity	among	
western	males	 (with	or	without	 the	 aid	of	 surgery).	
‘Make	 friends	with	 people	who	want	 the	 best	 for	
you’	warns	against	exacerbating	whiny	losers’	sense	
of	 victimhood	by	 showering	 them	with	 undeserved	
compassion.	Given	that	leftists	seem	to	be	addicted	to	
flamboyant	displays	of	sympathy	for	members	of	their	
designated	pet	victim	groups,	because	 it	 gives	 their	
own	lives	a	sense	of	purpose	and	meaning,	Peterson’s	
message	 is	 tantamount	 to	 asking	 crack	 addicts	 to	
‘just	say	no!’	As	for	the	injunction,	‘Do	not	let	your	
children	do	 anything	 that	makes	 you	dislike	 them’,	
this,	again,	will	upset	many	leftists,	as	it	suggests	the	
role	of	parents	isn’t	to	be	‘friends’	with	their	naturally	
loving,	wise	offspring	to	protect	them	from	society’s	
spirit-crushing	 influence	 –	 their	 job	 is	 to	 discipline	
the	selfish	little	savages	as	early	as	possible	 to	help	
them	become	responsible,	popular	adults,	rather	than	
annoying,	grown-up	toddlers	unable	to	cope	with	the	
demands	of	real	life.
By	far	the	shortest	chapter	in	the	book	concerns	what	

is	possibly	the	key	rule:	‘Set	your	house	in	perfect	order	
before	you	criticise	the	world.’	Taking	aim	at	those	who	
‘appoint	themselves	supreme	adjudicators	of	reality’.	
Peterson	addresses	the	essential	nihilism	which	fuels	
the	 social	 justice	warrior’s	malign	 compassion:	 I’m 
unhappy because life is harsh and unfair – I don’t need 
to change, the world needs to change, and anyone 
who doesn’t share my sense of outrage is a heartless 
monster.	Peterson	suggests	that	miserable	social	justice	
warriors	 address	 their	 own	 beams	 before	 tackling	
other	people’s	motes:	‘Don’t	reorganise	the	state	until	
you	have	ordered	your	own	experience.	Have	some	
humility.	If	you	cannot	bring	peace	to	your	household,	
how	dare	you	try	to	rule	a	city?’	
Leaving	aside	the	current	furore	over	the	spurious	

issue	 of	 trans-genderism,	most	 of	 the	 attacks	 on	
Peterson	 have	 come	 from	 feminists	 enraged	by	 his	
rejection	of	their	core	belief	that	they’re	the	victims	
of	masculine	prejudice,	which	has	not	only	created	a	
gender	pay-gap,	but	is	also	responsible	for	the	paucity	
of	women	in,	for	instance,	boardrooms	and	university	
engineering	 departments.	As	 Peterson	 points	 out,	
women	 are	 generally	more	 concerned	with	 having	
a	 life	 outside	work	 than	 status-driven	men,	 and	 are	
more	 interested	 in	 people	 than	 things	 (hence	 their	
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numerical	 advantage	 in	 humanities	 departments).	
There	is	no	sinister	plot:	evolution	has	programmed	
men	and	women	to	be	interested	in,	value,	and	be	good	
at	different	things.	
There	is	hardly	anything	in	‘12	Rules	for	Life:	An	

Antidote	to	Chaos’	with	which	a	conservative	would	
violently	 disagree.	But	 is	 it	 any	 good?	 It	 certainly	
isn’t	bad,	but,	 for	a	work,	which	advertises	 itself	as	
an	‘antidote	to	chaos’,	it’s	surprisingly	chaotic.	First,	
it’s	a	rather	unsuccessful	amalgam	of	different	genres:	
it	 has	 the	 form	 of	 a	 self-help	 book,	 but	 the	 rules	
seem	arbitrary	and	strangely	unmemorable.	Second,	
it’s	 often	 hard	 to	 discern	 a	 connection	 between	 the	
material	in	each	chapter	and	the	rule	it’s	supposedly	
supporting.	Third,	 Peterson’s	 eclectic,	 scattergun,	
‘thinking	 aloud’	 approach	 can	 lead	 to	 confusion,	
compounded	 by	 occasional	 lapses	 into	 slang	 and	
academese.	The	 examples	 from	his	 own	 life	 –	 his	
rugged,	small-town	upbringing	 in	 the	 frozen	wastes	
of	Alberta,	 his	 academic	 career,	 his	 experiences	 as	
a	 clinical	psychologist	–	 are	 illuminating,	but	 some	
of	 the	 other	material	 –	 in	 particular	 the	 quotations	
from	Great	Books	and	sudden	lurches	into	mysticism	
(‘Meaning	is	what	emerges	beautifully	and	profoundly	
like	a	newly	formed	rosebud…’)	–	sit	oddly	alongside	
snippets	of	homespun	philosophy	and	statements	of	the	
obvious.	Fourth,	Peterson	has	simply	tried	to	cram	in	
too	much.	For	a	book	whose	aim	is	to	inoculate	young	
people	against	the	enervating	sense	of	meaninglessness	
produced	 by	 the	 culturally	 suicidal	 tenets	 of	moral	
relativism,	it’s	far	too	baggy	and	discursive;	I	found	
myself	wishing	 that	 he	 had	 produced	 two	 tightly	
focussed	books,	rather	than	one	lumpy,	unfocussed	one.	
Still,	 when	 so	 many	 of	 Peterson’s	 academic	

colleagues	seem	intent	on	destroying	the	foundations	
of	western	civilisation,	it	would	be	curmudgeonly	not	
to	welcome	the	emergence	of	one	of	the	few	willing	
to	engage	in	hand-to-hand	combat	with	the	enemy.

thE	lion	and	thE	
uniCorn

alistair	millEr

Where We Are: The State of Britain Now,	Roger	
Scruton,	Bloomsbury,	2017,	£16.99.

Nobody	writes	more	poignantly	or	revealingly	about	
England	 than	Roger	Scruton.	The	 roots	of	our	 civil	
society,	our	unique	legal	and	political	inheritance,	our	

freedom,	 our	 neighbourliness	 and	mutual	 trust,	 our	
sense	above	all	of	place	and	of	home,	are	elaborated	
with	 the	 consummate	 eloquence	we	 have	 come	 to	
expect	 from	 his	 previous	works,	most	 notably	 in	
England: An Elegy.	In	Where We Are Now,	he	explains	
how	we	might	draw	on	the	‘residual	idea’	of	national	
identity	 that	 encompasses	 these	 characteristics,	 and	
which	 is	 inextricably	 bound	 up	with	 our	 national	
sovereignty,	to	unify	the	country	post-Brexit.	
Scruton	says	everything	that	needs	to	be	said	about	

the	 supreme	 importance	 of	 the	 nation	 state,	which,	
in	marked	contrast	to	the	EU	bureaucracy,	embodies	
European	 civilization:	 the	 destructive	 power	 of	
unfettered	 globalisation	 and	 free	markets;	 the	 need	
to	 address	 Islamism;	 the	 establishment’s	 culture	
of	 repudiation;	 and	 the	 damage	wrought	 by	mass	
immigration	on	the	social	cohesion	of	our	country.	He	
illustrates	his	arguments	with	apt	analogies	and	striking	
images,	as	in	the	splendid	comparison	of	Paris,	a	place	
that	constantly	renews	itself	yet	remains	essentially	the	
same,	home	to	its	inhabitants,	with	London,	the	‘global’	
city,	with	its	‘random	scattering	of	magnified	kitchen	
gadgets,	and	its	skyline	like	a	mouth	of	broken	teeth’.	
At	the	heart	of	our	national	identity	lies	the	idea	of	

home.	Our	local	and	territorial	forms	of	attachment,	
the	 ‘low-key	 patriotism	 of	 custom	 and	 place’	 are	
inextricably	 bound	 up	with	 traditional	 forms	 of	
association,	buttressed	by	the	Common	Law,	that	lie	
at	the	root	of	our	neighbourliness,	our	sense	of	mutual	
trust	and	accountability,	and	our	tolerance	of	outsiders.	
Out	 of	 these	 shared	 experiences	 arises,	 on	 the	 one	
hand	national	sentiments,	and	on	the	other	democratic	
politics.	 Far	 from	being	 ‘bureaucratic	 inventions’,	
as	Lord	Acton	imagined	it,	nations	‘are	spontaneous	
products	of	 social	 interaction’.	 Intimately	bound	up	
with	this	idea	of	home	is	the	idea	of	freedom.	Because	
we	define	membership	of	our	community	in	territorial	
terms	 rather	 than	 through	 tribal,	 ethnic	 or	 religious	
loyalties,	we	enjoy	freedoms	denied	to	those	who	live	
in	 non-Western	 societies.	Heretics,	 dissidents	 and	
doubters	are	protected	by	the	law	‘for	the	very	reason	
that	truth	and	argument	are	sacred’.	If	these	freedoms	
are	now	under	threat	as	never	before,	it	is	because	our	
collective	identity	has	fractured	under	the	impact	of	
‘minority	 factions’	whose	 attachments	 and	 loyalties	
lie	elsewhere.	
These	 arguments	 and	 sentiments	 will	 strike	 a	

chord	not	only	with	conservatives,	but	with	all	those,	
regardless	of	political	affiliation,	who	are	unashamed	
to	 count	 themselves	 patriots.	Yet	when	 it	 comes	 to	
addressing	 our	 post-Brexit	 future	with	 the	 possible	
fragmentation	 of	 our	 society	 and	 the	 threat	 to	 our	
traditional	freedoms,	one	suspects	that	there	is	a	sleight	
of	hand	at	play	and	 that,	ultimately,	Scruton	evades	
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the	crucial	issue.	
Scruton	takes	as	his	starting	point	George	Orwell’s	

celebrated	depiction	of	the	English	in	The Lion and 
the Unicorn.	Orwell’s	 patriotism,	 a	 patriotism	now	
as	 then	 despised	 by	bien pensant	 intellectuals	 but	
deeply	rooted	in	the	ordinary	people,	epitomises	the	
‘undemonstrative	 love	 of	 our	 country’	 that	 ‘arises	
spontaneously	in	the	ordinary	human	heart’.	Patriotism,	
unlike	nationalism,	is	not	‘hatred	of	the	other’	but	‘love	
of	what	 is	 ours’.	 For	Scruton,	 the	 key	 to	 our	 post-
Brexit	future	is	to	recapture	this	sense	of	‘the	British	
identity’,	 the	 pre-political	 ‘we’,	 that	might	 bind	us,	
the	British	people,	together	in	a	common	endeavour.	
But	Orwell’s	patriotism	was	directed	toward	England,	
not	Britain.	 In	 ‘England	Your	England’	 (the	 title	 is	
telling),	the	rallying	opening	section	of	The Lion and 
the Unicorn	written	amidst	The	Blitz,	Orwell	depicts	
the	characteristics	of	the English,	the	‘national	culture’	
of	England,	what	is	‘distinctive	and	recognizable’	in	
‘English	civilization’.	The	terms	‘Britain’	and	‘British’	
are	occasionally	preferred	(in	the	context	of	the	empire,	
the	constitution	and	the	army	–	ie	England	projected	
overseas),	 but	 otherwise	 it	 is	 clear	 that	 ‘British’	 is	
merely	a	synonym	for	‘English’.	
Of	 course,	 times	 have	 changed	 radically.	 The	

imperatives	of	devolution,	multi-culture	and	inclusion	
have	 forbidden	public	 reference	 to	 the	English,	 the	
English	people,	English	culture,	English	characteristics	
or	 English	 patriotism.	 Scruton	 adheres	 to	 this	
convention	and	is	careful	to	speak	of	‘British	identity’,	
‘British	values’,	‘the	British	character’	and	(oh	dear!)	
‘Britishness’.	He	emphasises	the	institutional	and	legal	
arrangements	that	have	contributed	to	and	enabled	our	
‘unique	experience	of	place’,	arrangements	which	by	
and	large	apply	to	Britain	as	a	whole,	while	carefully	
avoiding	discussion	of	 the	 national	 culture	 (curious	
to	 read	a	book	by	Scruton	 that	omits	 any	 reference	
to	 the	 term	 ‘culture’)	which	has	 also	contributed	 to	
our	 experience	 of	 place	 and	 home,	 at	 least	 until	 a	
generation	 ago,	 but	which	 is	 inextricably	bound	up	
with	England.	This	fashionable	insistence	on	an	all-
inclusive	‘British	 identity’	enables	multiple	‘aspects	
of	belonging’	–	that	‘You	can	be	a	British	Nigerian	or	
a	British	Pakistani’;	and	this	is,	of	course,	laudable.	
But	hasn’t	Scruton	noted	on	the	very	same	pages,	‘By	

a	nation	I	mean	a	people	settled	in	a	certain	territory,	
who	share	language,	institutions,	customs	and	a	sense	
of	history’;	and	that	our	society	is	‘held	together	by	
trust	 between	 strangers,	who	may	 have	 nothing	 in	
common,	save	the	place	where	they	are	and	the	customs	
that	have	arisen	there’.	It	seems,	then,	that	our	‘residual	
national	identity’,	our	‘Britishness’,	is	what	remains	
when	our	shared	customs,	experiences	and	sense	of	
history,	our	most	cherished	myths	–	in	short,	our	shared	

national	culture	–	is	stripped	away.	But	do	the	hollowed	
out	 institutional	 structures	 and	democratic	 practices	
that	remain	constitute,	in	themselves,	‘a	nation’	in	any	
shape	or	form?	Shorn	of	shared	memories,	references	
and	 experiences,	 is	 the	 disenchanted	 landscape	 in	
which	we	are	now	 to	 live	 still	 ‘a	place	we	can	call	
home’?	
In	England: An Elegy,	Scruton	concluded	that	 the	

England	he	has	known	and	loved	is	almost	dead,	and	
that	although	‘the	heirs	to	English	civilisation’	should	
commemorate	 it,	 the	 only	 response	 possible	 to	 the	
prevalent	‘culture	of	repudiation’,	to	the	‘forbidding	of	
England’,	is	private	mourning.	Judging	from	his	new	
book,	it	seems	that	for	Scruton,	the	battle	is	lost.	But	
are	we	really	to	believe	that	the	English	spirit,	which	
has	found	characteristic	expression	in	forms	ranging	
from	literature,	art,	music,	philosophy	and	science,	to	
gardens,	 country	 pursuits,	 sport	 and	 bawdy	 seaside	
humour,	whose	 roots	 can	 be	 traced	 back	 to	Anglo-
Saxon	times,	our	English	culture	and	civilization,	has	
been	extinguished	within	a	generation?	George	Orwell	
took	a	different	view.	In	‘England	Your	England’,	he	
argued,	 ‘It	 needs	 some	very	 great	 disaster,	 such	 as	
prolonged	subjugation	to	a	foreign	enemy,	to	destroy	
a	 national	 culture.’	England	might,	 in	 time,	 change	
almost	beyond	recognition.	But	‘England	will	still	be	
England.’
Moreover,	 Scruton	 underestimates	 the	 growing	

anger	and	resentment	of	ordinary	people,	the	majority	
of	whom	 remain,	 quietly	 but	 fervently,	 as	 attached	
to	England	as	their	forbears.	Douglas	Murray	has	no	
illusions	about	the	dangers.	In	The Strange Death of 
Europe,	he	warns	that	if	the	political	class,	inoculated	
with	multicultural	dogma,	is	incapable	of	recognising	
that	most	ordinary	Europeans	wish	to	live	in	a	Europe	
that they recognise as home,	 then	 populations	will	
continue	to	divide	on	ethnic	grounds	(we	see	it	already	
in	 Britain)	 and	 people	will	 be	 forced	 to	 express	
themselves	in	other	ways.	If	social	media	is	anything	to	
go	by,	the	last	forum	in	which	people	are	free	to	speak	
their	minds	in	the	language	they	choose,	attitudes	are	
hardening,	positions	are	polarising,	by	the	day.	That	
the	ultra-nationalist	‘Britain	First’	had	over	two	million	
followers	when	its	Facebook	page	was	banned	ought	
to	 be	 ringing	 alarm	bells.	 For	 growing	 numbers	 of	
people,	 it	seems,	quiet	patriotism	mixed	with	regret	
is	not	an	option.
Scruton	 also	 follows	 conventional	 orthodoxy	 in	

arguing	that	the	Union	must	be	preserved	at	all	costs.	
There	must,	 he	 argues,	 be	 ‘a	 serious	 effort	 to	 shift	
the	centre	of	gravity	of	our	kingdom	northwards’	so	
that	England	and	Scotland	might	be	‘equal	partners’.	
But	 it	may	be	 that	 the	preservation	of	our	 inclusive	
British	identity	only	reinforces	the	prevalent	dogma	
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of	multiculturalism;	 that	 ‘Britishness’	 can	 only	 be	
purchased	 at	 the	 expense	 of	 the	 ‘Englishness’	 that	
might	unite	us.	In	which	case,	is	it	not	‘Britain’	that	is	
the	problem	and	‘England’	the	solution?	
For	 the	 late	 Sir	Richard	Body,	 the	 answer	 to	 the	

failings	of	a	multicultural	society,	whose	members	have	
retreated	into	closed	communities	and	sub-groups,	into	
‘emotional	ghettos’,	lay	not	in	‘inclusive	British	values’	
but	in	the	common	cultural	inheritance	of	England.	In	
England for the English,	he	writes	that	a	multi-ethnic	
society	‘can	thrive	only	within	the	context	of	a	common	
culture	 to	which	all	 its	people	 feel	 they	belong	and	
which,	in	all	important	respects,	they	accept’;	but	that	
England	will	only	establish	herself	as	‘a	single	coherent	
society’	when	she	is	genuinely	independent,	‘not	just	
within	Europe	and	the	world	at	large	but	also	within	
Britain	itself’.	
He	might	well	be	 right.	There	 is	only	one	way	 to	

dismantle	multicultural	Britain,	 its	welter	 of	 sub-
identities,	 its	 culture	 of	 repudiation,	 its	 profound	
intolerance,	its	illiberal	silencing	of	dissent	–	and	that	
is	to	dismantle	Britain.	England	might	then	live	again.	

thE	last	EnGlishman

roBErt	Gray

Raymond Asquith, Life and Letters,	ed	John	Jolliffe,	
The	History	Press,	2018,	£12.99.

Of	 the	million	 or	 so	 British	 and	Commonwealth	
deaths	 in	 the	First	World	War	 few	have	been	more	
extensively	mourned	 than	 that	of	Raymond	Asquith	
on	September	15	1916.	
Although	37	when	killed,	he	still	bore	 the	burden	

of	youthful	promise.	At	Oxford	from	1897	to	1902	he	
had	carried	off	the	academic	honours:	Firsts	in	Mods	
and	Greats,	and	another	in	Jurisprudence,	winner	of	the	
Ireland	prize,	and	election	to	All	Souls.	These	laurels,	
and	 the	 careless	 grace	with	which	 he	wore	 them,	
marked	him	out	for	glamour	and	attention.	And	then	
in	1908	his	father	became	Prime	Minister.
This	 selection	 of	Raymond	Asquith’s	 letters,	 first	

published	in	1980	and	ably	edited	with	introductory	
essays	 by	 his	 grandson	 John	 Jolliffe,	 is	 now	 once	
more	available	in	paperback	form.	Witty,	shrewd	and	
cynical,	 stylish	without	 application	of	midnight	 oil,	
Asquith	 fascinates,	entertains	and	 intrigues	at	every	
turn.	It	is	up	to	the	reader,	though,	to	decide	just	how	
literally	 he	 should	 be	 taken.	For	Raymond	Asquith	
revelled	 in	 the	 luxury	 of	 disdain.	William	Blake?	
‘There	is	not	enough	inspiration	in	him	to	excuse	the	

lack	of	grammar’.	Robert	Browning?	‘I	had	been	led	to	
expect	mines	of	deep	and	helpful	philosophy,	but	find	
nothing	but	a	few	tame	moral	platitudes.’	Jane	Austen?	
‘....	Bores,	irritates	and	depresses	me	beyond	words.’	
Dostoyevsky’s	Crime and Punishment?	‘I	wonder	why	
anyone	thinks	it	is	a	good	book.’	Joseph	Conrad?	‘It	
gives	me	a	sick	headache	even	to	write	his	name.’	The	
stage?	‘I’d	rather	have	you	a	papist	than	an	actress.’
Is	 Raymond	Asquith	 expressing	 convictions	 or	

striking	 attitudes?	As	 to	 friends,	 the	 chosen	 few	–	
Aubrey	Herbert,	 John	Buchan,	Winston	Churchill	–	
might	earn	a	measure	of	affection;	in	general,	however,	
he	experienced	no	difficulty	in	recognising	a	bore,	and	
in	setting	his	boundaries	accordingly.	‘This	wretched	
interminable	 business	 of	 eating,	 drinking,	 smoking,	
playing,	 talking	 and	 associating	with	 other	 people	
really	isn’t	worth	it,’	he	had	decided	by	the	age	of	22.	
Perhaps	 the	 origin	 of	 Raymond	 Asquith’s	

disenchantment	 is	 attributable	 to	 the	 death	 of	 his	
mother	in	1891,	when	he	was	only	12.	Eight	years	later	
he	wrote	about	her	to	a	friend	who	had	been	similarly	
bereaved:	 ‘She	was	 and	 is	 still	 the	 only	 person	 for	
whom	I	have	ever	felt	what	I	would	not	be	ashamed	to	
call	love;	and	it	seemed	to	me	at	the	time	[of	her	death]	
that	life,	if	she	were	not	part	of	it,	would	not	be	worth	
living.’	And	yet,	he	quickly	adds,	‘in	a	month	or	two	
things	began	to	be	very	much	as	they	were.’
But	 were	 they?	As	 a	 schoolboy	 at	Winchester	

Raymond	Asquith	was	already	a	nihilist,	parading	his	
contempt	for	Christianity	and	his	decided	preference,	
in	 the	 face	of	 an	 indifferent	 and	pointless	universe,	
for	 the	 stoicism	 of	 the	 ancient	world.	 Both	 these	
attitudes	 remained	with	 him.	Surtout, pas de zèle.	
And	 so	Raymond	Asquith	 never	 discovered	 a	 sure	
aim	in	life.	At	the	Bar	he	was	successful	enough,	but	
never	enthusiastic.	‘Every	day	I	detest	my	profession	
more	and	more,	and	wish	more	 that	 I	were	 rich’	he	
wrote	in	1908.Two	years	earlier,	sunk	in	depression,	
he	had	declared	that	he	was	‘as	nearly	sincere	as	one	
ever	 is	 in	wishing	 to	 be	 quietly	 extinguished.	Life	
seems	an	 impossible	 thing	 to	deal	with	–	purposely	
made	unhandy	–	this	wretched	round	of	desiring	and	
not	desiring,	attaining	and	not	attaining,	endless	and	
fruitless	as	the	sea	–	and	death	is	very	likely	worse.’	
Such	 a	 tendency	 of	mind	was	 not	 to	 be	 alleviated	
by	adoption	as	the	prospective	Liberal	candidate	for	
Derby.
A	warmer	and	more	sanguine	personality,	however,	

emerges	from	Raymond	Asquith’s	letters	to	Katharine	
Horner,	whom	he	married	 in	1907.	There	was	also,	
from	1913,	some	flirtatious	epistolary	dallying	with	
Lady	Diana	Manners	 (later	Duff	Cooper),	 although	
this	was	a	correspondence	that	seems	to	have	generated	
more	 desire	 than	 satisfaction.	Certainly	Katharine	
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Asquith,	in	her	widowhood,	would	claim	Diana	as	a	
staunch	friend.
By	July	1915	Raymond	Asquith	had	decided	that	the	

Grenadier	Guards	offered	‘the	best	(and	last)	chance	
one	is	likely	to	have	of	being	killed	on	a	fairly	warm	
day’.	‘Death,’	he	wrote	to	Diana	Manners	in	January	
1916,	‘is	the	only	solution	of	the	problem	of	life	which	
has	not	so	far	been	definitively	proved	to	be	the	wrong	
one	–	and	to	be	killed	in	action	would	gracefully	set	at	
rest	many	urgent	and	recurring	anxieties.	It	has	seemed	
to	me	of	late	that	my	only	point	was	being	a	potential	
corpse.’	Curiously,	amidst	the	peril	of	war	there	was	
an	 almost	 total	 absence	of	 communication	between	
Raymond	Asquith	and	his	father,	step-mother,	brothers	
and	sister.	He	now	had	his	own	family:	two	daughters	
and	a	son,	‘Trim’,	born	in	April	1916.	He	would	rather,	
he	observed	before	the	boy’s	birth,	that	the	child	were	
strong	and	beautiful	than	clever.
From	the	Front	Raymond	Asquith	wrote	to	his	wife	

and	Lady	Diana	with	mordant	wit	and	a	total	absence	of	
self-pity.	Only	once,	in	a	letter	to	Diana	Manners	dated	
23	June	1916,	does	he	completely	throw	off	the	mask.	
Then	he	writes	of	‘the	most	unholy	and	abominable	
place	I	have	ever	seen	....	craters	swimming	in	blood	
and	 dirt,	 rotting	 and	 smelling	 bodies....limbs	 and	
bowels	nestling	in	the	hedges,	and	over	all	the	most	
shockingly	supernatural	scent	of	death	and	corruption	
that	ever	breathed	o’er	Eden.	The	place	simply	stank	of	
sin.	....	The	only	dug-out	turned	out	to	be	a	‘dirt	trap’	
if	not	a	death	trap,	awash	with	sewage,	stale	eyeballs	
and	other	debris.’	
In	general,	though,	Raymond	Asquith	reacts	to	the	

slaughter	of	friends	and	the	incompetence	of	command	
with	cool	and	studied	detachment.	Amidst	the	horrors	
of	the	trenches	he	determined	to	retain	both	a	sense	
of	humour	and	at	least	the	memory	of	civilisation.	So	
his	letters	from	France	are	a	curious	hotchpotch	of	the	
infernal,	the	ridiculous	and	the	domestic.	The	regiment,	
he	writes,	was	to	have	a	visit	from	‘the	Kaiser’s	cousin’.	
It	was	odd	that	the	generals	persisted	in	sending	out	
raiding	parties	which	were	in	far	more	danger	than	the	
enemy	they	were	attacking.	It	was	pleasantly	surprising	
to	discover	how	astonishingly	good	were	the	Odes of 
Horace.	As	to	our	French	allies,	they	took	themselves	
and	 the	war	 very	 seriously,	 though	 their	 phlegm	
contrasted	favourably	with	the	hysteria	of	the	English.
He	would	 rather	 beat	 Lord	Harmsworth	 and	 his	

odious	 newspapers	 than	 the	Germans.	 It	was	 bad	
news	about	their	daughter	Helen	being	musical.	The	
stench	of	 dead	Scotchmen	 and	unburied	Canadians	
was	ghastly.	The	rats,	having	feasted	on	corpses,	ran	
about	one’s	face	making	obscene	noises	and	gestures.	
There	was	a	gas	attack	too,	which	was	boring.	Really	
there	were	patches	in	the	war	that	were	a	greater	test	

than	talking	to	Lady	Queensberry	at	dinner.
So	 Raymond	Asquith’s	 superciliousness	 and	

detachment,	not	always	appealing	in	the	brilliant	and	
privileged	 child	 of	 fortune,	 assumed	magnificence	
amidst	the	ghastliness	of	war.	And	however	he	might	
mock	 the	dull	 soldiery	 to	 entertain	Diana	Manners,	
his	men	loved	him.	‘There	is	not	one	of	us,’	wrote	a	
member	 of	 his	 platoon	 after	 his	 death,	 ‘who	would	
not	have	changed	places	with	him	if	we	had	thought	
that	he	would	have	lived,	for	he	was	one	of	the	finest	
men	who	ever	wore	the	King’s	uniform,	and	he	did	not	
know	what	fear	was.’
He	did	know,	however,	that	the	attack	of	September	

16,	1916	promised	extinction.	And	so,	at	the	end	of	his	
last	letter	to	his	wife:	‘Remember	me	to	Trim’.

ChEap	JustiCE	is	no	
JustiCE

Jan	daviEs

The Secret Barrister: Stories of the Law and How 
It’s Broken by	‘the	secret	barrister’,	Macmillan,	2018,	
£16.99.

‘Go	outside	with	the	solicitor	and	she	will	give	you	
some	legal	advice,’	barked	the	stipendiary	magistrate.
It	was	some	time	in	1984.	The	Crown	Prosecution	

Service	 (CPS)	 had	 not	 yet	 been	 created	 and	police	
officers	 prosecuted	 their	 own	 cases.	A	CPO	 (Court	
Presentation	Officer)	would	turn	up	with	a	pile	of	small	
files	for	the	more	insignificant	cases,	but	often	there	
would	be	the	investigating	officer	in	person	anxious	to	
make	sure	that	his	case	went	through	court	smoothly.	
There	was	no	‘advance	disclosure’	of	the	prosecution	
case.	The	 defence	 solicitor	would	 have	 the	 charge	
sheet	and	possibly	some	information	about	what	the	
client	 had	 said	 in	 the	police	 station,	 but	 no	witness	
statements	or	detailed	statement	of	facts.	If	the	situation	
was	confusing,	I	would	often	suggest	to	the	client	that	
he	ask	for	trial	at	the	crown	court	so	that	I	would	then	
be	given	copies	of	statements	for	the	hearing	known	
as	‘committal’,	and	then	at	the	committal	stage	if	the	
police	evidence	was	sound,	would	gracefully	ask	for	
the	case	to	be	dealt	with	in	the	magistrates’	court	after	
all	and	encourage	him	to	plead	guilty.	You	were	not	
supposed	to	be	able	to	do	this,	but	I	did	it	frequently	
and	it	saved	many	a	fatuous	trial.	I	am	convinced	that	
defendants	 often	 fool	 themselves	 that	 they	 are	 not	
guilty	before	they	start	lying	to	their	solicitors.	Without	
a	sight	of	the	evidence	it	is	sometimes	very	difficult	to	
explain	the	Facts	of	Life	in	a	case.	On	this	particular	
occasion	I	went	into	the	gaoler’s	office	with	the	officer.	
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‘What	does	he	mean	–	get	some	legal	advice?’	he	
said,	very	puzzled.
‘He	means	show	her	what’s	in	your	file,’	explained	

one	of	his	colleagues.
Much	court	time	was	then	saved.	I	told	my	client	the	

strength	of	 the	evidence	against	him	and	he	meekly	
entered	a	guilty	plea.	
‘The	Secret	Barrister’	 is	young	to	recall	 the	 times	

before	the	creation	of	 the	CPS	but	concentrating	on	
how	the	criminal	justice	system	is	crumbling	without	
too	many	references	to	the	past	shows	how	the	decline	
is	obvious	even	to	those	who	have	not	lived	through	
better	 times.	This	 is	an	excellent	book,	 readable	for	
those	who	 are	 unfamiliar	with	 the	workings	 of	 our	
criminal	courts	and	with	helpful	 footnotes	for	 those	
who	want	more	 detailed	 information.	He	 describes	
the	 chaos	 in	 the	magistrates’	 courts	 very	well,	 the	
relentless	 emphasis	 on	 speed,	with	 both	 courts	 and	
the	CPS	 far	more	 concerned	with	 the	 statistics	 for	
timely	through-puts	than	with	justice.	Some	time	ago	
a	defendant	I	was	representing	had	the	sentence	in	her	
case	deferred	to	a	 later	date	 to	give	her	a	chance	to	
join	a	drugs	programme	so	she	could	co-operate	with	
the	court.	The	court	clerk	(they	call	themselves	legal	
advisers	these	days)	complained	that	this	would	‘muck	
up	the	figures’.	
The	Criminal	 Procedure	Rules,	which	 prescribe	

almost	 every	 detail	 of	 how	 a	 case	 should	 proceed,	
are	 supposed	 to	 have	 the	 ‘overriding	 objective’	 of	
acquitting	 the	 innocent	 and	convicting	 the	guilty.	 It	
is,	as	the	author	points	out,	not	true:	the	objective	is	
just	to	ram	cases	through	quickly.	The	PTP	hearings	
in	the	crown	court	(Pre-Trial	Preparation)	are	in	fact	
more	Pressure	 to	Plead	hearings.	When	a	defendant	
pleads	not	guilty	in	the	magistrates	court,	court	clerks	
and	district	judges	have	sometimes	no	qualms	about	
cross-examining	 the	defendant	over	 the	head	of	his	
solicitor	about	why	he	is	pleading	not	guilty,	in	what	
is	an	attempt	at	bullying.	
In	 the	 crown	 court	 the	 defendant	must	 submit	 a	

Defence	Statement,	and	the	court	expects	more	than	
just	an	outline	of	his	defence:	it	demands	details,	and	
if	a	detail	is	not	mentioned	but	raised	on	his	behalf	at	
trial	 he	 can	be	 cross-examined	 about	 the	 omission,	
even	though	it	should	be	obvious	that	 the	statement	
has	been	drafted	by	his	solicitor	in	language	he	may	
well	not	understand.	In	the	magistrates	court	details	are	
demanded	on	pre-trial	forms.	One	court	clerk	recently	
complained	about	my	completion	of	a	form	and	said	
that	‘a	witness	should	never	be	taken	by	surprise’.	It	
used	to	be	a	serious	matter	if	the	police	put	a	witness	
on	notice	of	what	he	was	going	to	be	asked.	Now	no	
one	seems	to	find	it	shocking	that	once	a	defendant	
has	 given	 an	 account	 in	 the	police	 station	 a	 further	

statement	is	taken	from	a	complainant	refuting	it.
I	 have	 never	 been	 convinced	 that	 setting	 up	 the	

bureaucratic	monster	 that	 the	CPS	has	become	was	
desirable	or	necessary.	The	police	made	a	reasonable	
job	of	prosecuting	 the	 less	 serious	cases	and	 I	only	
once	encountered	an	unhinged	police	officer.	The	CPS	
cannot	compel	the	police	to	do	anything	so	it	is	like	a	
cat	with	no	claws.	And	whereas	an	individual	officer	
responsible	for	a	case	going	into	the	witness	box	in	
a	magistrates	court	could	be	asked	directly	about	his	
objections	to	bail	or	why	no	papers	in	a	case	have	been	
provided	and	made	to	feel	responsible	for	any	lack	of	
information,	it	is	only	too	easy	for	the	CPS	to	blame	
the	 police	when	 something	 goes	wrong.	The	CPS	
prosecutor	cannot	go	into	a	police	station	and	conduct	a	
raid	to	obtain	a	file.	The	only	sanction	is	to	discontinue	
a	case.	The	whole	exercise	can	only	too	easily	become	
a	game	of	Chinese	whispers,	and	the	recent	failures	of	
disclosure	in	rape	cases	should	not	surprise	anyone.	
There	was	a	brief	period	around	2006	when	senior	

prosecutors	went	into	police	stations	and	spent	a	day	
giving	 charging	 advice.	This	 practice	 provided	 an	
opportunity	for	individual	officers	to	start	working	on	
a	case	with	a	clear	idea	of	what	was	necessary.	I	was	
sometimes	shocked	that	junior	officers	seemed	to	have	
so	little	advice	and	support	from	their	inspectors,	but	the	
police,	like	the	CPS,	are	under	pressure	to	cut	corners.	
The	CPS,	as	this	book	points	out,	was	underfunded	at	
the	start	and	has	lost	a	third	of	its	work	force.	Senior	
prosecutors	 are	 encouraged	 to	 take	 early	 retirement	
and	take	their	talents	and	experience	elsewhere.	The	
face-to-face	charging	advice	sessions	were	abolished	
–	too	costly,	and	the	benefits	not	sufficiently	obvious	
to	 those	 concerned	 about	 statistics	 –	 and	now	CPS	
advice	is	all	done	by	faxes.	There	is	no	substitute	for	
being	able	to	talk	to	an	officer	and	ask	‘You	have	met	
these	witnesses.	I	haven’t.	What	would	a	trial	be	like?’	
Now	it	is	all	about	ticking	boxes.
However	the	author	fails	to	appreciate	the	role	of	lay	

justices	in	the	magistrates	courts.	He	bemoans	the	lack	
of	training,	but	sometimes	there	is	too	much	training.	
The	sessions	about	domestic	violence	come	perilously	
close	to	telling	magistrates	what	to	think.	Magistrates	
should	bring	the	standards	of	ordinary	people	to	the	
bench	 and	 should	 resist	 the	 temptation	 to	 convict	
someone	guilty	of	no	more	than	a	push.	Where	what	
happened	was	 only	 technically	 an	 assault	 or	where	
someone	charged	with	harassment	is	guilty	of	nothing	
more	serious	than	trying	to	persuade	an	errant	spouse	to	
return	home	for	the	sake	of	the	children	they	should	be	
able	to	decide	‘never	mind	the	law	–	we	don’t	think	that	
what	happened	here	was	criminal’.	Similarly,	public	
order	offences,	in	which	someone	has	allegedly	caused	
harassment,	alarm	or	distress,	which	amount	to	nothing	
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more	serious	than	bad	manners	should	be	thrown	out	
of	court	without	a	penalty.	But	they	are	discouraged	
by	their	clerks,	no	longer	independent	unfortunately,	
from	exercising	their	independence.
In	 the	crown	court	 sentencing	has	become	almost	

like	 painting	 by	 numbers,	with	 rigid	 adherence	 to	
guidelines.	One	judge	said	to	me	‘I’ve	got	no	option’	
before	 sentencing	 an	 elderly	 person	with	mobility	
problems	 to	a	prison	 term	for	viewing	pornography	
He	did	have	an	option:	he	could	have	gone	outside	
the	 guidelines	 and	 saved	 the	 taxpayer	 a	 good	 deal	
of	money,	but	 judges	starting	out	 in	 their	career	are	
reluctant	to	kick	over	the	traces.	Nowadays	the	factors	
that	 can	 be	 taken	 into	 account	 on	 sentencing	 are	
prescribed	by	the	Sentencing	Council.	The	aim	is	not	
finding	the	right	sentence	for	a	particular	 individual	
but	consistency.	I	would	have	hoped	for	some	critique	
of	the	sentencing	practice	in	this	otherwise	interesting	
book,	but	the	author	seems	to	want	consistency	and	
predictability.
Many	years	ago	a	 judge	at	Reading	Crown	Court	

(now	alas,	deceased)	was	sentencing	one	of	my	clients,	
a	persistent	burglar.	‘You	are	too	old	and	too	fat	to	go	
on	climbing	in	and	out	of	windows.	I	shall	give	you	
just	six	months,	and	I	don’t	expect	to	see	you	again.’
‘The	 judge	was	 laughing	 at	me,’	 the	 defendant	

complained	when	I	visited	him	in	the	cells.	He	was	
not	at	all	pleased	at	being	given	a	ridiculously	light	
sentence.
As	far	as	I	know	he	never	went	burgling	again!

druGs	and	ivory
CElia	haddon

The Extinction Market. Wildlife Trafficking and 
How to Counter It,	Vanda	 Felbab-Brown,	Hurst,	
2017,	£20.

In	the	USA	about	64,000	people	died	from	overdosing	
on	Fentanyl,	an	opiate	drug	new	on	the	streets.	Banning	
illegal	 drugs	 just	 isn’t	working.	 In	Vietnam	60,000	
pangolins,	 scaly	 anteaters,	were	 taken	 from	 the	wild	
and	killed	for	their	body	parts.	The	human	dead	killed	
by	 Fentanyl	 are	 easily	 replaced;	 pangolins	 are	 not.	
Elephants,	 pangolins,	 rhinos,	 parrots	 and	 tigers	 are	
part	of	a	great	extinction,	 the	equivalent	of	 the	great	
extinction	 of	 the	 dinosaurs	 65	million	 years	 ago.	
Banning	poaching	just	isn’t	working	either.
As	the	rare	animals	get	rarer,	the	price	per	unit	gets	

higher	and	higher.	Therefore,	those	in	the	rare	animal	
trade	–	who	organise	the	sales	end	to	the	rich	right	down	

to	the	poor	poachers	themselves	–	are	paid	just	as	much	
to	trade	in	a	fewer	bodies,	as	to	trade	in	many.	The	more	
expensive	 ivory,	 the	more	 the	 new	 rich	want	 it.	The	
demand	 is	 always	 there.	 In	 the	 illegal	 drugs	market,	
the	demand	 is	also	always	 there.	 I	have	been	 to	 two	
funerals	lately	which	were	both	proof	that	addicts	show	
a	complete	disregard	for	the	dangers	of	street	drugs.
Currently	the	fashionable	idea	is	to	make	both	trades	

legal.	 Legalise	 drugs	 and	 the	 crime	 associated	with	
drug	 taking	will	disappear.	Crime	statistics	will	drop	
(that	much	is	true	since	the	trade	will	no	longer	be	a	
crime)	and	street	addicts	will	be	transformed	into	middle	
class	users	who	sit	around	smoking	weed	in	a	civilised	
manner.	Change	poaching	into	legal	managed	hunting	
and	the	animal	stocks	will	be	maintained	for	the	rich	
hunters.	 Local	 people	will	 protect	 ‘their’	 elephants	
and	rhinos	just	like	foxhunters	used	to	encourage	fox	
numbers	on	their	estates.
It	sounds	so	plausible	but	Vanda	Felbab-Brown,	in	an	

interesting	comparison	between	the	rare	animal	market	
and	the	illegal	drugs	market,	shows	legalisation	isn’t	a	
quick	fix.	Legalise	street	drugs	and	more	people	will	
take	drugs,	more	deaths	will	result,	and	the	smugglers	
will	still	be	in	business,	undercutting	the	legal	prices	
and	 passing	 off	 their	 smuggled	 drugs	 as	 legal	 ones.	
The	same	thing	will	happen	with	rhino	horn	or	elephant	
tusks.	Illegal	animal	parts	will	be	passed	off	as	 legal	
ones.	Registering	every	legal	tusk	or	horn	and	testing	
the	DNA	of	illegal	ones	really	isn’t	practical.
The	 other	 quick	 ‘solution’	 put	 forward	 is	 to	make	

ecotourism	more	 profitable	 than	 poaching.	 The	
problem	is	that	for	many	people	it	isn’t	and	cannot	be.	
Ecotourism	is	seasonal,	likely	to	fall	rapidly	if	African	
countries	suffer	from	wars	or	terrorism,	and	tainted	by	
‘colonialism’.	Bus	loads	of	tourists	spend	their	money	
within	game	parks,	largely	run	by	white	people	from	
which	a	few	local	African	people	get	cleaning	jobs.	Or	
rich	white	hunters	spend	a	couple	of	weeks	‘hunting’	in	
the	game	park,	while	even	fewer	Africans	act	as	guides	
for	 these	 fat	guys	with	guns.	Trophy	hunters	 include	
the	current	Presidents’	two	sons,	Donald	Jnr	and	Eric	
Trump,	and	the	King	of	Spain.	Add	to	this	the	pervading	
corruption	of	almost	every	country	in	which	large	rare	
animals	 live,	 and	 the	 case	 looks	 hopeless.	Bans	 are	
not	 enforced.	 Park	 rangers,	 paid	 to	 protect	 animals,	
turn	poachers	on	the	sly.	Police	are	bribed	to	look	the	
other	way.	Custom	regulations	are	flaunted.	And,	above	
all,	government	politicians	are	deeply	involved	in	the	
trade.	Corruption	at	all	 levels	 is	similar	 in	the	illegal	
drugs	 trade	 in	 countries	without	 corruption,	 lack	 of	
enforcement	takes	its	place.
Finally,	 there	 is	 ‘Community	 based	 resource	

management,’	 a	 long	way	of	 saying	 that	 you	 should	
hand	over	the	game	parks	to	local	people.	This	seems	
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an	attractive	option	until	one	remembers	that	most	game	
parks	were	usually	formed	by	evicting	the	locals	without	
compensation.	But	local	people	might	prefer	to	use	the	
game	park	lands	to	graze	their	cattle	rather	than	conserve	
large	and	sometimes	dangerous	mammals.	This	is	what	
happens	in	the	Northern	part	of	Kenya’s	Maasai	Mara	
National	Preserve.	Or	locals	might	graze	their	animals	
and poach	what	wildlife	remains.	The	idea	that	local	
people	will	 in	 some	way	be	 naturally	 attuned	 to	 the	
conservation	message	is	as	patronising	in	its	own	way	
as	the	assumption	that	they	will	all	be	elephant	killers.
Finally,	 there	 is	 demand	 reduction.	 Traditional	

Chinese	medicine,	now	finding	its	way	into	the	West,	
is	still	strong.	Viagra	is	indubitably	more	effective	for	
male	virility	than	tiger	penis,	yet	the	placebo	effect	of	
the	latter	still	makes	it	a	desirable	product.	Five	thousand	
farmed	tigers	are	kept	in	miserable	conditions	in	China	
to	supply	these	anxious	men	and	even	this	legal	supply	
has	not	satisfied	the	demand	for	poached	tigers’	private	
parts,	thought	to	be	more	effective	because	wild.
Likewise,	the	drug	trade.	Despite	the	visible	evidence	

of	 homeless	 addicts	 on	 the	 street,	 their	 involvement	
in	 petty	 crime,	 and	 the	 efforts	 at	 treating	 them,	 it	 is	
difficult	to	persuade	the	young	that	heavy	use	of	illegal	
drugs	 (and	 legal	 alcohol,	 for	 that	matter)	 is	 likely	 to	
harm	 their	mental	 and	physical	 health.	 School	 visits	
by	well-meaning	police	in	the	USA	have	shown	to	be	
useless	 in	 getting	 this	message	 through.	Changing	 a	
cultural	climate	is	not	easy,	whether	to	protect	wildlife	
or	would-be	drug	users.	The Extinction Trade	 is	 the	
first	book	I	have	read	which	lays	out	these	difficulties	
in	a	sober	and	realistic	way.	Bans	without	enforcement,	
the	 current	 situation	worldwide,	 are	 useless	 both	 in	
saving	wildlife	 or	 reducing	harm	 from	 illegal	 drugs.	
Vanda	 Felbab-Brown	makes	 the	 point	 that	wildlife	
trafficking	has	to	be	attacked	by	enforcing	laws,	giving	
the	local	population	conservation	incentives	in	the	place	
of	 poaching	 incentives,	 cracking	 down	 on	money-	
laundering	 and	widespread	 corruption	 and	 reducing	
the	demand	for	wildlife	products.	Preferably	all	these	
measures	at	once.
Can	we	win	the	war	against	drugs?	Can	we	protect	

large	mammals	like	rhinos	and	tigers	from	extinction?	
Probably	not,	 though	 in	 this	country	wildlife	has	 the	
support	 of	 the	 younger	Royals.	This	 sobering	 book,	
properly	 referenced,	 reminds	 us	 of	 the	 saying	 that	
‘to	every	complex	problem	there	 is	a	simple	answer.	
And	it	is	wrong.’	The Extinction Trade	should	be	read	
by	 anybody	 serious	 about	 conservation	 and	 those	
campaigners	against	the	abuse	of	drugs	will	find	it	of	
interest	too.	Vanda	Felbab-Brown	has	done	her	research	
thoroughly	and	written	an	important	book,	but	I	fear	she	
is	a	Cassandra	for	our	times.

diGnifiEd	in	dEath

anthony	daniEls

White King: Charles I, Traitor, Murderer, Martyr,	
Leanda	de	Lisle,	Chatto	&	Windus,	2017,	£20.00.

For	many	years	my	view	of	the	Civil	War	owed	more	to	
Sellar	and	Yeatman	than	to	any	other	writer,	including	
Christopher	Hill:	 that	 is	 to	 say,	 the	Cavaliers	were	
wrong	but	romantic	while	the	Roundheads	were	right	
but	repulsive.	
Most	of	us	who	are	not	professional	historians	have	

a	desire	for	summary	judgments	about	great	historical	
events.	They	serve	both	as	an	aide memoire	and	as	an	
assurance	 that	 life	has	an	easily-decipherable	moral	
meaning.	That	 is	why	we	want	 to	 know	whether	
Charles	I	was,	in	the	vocabulary	of	1066 and All That,	
a	Good	King	or	a	Bad	Thing.	The	same	goes	for	Oliver	
Cromwell,	of	course.	Was	he	a	Good	or	a	Bad	Thing?	
Leanda	de	Lisle	has	written	a	sympathetic	but	not	

hagiographic	account	of	Charles	I	that	is	commendably	
short;	 these	days,	biographies	 tend	to	be	difficult	or	
awkward	to	hold	above	you	as	you	lie	in	bed,	requiring	
weightlifting	skills	as	much	as	concentration	on	 the	
text.	It	leaves	one	with	a	liking	for	Charles	who	was	a	
better	man,	perhaps,	than	he	was	a	ruler.	As	Machiavelli	
tells	us,	likeability	is	not	necessarily	a	desirable	quality	
in	a	ruler;	and,	to	adapt	very	slightly	a	famous	dictum	
from	over	the	Atlantic,	a	ruler	can	be	liked	by	all	of	
the	people	some	of	the	time	and	some	of	the	people	
all	of	the	time,	but	not	all	of	the	people	all	of	the	time.	
Those	who	try	to	avoid	being	disliked	will	end	up	being	
hated:	witness	our	own	Mr	Blair.	
A	leader	must	choose	his	enemies	carefully,	and	must	

know	when	to	strike	them	and	when	to	conciliate	them.	
Charles’s	great	weakness	was	in	misjudging	the	time	
to	be	flexible	and	the	time	to	be	firm.	He	lacked	the	
necessary	ruthlessness,	let	alone	the	bloodthirstiness,	
that	might	have	preserved	him	on	the	throne.	There	are	
surely	far	worse	qualities	than	these.	
Leanda	 de	Lisle	 paints	 him,	 convincingly,	 as	 an	

intelligent,	 civilised,	 and	 decent	man	who	 had	 the	
misfortune	to	be	thrust	into	turbulent	times.	Perhaps	
only	a	deeply	unprincipled	man,	or	maybe	a	man	of	
narrow	 and	 fanatical	 principle,	 could	 successfully	
have	negotiated	all	 the	cross-currents	of	 the	Europe	
of	his	era.	Though	personally	not	lacking	in	physical	
courage,	very	far	from	it,	Charles	preferred	the	arts	of	
peace	to	those	of	war.	He	was	deeply	marked	by	his	
consent	to	Strafford’s	execution	after	a	vile	mockery	
of	due	process,	though	in	fact	he	was	left	with	little	
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choice;	and	while	his	resolve	thereafter	to	stick	to	his	
principles	might	 have	 been	 at	 times	 unwise,	 it	was	
certainly	not	contemptible.	
It	is	one	of	the	strengths	of	this	book	that	it	does	not	

judge	Charles	entirely	by	today’s	standards.	Although	
officially	we	claim	to	be	multicultural,	we	tend	to	be	
at	 least	as	provincial	 in	our	moral	 judgments	as	 the	
Puritans	 of	Charles’s	 time.	 In	 an	 excellent	 passage	
near	the	end	of	the	book,	de	Lisle	tells	us	that	Charles	
wanted:

 … to reform and shape a socially deferential, 
hierarchical society that was appropriate to divine-
right monarchy and sacramental kingship.

This	is	very	alien	to	our	modern	sensibility	and	ideals,	
suggesting	to	us	as	it	does	‘a	slavish	fawning	to	snobs	
and	an	unearned	and	unjustified	end	of	superiority.’	The	
author	does	not	leave	it	there.	She	continues:

There is, however, another perspective [to our 
supposed meritocracy]. A meritocracy… suggests 
that those who are not necessarily successful have 
less merit than those who excel; and those who have 
success owe nothing to luck, but only to their own 
efforts and brilliance. Ours is a self-congratulatory 
system that also fosters a sense of entitlement. 

It	does	the	latter	by	destroying	any	sense	of	moral	
obligation	on	the	part	of	the	strong	to	look	after	the	
weak,	whose	only	defence	against	utter	neglect	then	
becomes	entitlement.	Nor	does	meritocracy	eliminate	
hierarchy	 and	 fawning:	 they	merely	 attach	 to	 a	
different	and	not	necessarily	better	social	stratum	and	
set	of	qualities,	celebrities	and	celebrity	for	example.	
Charles’s	ideals	were	not	ours,	perhaps,	but	they	were	
not	therefore	ignoble.
In	her	conclusion	also,	the	author	says:

His [Charles’s] failure to punish London for the 
lynching of Buckingham’s astrologer Lambe in 
1628 had only encouraged further violence, since 
[according to one writer of the time] it demonstrated 
‘that the king had rather patience enough to bear 
such indignities and the resolution to revenge them.’ 

One	cannot	help	but	reflect	whether	Carolingian-type	
irresolution	is	not	the	key	to	our	current	travails,	social	
and	political.	
The	author’s	Charles	has	many	attractive	qualities,	

not	 least	 of	 them	his	genuine	 love	 for	his	wife	 and	
children.	He	was	not	perfectly	tolerant	in	the	religious	
sphere,	 but	 for	most	 people	 of	 his	 time	 freedom	of	
religion	meant	freedom	to	practise	their	own	religion,	
not	 the	 freedom	of	others	 to	practice	 theirs,	 and	he	
was	certainly	not	more	bigoted	in	this	respect	than	his	
opponents.	His	determination	first	to	preserve	and	then	
to	hand	on	the	episcopal	church	that	he	had	inherited	
from	his	father	partook	of	filial	piety,	another	attractive	

quality,	 though	 one	 not	 very	 common	 or	 much	
appreciated	these	days;	and	his	refusal	to	compromise	
on	 bishops	 and	 the	 liturgy	 even	 to	 save	 his	 throne	
was	principled	even	if	it	was	not	wise.	The	freedom	
in	whose	name	his	opponents	fought	turned	out,	as	is	
so	often	the	case,	not	to	be	any	the	more	extensive	or	
deeper	 than	 that	which	had	existed	before.	Most	of	
those	who	fight	for	freedom	end	up	fighting	for	power,	
if	they	do	not	actually	start	that	way.	
The	set	pieces	in	this	book	are	often	excellent.	The	

Battle	of	Edgehill	is	most	vividly	described,	and	the	
depiction	of	Charles’s	last	days	very	moving.	Indeed,	
nothing	became	Charles’s	 life	 like	 the	 leaving	of	 it.	
The	ars moriendi is	not	much	studied	these	days,	but	
Charles	mastered	it.	I	can	only	hope	that	I	meet	my	
own	end	–	not	by	execution,	I	 trust	–	with	as	much	
dignity	and	grace	as	this	excellent	book	describes	him	
as	having	had.		

thE	nEW	slavE	
tradE

pEnElopE	faWCEtt	
hulmE

HIRED Six Months Undercover in Low-Wage 
Britain,	 James	Bloodworth,	Atlantic-Books,	 2018,	
(£12.99)	and	e-Book.

‘In	the	‘gig’	economy,	whoever	controls	the	algorithm	
controls	what	 is	 inputted	 into	 it.’	Those	of	a	certain	
age,	 even	 if	 happily	 buying	 books	 on	Amazon	 and	
hailing	Uber	cabs,	might	not	be	quite	sure	what	that	
sentence	means.	In	his	book,	Hired,	James	Bloodworth,	
explains	it	very	well	in	a	way	which	many	of	the	older	
generation	will	be	glad	that	they	are	no	longer	working.	
In	the	tradition	of	George	Orwell,	Bloodworth	lived	

the	life	of	those	he	was	investigating,	embedded	for	
six	months	 as	 a	 zero	hours	worker	 in	 the	 new	 ‘gig	
economy’.	‘Gig’	by	the	way	refers	to	something	free	
and	easy,	a	rock	music	event	which	happens	almost	
spontaneously	bring	joy	and	release	to	its	participants.	
A	tragic	euphemism,	one	of	many,	for	what	Bloodworth	
experienced;	‘piece-rate,’	and	soul-destroying	would	
be	more	accurate.	
He	tells	us	all	we	need	to	know	about	work	among,	

‘that	now	permanent	class	of	people	who	live	a	fearful	
and	tumultuous	existence	characterised	by	an	almost	
total	subservience	to	the	whims	of	their	employers.’	
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bidder’.	He	describes	an	almost	impossible	job	where	
workers	get	to	bed	at	1am	and	have	to	start	again	at	
6am,	running	continually	against	the	clock,	trying	to	
provide	essential	physical	care	in	less	than	ten	minutes.	
Sometimes	they	are	the	only	people	their	clients	see	
all	day.	Drugs	are	given	out	incorrectly	or	not	at	all,	
and	 people	 left	without	 food.	He	 notes	 that	 some	
migrant	workers	can’t	read	enough	English	to	follow	
the	instructions	on	how	to	cook	the	meals.
In	sad	old	Blackpool	he	met	people	with	shocking	

stories	 to	 tell.	 Homelessness	 there	 is	worse	 than	
London,	with	about	2,500	households	a	year	at	 risk	
of	losing	their	accommodation	and	seeking	help	from	
the	 council.	At	Blackpool’s	 ‘20p	hotel’	 a	 toilet	 and	
basin	in	the	library,	he	met	Gary,	a	middle-aged	former	
decorator	who	was	 homeless.	After	 a	 diagnosis	 of	
cancer	he	had	attempted	suicide	and	been	in	hospital	
for	nearly	a	year.	In	that	time,	he	had	lost	his	home	
and	his	marriage.	
Although	 he	 was	 living	 rough	 he	 had	 regular	

chemotherapy	collecting	medicine	from	the	chemist	
twice	a	day.	He	needed	to	take	that	with	tea	or	coffee,	
which	 he	 had	 to	 beg	 from	 strangers.	As	 he	 had	 no	
children	in	his	care	and	was	over	sixteen	he	was	not	
a	priority	for	accommodation.	When	Bloodworth	met	
him,	he	was	penniless,	waiting	for	his	first	dole	money	
to	come	through.	I	wish	the	writer	had	said	whether	
he	helped	him	out	or	not.	He	is	strangely	unengaged	
with	 the	people	he	writes	about,	not	describing	any	
of	the	old	people	he	looked	after,	or	the	colleagues	or	
passengers	he	acquired	as	an	Uber	driver.	Perhaps	that	
would	be	too	‘tabloid’	for	him.	He	edited	the	blog	Left	
Foot	Forward	from	2013	until	2016.	
His	 politics	 show	 in	 his	 detestation	 of	 landlords,	

‘rapacious	rentiers,’	contempt	for	the	middle-classes,	
who	he	 seems	 to	 think	have	never	 had	 to	work	 for	
anything,	as	if	social	mobility	has	never	existed,	and	
in	his	approval	of	open	borders	and	mass	migration.	
For	him	it’s	not	racist	for	the	British	working	class	to	
worry	about	migrants	taking	all	the	unskilled	work.	It’s	
somehow	a	good	thing	that	they	won’t	take	jobs	from	
employers	who	expect	 them	to	work	from	dawn	till	
dusk.	He	is	happy	about	migrants	taking	them	instead.	
He	 explores	 the	 poverty	 of	 foreign	 women	 at	

checkouts	and	 the	Romanians	packing	boxes	for	30	
hours	one	week	and	two	the	next	but	doesn’t	consider	
the	white	English	women	who	 can	 never	 get	 jobs	
on	 checkouts	 or	 any	 low	paid	 jobs	 even	 if	 they	do	
desperately	want	them.	The	‘gig’	economy	he	loathes	
surely	relies	on	open	borders	and	mass	migration,	but	
he	refuses	to	make	that	connection.	
His	last	chapter	reveals	the	technical	details	of	life	

as	an	Uber	driver.	He	considers	the	effects	of	fatigue	
and	rude,	sometimes	violent	passengers,	‘riders,’	but	

Nothing	like	attending	a	rock	concert	at	all,	he	starts	out	
as	a	modern	British	worker	in	Rugeley,	Staffordshire,	
working	for	Amazon.	He	joins	‘a	long,	undulating	line	
of	 exhausted	 looking	men	and	women	mostly	 from	
Eastern	Europe…	shuffling	through	security	scanners	
as	fast	as	the	three	guards	could	process	them.’	
He	was	recruited	through	the	agency	Transline,	where	

he	found	a	‘relish	for	lording	it	over	subordinates’.	Life	
with	Amazon	was	 close	 to	 forced	 labour.	While	 he	
was	walking	the	miles	of	corridors	in	their	Rugeley	
warehouse,	 the	 former	member	 of	 the	Trotskyist	
group	Alliance	 for	Workers’	Liberty	 couldn’t	 help	
noticing	the	similarity	between	today’s	gig	economy	
and	 yesterday’s	 Soviet	 paradise.	All	 around	were	
admonishments	 ‘to	workers	 to	 feel	 joyful	 at	 the	
prospect	of	 struggle’.	Socialist	 realism	had	mutated	
into	 corporate	 uplift.	 In	 a	 Staffordshire	warehouse	
the	size	of	10	football	pitches,	feelgood	slogans	were	
plastered	next	 to	pictures	of	beaming	workers.	 ‘We	
love	coming	to	work	and	miss	it	when	we	are	not	here!’	
they	announced.’
In	Swansea	he	had	no	difficulty	in	getting	a	job	with	

Admiral	car	insurance.	He	had	to	persuade	disaffected	
customers	 to	 stick	with	Admiral,	working	 from	one	
of	the	UK’s	5,000	call	centres,	alongside	many	other	
graduates,	unable	to	get	anything	better	in	our	low	skill	
economy.	He	was	sitting	down,	from	8am	until	mind	
and	bum-numbing	5pm	with	one	hour	for	lunch	and	
two	fifteen-minute	breaks,	at	one	among	hundreds	of	
lightly	partitioned	desks,	many	decorated	with	‘thought	
terminating’	messages,	such	as,	‘Dream	it,	live	it,	love	
it,’	and	‘Love	is	All	you	Need.’	
Employees	had	to	join	in	‘company	ordained	horse-

play’	and	communal	singing,	but	he	believed	it	when	
a	trainer	told	him,	‘a	very	Big	Brother	eye	is	watching	
you	at	all	times.’
All	the	contracts	he	worked	on,	for	Amazon,	Admiral,	

as	 a	 care-assistant	 in	Blackpool,	 and	with	Uber	 in	
London,	were	 zero-hours	 or	 non-existent	 contracts.	
Under	 the	stress	of	meeting	unrealistic	 targets,	with	
no	financial	security,	sometimes	not	paid	for	weeks,	he	
found	‘any	vitality	new	employees	might	possess	falls	
away	from	them	like	an	old	coat.’	He	vividly	describes	
the	structure	of	modern	poverty,	accurately	locating	it,	
not	among	the	allegedly	workshy,	but	in	the	lives	of	
many	ordinary,	desperate	people.	
In	Blackpool	he	found	getting	a	job	as	a	care-worker,	

recruited	by	‘Carewatch	UK,’	‘extraordinarily	easy.’	
They	employ	3,500	people	but	were	always	desperate	
for	staff	as	the	turn-over	is	so	rapid,	nearly	26	per	cent	
leave	the	sector	every	year.	
As	 the	 state	withdraws	 from	offering	 support,	 he	

says	 ‘carers’	 are	 ‘treated	 like	 dirt	 –	 or	 as	 glorified	
cleaners,’	and	old	people	are	sold	off	 to	‘the	 lowest	
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doesn’t	mention	the	scandal	of	Uber	drivers	attacking	
their	women	passengers.	
As	he	was	writing	 in	 2016,	 there	were	 thirty-two	

reported	rapes	and	sex	attacks,	one	assault	every	eleven	
days.	Uber’s	male,	migrant	drivers	accounted	for	a	fifth	
of	all	claims	of	sex	attacks	against	car-hire	firms.	He	
sticks	instead	to	their	valiant	struggle	for	the	minimum	
wage	and	holiday	pay,	backed	by	the	GMB	Union.	
He	is	no	stylist.	As	 in	all	his	 jobs	he	 lacked	good	

managers,	 and	 as	 a	writer	 he	 lacked	 an	 editor.	He	
loads	 the	 page	with	 excessive,	 often	 cumbersome	
similes,	 and	 solecisms,	 ‘assorted	miscellanea,’	 uses	
‘disinterest,’	 when	 he	means	 uninterest.	Amazon	
workers	 have,	 ‘suppurating’	 feet	which	 is	 unlikely.	
But	the	book	is	certainly	worth	reading;	a	description	
of	our	return	to	early	19th	century	working	conditions,	
a	horror	story,	but	sadly	there	are	no	solutions	offered.	

rEfusinG	to	Eat	
thE	doG

martin	dEWhirst

The Long Hangover: Putin’s New Russia and the 
Ghosts of the Past,	Shaun	Walker,	Oxford	University	
Press,	2018,	£20.00.

The	widespread	cure	for	a	hangover	in	Russia	(there	
is	a	special	verb	for	it)	is	very	similar	to	our	‘hair	of	
the	dog’	technique,	and	it,	too,	is	not	always	a	great	
success.	Curiously,	there	is	also	a	Russian	expression,	
‘to	 eat	 a	 dog’,	meaning	 ‘to	 know	 something	 inside	
out’.	One	might	query	whether	many	Soviet	people	
were	not	so	much	drunk	as	drugged	by	the	incessant	
‘progressive’	materialist	 propaganda	 to	which	 they	
were	subjected.	If	so,	it	isn’t	surprising	that	many	of	
them	declined	the	cold	turkey	treatment	and	tried	to	
compromise	by	becoming	not	so	much	‘post-Soviet’	as	
‘neo-Soviet’.	This	might	explain	–	a	point	not	made	by	
Walker	–	the	impressive	number	of	recent	‘remakes’	of,	
as	well	as	sequels	to,	Soviet	films,	showing	both	social	
and	political	continuity	as	well	as	change.	Indeed,	as	
so	often	in	Russian	history	(and	Walker	took	history	
at	Oxford),	there	often	seems	to	be	more	of	the	former	
than	the	latter.
Be	that	as	it	may,	the	hangover	has	already	lasted	for	

almost	thirty	years	and	has	produced	an	atmosphere	
that	 some	 people	 find	 even	more	 nauseating	 and	
hypocritical	 than	 that	which	 prevailed	 during	 the	
74-year-long	tragic	intoxication	resulting	from	what	

many	now	realise	was	a	failed	ideological	and	political	
system.	As	 the	 author	 of	 this	 nearly	 always	 very	
well-written	book	explains,	the	‘foundation	myth’	in	
post-communist	Russia	 is	 its	glorious	victory	 in	 the	
1941-1945	‘Great	Fatherland	War’	–	not	in	the	1939-
1945	Second	World	War,	of	course,	because	for	nearly	
two	years	the	USSR	was	a	close	and	aggressive	ally	
of	Nazi	Germany.	Whereas	post-war	West	Germany	
admitted	 and	 tried	 actively	 to	 atone	 for	 its	 recent	
criminal	 past,	 notably	 for	 the	Holocaust,	 the	 post-
communist	Russian	Federation	(it	isn’t	a	federation	any	
more	than	the	sovety	(councils)	in	the	misnamed	Soviet	
Union	ran	that	country)	missed	the	chance	to	base	its	
legitimacy	on	 the	 acknowledgement	 of	 its	 decades-
long	domestic	crimes	against	humanity	(notably	 the	
Gulag),	and	appointed	as	its	first	President	a	former	
full-time,	high-ranking	Communist	Party	official	and,	
as	its	second	President,	an	unrepentant,	middle-ranking	
Soviet	 secret	 police	 officer.	The	 differences	 today	
between	the	main	loser	and	the	main	victor	in	WWII	
are	telling.	Winning	the	war	does	not	mean	you	will	
win	the	peace.
There	is	a	great	reluctance	to	admit	in	Russia	that,	

like	Hitler,	Lenin	and	Stalin	were	historical	losers – this	
is	perhaps	the	main,	but	widely	disregarded,	lesson	of	
the	collapse	of	the	USSR	in	1991.	Does	Putin	sense	that	
he	too	is	a	loser?	His	insistence	that	it	was	the	end,	not	
the	beginning,	of	the	communist	experiment	that	was	
the	greatest	geopolitical	catastrophe	of	the	twentieth	
century	gives	his	game	away.	The	key	word	here	 is	
‘geopolitical’,	with	 its	 old-fashioned	 associations	
with	Russian	messianism	 and	Eurasianism.	 Instead	
of	 concentrating	 on	 gradual	 internal,	 domestic	
development	as	West	Germany	did	 in	 the	aftermath	
of	defeat)	Putin,	despite	knowing	German	and	having	
served	 in	 Germany,	 thought	 that	 Russia	 should	
‘rise	from	its	knees’	by	illegally	acquiring	yet	more	
Lebensraum by	 the	Anschluss of	Crimea	and	by	an	
attempt	to	rule	the	rest	of	Ukraine	from	Moscow.	He	
evidently	believes	 that	Russia	should	never	become	
a	mere	 nation	 state.	The	 communist	 legacy	 is	 still	
demonstratively	present	in	today’s	Russia,	not	least	in	
its	failure	to	learn	from	history.	This	is	not	surprising.	
After	all,	the	‘deep’	Soviet	state,	including	its	security	
services	and	armed	forces,	remained	after	1991,	only	
temporarily	weakened.	There	were	practically	no	trials	
of,	or	serious	consequences	for,	any	of	the	leaders	of	
the	anti-Gorbachev	coup	attempt,	no	even	very	limited	
lustration	 procedures,	 no	 plans	 for	 a	 Constituent	
Assembly,	and	the	trial	of	the	Communist	Party	and	
KGB	petered	 out.	Most	 of	 those	who	were	 doing	
well	 before	 the	 collapse	 continued	 to	 do	well	 after	
it.	What	was	the	Far	Left	moved	slightly	to	become	
the	Far	Right,	despite	attacking	opponents,	not	least	
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kEEp	BiffinG
mark	BailliE

The Bramall Papers: Reflections on War and Peace,	
Field	Marshal	The	Lord	Bramall	of	Bushfield	KG	GCB	
OBE	MC,	Pen	&	Sword,	2017,	£18.19.

‘Dwin’	Bramall	 brings	 an	 historian’s	mind	 to	 his	
outstanding	military	 career,	 from	Normandy	 to	 the	
Falklands	and	beyond.	The	lessons	of	history	are	not	
directly	transferable	and	must	be	studied	for	guidance	
and	inspiration,	not	imitation,	and	this	is	what	Bramall	
does.	Many	of	these	papers	are	for	expert	audiences;	

in	Ukraine,	 as	 fascists.	The	present	 state-controlled	
oligarchic	kleptocratic	capitalism	is	in	some	ways	quite	
similar	to	state-controlled	Soviet	socialism.
Walker	divides	his	 book	 into	 four	parts,	 the	 titles	

of	which	 bear	 thinking	 about:	 ‘Curating	 the	 Past’,	
‘Curating	the	Present’,	‘The	Past	Becomes	the	Present’	
and	‘The	Past	in	the	Future’.	Although	a	more	cynical	
reader	might	prefer	to	replace	‘curating’	by	‘distorting’	
(Putin	wants	‘reconciliation’,	but	without	too	much	of	
the	‘truth’),	the	author’s	conceptualisation	of	present-
day	Russia	seems	to	me	to	be	spot	on.	It	must	have	been	
difficult	for	him,	after	some	ten	years	of	travelling	all	
over	the	former	USSR,	to	decide	not	what	to	include,	
but	what	to	leave	out.	He	takes	his	readers	to	Kalmykia,	
Chechnya,	Kolyma	(‘the	end	of	the	earth’,	one	of	the	
biggest	Gulag	centres),	Sochi,	Irkutsk	and,	for	obvious	
reasons,	various	parts,	including	Crimea,	of	Ukraine,	
where	the	future	of	Russia	may	well	be	decided.	Can	
Russia	 ever	 become	 a	 ‘mere’	 political	 (not	 ethnic)	
nation	state?	Will	the	huge	Russian	Federation’	ever	
become	a	real	federation	or	disintegrate?	Will	Putin	be	
seen	by	some	as	a	fake	who	‘lost’	Russia?
Throughout	 his	monograph,	Walker	makes	many	

pertinent	 and	 perceptive	 observations.	There	 is	 no	
room	here	to	give	specific	examples,	but	his	general	
conclusion	must,	 in	 part,	 be	 quoted.	 ‘...instead	 of	
transcending	 the	 trauma	of	 the	Soviet	 collapse,	 his	
[Putin’s]	government	exploited	it,	using	fear	of	political	
unrest	to	quash	opposition,	equating	‘patriotism’	with	
support	for	Putin,	and	using	a	simplified	narrative	of	
the	Second	World	War	to	imply	Russia	must	unite	once	
again	against	a	foreign	threat.	…	Russia’s	glorious	past	
has	 become	 a	 national	 obsession,	 but	 a	 prosperous	
future	still	seems	a	long	way	off.’

the	editor	says	he	had	to	read	two	histories	on	high	
command	to	write	his	brief	introductions	and	footnotes,	
but	 they	can	be	browsed	by	 the	general	 reader.	The	
book	would	have	benefitted	greatly	 from	Bramall’s	
own	 summary	 of	 the	 over-arching	 lessons	 among	
all	this	detail,	although	the	Prologue	by	him	and	the	
editor	give	indications	of	those	within	a	chronological	
summary.	
The	 dominant	 theme	 is	 leadership	 and	 decision-

making,	not	just	military	but	political	and	the	essential	
overlap	of	both.	This	ranges	from	the	confused	chain	
of	command	in	Operation	OVERLORD	in	Normandy	
(particularly	in	air	operations)	to	the	policy	confusion	
over	the	occupations	of	Iraq	and	Afghanistan,	along	
with	 his	 own	 experience	 in	 the	 consolidation	 of	
Britain’s	Chiefs	of	Staff,	(in	1959	under	Mountbatten),	
eventually	 becoming	Chief	 of	 the	Defence	 Staff	
himself.	 His	 insistence	 on	 the	 need	 for	 unity	 of	
command	and	purpose,	informed	by	sound	information	
and	analysis,	within	a	plausible	overall	aim,	is	as	old	
as	written	history	itself	but,	alas,	needs	constant	and	
loud	reiteration.	The	Suez	débâcle	 took	place	under	
a	Prime	Minister,	Anthony	Eden,	highly	experienced	
in	 both	 combat	 and	 in	 government	 in	 war,	 with	
outstanding	military	leaders	and	Cabinet	colleagues,	so	
the	adolescent	attitudes	and	inexperience	of	the	Tony	
Blair	government	on	Iraq	and	Afghanistan	are	not	the	
sole	explanation	for	wilful	ignorance	in	policy-making.	
Bramall	examines	these,	among	many	others,	and	the	
importance	of	the	National	Security	Council,	founded	
by	David	Cameron	 in	 2010,	 as	 a	 proper	 forum	 for	
decisions	and	coordination	on	all	forms	of	threat	and	
conflict,	although	our	forces	are	still	weakened	by	the	
defence	cuts	Bramall	has	long	lamented.
That	forum	attempts	Bramall’s	long-standing	wish	

for	a	‘fully	joined-up	strategic	defence	and	security’	
force	as	part	of	an	integrated	national	strategy,	bringing	
together	 all	 forms	of	 pressure	 and	persuasion,	 used	
or	threatened,	not	just	force,	to	achieve	the	country’s	
aims.	For	the	Armed	Forces,	this	needed	what	he	calls	
the	‘Fifth	Pillar’,	implemented	by	him	as	CDS	(from	
late	1982),	meaning	the	ability	to	project	force	in	the	
national	interest	beyond	Britain’s	NATO	focus	of	the	
time	on	its	‘Four	Pillars’	of	nuclear	deterrence,	forces	
in	Germany,	 naval	 defence	 of	 the	Eastern	Atlantic	
and	 defence	 of	 the	UK	 (including	The	Troubles	 in	
Northern	Ireland).	He	had	already	overseen	an	example	
of	this	need	in	the	Falklands,	as	Chief	of	the	General	
Staff	(1979-82),	yet	he	encountered	some	entrenched	
Service	positions	and	resistance	to	the	extra	cost:	in	
this,	as	on	so	many	matters,	he	spoke	truth	to	power.
One	might	see	General	David	Richards’s	successful	

stabilisation	in	2000	of	Sierra	Leone	as	the	best	later	
example,	where	 his	 initiative	 in	 using	 the	 available	
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flexible	forces	(from	sea-borne	Harrier	ground-attack	
’planes,	since	scrapped	with	no	replacement,	to	SAS	
troops)	led	the	way	to	initially	reluctant	government	
backing.	Unfortunately,	failures	like	the	invasions	of	
Iraq,	which	Bramall	 opposed	 before	 the	 event	 and	
Afghanistan	where	he	opposed	staying,	weigh	heavily	
in	the	balance.	In	these,	expert	advice	was	either	not	
sought	or	was	ignored	by	the	government.	In	Libya	
(2011,	not	addressed	here),	however,	when	the	NSC	
(with	Richards	as	CDS)	decided	on	an	air	campaign	
it	achieved	all	its	objectives	yet	left	ruin	and	chaos	on	
the	ground	–	military	 success	with	political	 failure.	
Richards	had	objected	but	was	over-ruled	by	Cameron	
so	the	NSC	is	by	no	means	a	constraint	on	political	
whim,	albeit	UN-backed.	
Force	must	therefore	be	seen	within	the	over-arching	

importance	 of	 policy-making	with	 plausible	 aims,	
because	force	cannot	be	separate	from	policy,	a	point	
Bramall	makes	in	many	ways	throughout	and	in	his	
chapter	 ‘Evolving	 Future	 Strategy’.	As	Carl	 von	
Clausewitz	says:	‘War	is	nothing	but	a	continuation	
of	 political	 intercourse	 [Politik],	with	 a	mixture	 of	
other	means….	which	 run	 all	 through	 the	war	until	
peace	takes	place’	(note	the	‘with’,	mit	in	German	in	
various	repetitions,	not	‘by	other	means’	as	often	given	
in	English:	force	is	not	the	only	component	of	conflict;	
Politik	means	 both	 politics	 and	 policy).	 Bramall	
says	 these	 other	means,	 including	 diplomacy	 and	
propaganda,	must	be	integrated	with	the	credible	threat	
or	use	of	force	to	preserve	peace,	threaten	retaliation	
or	 effect	 useful	 change.	All	 this,	 of	 course	 requires	
sound	policy,	plus	money	for	flexible	standing	forces.
Bramall	and	two	generals,	(Lord	Ramsbotham	and	

Sir	Hugh	Beach)	argue	against	Trident	on	utilitarian	
grounds,	saying	you	can	get	a	great	many	more	bangs	
for	your	buck,	with	bangs	that	could	actually	be	used	
against	 conventional	 and	 unconventional	 threats,	
much	 like	 the	Fifth	Pillar	 argument.	Their	 letter	 to	
the	Times	in	2009	and	Bramall’s	valedictory	address	
to	the	Lords	in	2013	(given	here)	do	not	mention,	for	
example,	thermobaric	weapons	but	these	conventional	
fuel-air	explosives	have	 the	blast	of	a	small	 tactical	
nuclear	weapon,	without	 the	 fallout,	 yet	 they	 can	
be	 designed	 for	 any	 strength	 below	 that	 as	well.	
Furthermore,	Trident	cannot	in	practice	be	used	without	
US	agreement,	unlike	France’s	truly	independent	yet	
more	 expensive	nuclear	 force,	 about	€3.5	billion	 to	
the	UK’s	£2	billion	in	2015.	Yet	 they	dismissed	the	
need	for	a	strategic	deterrent	to	an	existential	threat	to	
Britain	or	NATO	allies	from	Russia,	saying	the	Cold	
War	was	over	during	which	Bramall	supported	nuclear	
deterrence.
If	there	is	indeed	no	longer	a	threat	of	a	huge	land/air	

attack	on	Western	Europe,	Russia	and	its	weapons	and	

ambitions	have	most	certainly	not	gone	away	and	the	
officers	also	avoided	the	question	of	potential	threats	
from	new	nuclear	powers	such	as	Pakistan,	India,	Iran,	
and	North	Korea.	They	 said	 nuclear	weapons	were	
no	deterrent	against	terrorism,	cyber	or	other	threats,	
including	the	invasion	of	the	Falklands	but	they	were	
never	meant	to	be,	while	the	range	of	Fifth	Pillar	threats	
from	terrorism	and	rogue	or	failed	States	is	hardly	new,	
even	if	recently	amplified.	
Finally,	Bramall	told	the	Lords	that	Britain’s	keeping	

nuclear	weapons	 only	 encouraged	 others	 to	 obtain	
them,	arguing	that	unilateral	disarmament	might	‘be	
seen	to	be	giving	a	lead	in	the	active	non-proliferation	
dialogue.’	This	is	surely	highly	unlikely	for	Russia	or	
for	countries	 that	perceive	a	direct	existential	 threat	
from	their	neighbours,	such	as	Pakistan	and	India,	or	
Israel	or	Iran.	Nuclear	weapons	cannot	be	dis-invented.
On	military	 leadership,	 he	 includes	Haig	 in	 the	

First	World	War,	 redressing	 the	 facile	 and	enduring	
‘butchers	 or	 bunglers’	 and	 ‘lions	 led	 by	 donkeys’	
narrative,	 including	 among	 some	 historians	who	
cannot	understand	the	complexity	of	managing	war	of	
unprecedented	scale	against	a	superior	enemy.	He	is	a	
big	fan	of	Montgomery,	whose	abrasiveness,	mainly	
with	his	superiors	and	vanity	–	‘he	liked	adulation’,	
freely	 given	 by	 his	 troops	must	 not	 be	 allowed	 to	
overshadow	his	immense	achievements,	while	other	
outstanding	generals	get	brief	mentions.	These	include	
the	well-mannered	 and	 liked	Slim,	not	only	 a	great	
combat	commander	in	adversity	in	Burma	but	a	great	
Chief	 of	 the	 Imperial	General	 Staff	 (1949-1952).	
His	wise	 counsel	 to	 and	good	 relationship	with	 the	
relevant	politicians	of	both	main	parties	made	him	an	
essential	component	of	policy,	‘truly	outstanding’	and	
‘far	superior	to	Montgomery’	in	Whitehall,	although	
Bramall	gives	no	details	of	 this	period	covering	 the	
Berlin	Blockade,	the	Korean	War,	structured	response	
to	the	Malayan	Emergency	and	the	beginning	of	the	
Kenyan	‘Mau	Mau’	insurgency.
Bramall’s	 arguments	 are	 reflected	 in	 his	 analyses	

of	 the	many	 conflicts	 he	 has	 served	 in,	 directed	 or	
lived	 through,	 from	Normandy	and	seeing	 the	 ruins	
of	Germany,	Hiroshima	and	Nagasaki,	to	fighting	in	
Confrontation	against	Indonesia,	command	in	Northern	
Ireland	in	the	transition	from	welcome	by	the	Roman	
Catholics	to	PIRA	violence,	with	much	else	in	his	span	
across	time	and	types	of	conflict.	He	does	not	address	
the	current	internal	and	international	jihadi	threat	but	
did	note	presciently	in	2002	that	invading	Iraq	could	
pour	petrol	on	the	region’s	flames.
If	one	is	to	disagree	with	him,	say	on	nuclear	weapons,	

this	collection	includes	the	most	informed	arguments,	
settings	the	standard	for	debates	on	Britain’s	national	
strategy	or	the	composition,	leadership	and	morale	of	
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armed	forces,	largely	unknown	to	the	vast	majority	of	
the	population.	If	daunting	in	some	of	the	detail	and	
the	 required	background	knowledge,	 the	 layout	and	
index	allow	for	productive	browsing	by	starting	with	
whatever	interests	you	and	keeping	a	bookmark	in	the	
explanatory	footnotes	for	quick	reference.

london’s	
dunGEon

pEnElopE	trEmaynE

The London Cage: The Secret History of Britain’s 
World War II Interrogation Centre,	Helen	Fry,	Yale	
University	Press,	2017,	£18.99.

This	 is	 not	 the	 sort	 of	 book	 to	 read	 comfortably	
before	going	to	sleep;	it	leaves	too	many	questions	
unanswered.	But	it	is	the	fruit	of	massive	research,	
rationally	set	out	and	is	not	propaganda	or	twaddle.
Helen	Fry	is	an	accomplished	journalist	and	author:	

the	dust	jacket	tells	us	that	she	has	published	more	
than	twenty	books.	In	this	one	she	sets	out	an	account	
of	how	German	prisoners	lived	in	England	during	the	
Second	World	War:	how	they	were	treated	and	why.	
Were	the	rules	of	the	international	regulations	for	the	
treatment	of	prisoners	of	war	as	set	out	in	the	Treaty	
of	Lausanne	breached?	Were	the	prisoners	tortured?	
Were	they	starved	or	drugged	or	otherwise	misused?
The	London	Cage	was	a	block	of	four	houses	in	

Kensington	Park	Gardens	which	during	the	Second	
World	war	were	converted	for	the	use	of	MI5	into	a	
holding	centre	for	selected	German	prisoners	of	war	
waiting	for	interrogation.	For	this	the	houses	had	been	
stripped	of	furniture	and	the	rooms	were	converted	
to	provide	cells;	each	of	these	contained	a	bed	with	
a	mattress	and	two	blankets,	a	chair	and	a	chamber	
pot.	Clearly	this	was	not	up	to	the	standard	expected	
by	its	successive	occupants,	all	of	who	were	officers	
of	Hitler’s	almighty	Wehrmacht.	They	protested	that	
they	were	forced	to	empty	slops	and	carry	coals:	jobs	
unfit	for	prisoners	holding	officer	rank	and	that	they	
were	 chained,	 though	no	 chains	were	 found.	Was	
this	all	true?	Certainly	their	lot	was	hard,	but	these	
were	men	who	themselves	had	ordered	and	watched	
killings	of	Allied	prisoners	in	cold	blood,	sometimes	
batches	of	 them	together.	They	protested	 that	 they	
were	starved	and	beaten,	but	in	fact	they	had	been	fed	

in	accordance	with	what	their	standard	ration	cards	
allowed,	and	 they	were	not	beaten	except	at	 times	
by	each	other.	Over	the	five	years	of	war	there	were	
four	deaths	of	prisoners,	one	from	pneumonia	and	
the	others	from	mental	breakdowns.	
In	 finding	 reasons	 for	 these	 Fry	 omits	 the	 fact	

that	 they	 knew,	 for	 they	 had	 access	 to	 news,	 that	
their	 country’s	military	 strength	 and	with	 it	 their	
Nazism	was	dying.	Were	these	perhaps	reasons	for	
their	mental	 stress?	Although	 the	 cells	 had	 been	
stripped	of	 everything	 that	 could	be	used	 for	 self-
harm,	the	deaths	were	investigated	by	the	Red	Cross	
and	other	watchdog	organisations,	but	no	evidence	
was	found	to	support	them.	In	discussing	this	issue	
Helen	Fry	doubts	 that	 serving	officers	 could	 have	
resorted	 to	 self-slaughter,	 but	 oddly	 she	 does	 not	
consider	any	effect	on	 them	of	 the	course	 that	 the	
war	itself	was	taking.	Unlike	Allied	prisoners	held	in	
Germany,	German	prisoners	in	England	were	allowed	
newspapers	 and	 senior	 officers	 were	 taken	 out	
occasionally	under	guard	for	walks	during	which	they	
could	see	for	themselves	that	people	and	traffic	were	
moving	normally:	that	London	was	not	devastated	as	
propaganda	reports	made	out.	How	many	prisoners	
went	through	the	Cage	during	those	years?	Fry	writes	
of	several	thousands,	which	seems	rather	a	lot.	What	
may	 have	 been	 the	 effect	 on	 disturbed	minds	 on	
learning	 that	 their	 own	 country’s	military	 strength	
was	draining	away	and	with	it	their	political	dream?
Were	the	prisoners	subjected	to	torture	or	torment	

severe	 enough	 to	 breach	 the	 rules	 set	 out	 in	 the	
Geneva	Convention?	The	 question	 is	 not	 asked	
directly	but	Fry	leaves	the	impression	that	her	own	
answer	is	yes,	they	were.	After	peace	had	been	signed	
the	Commander	of	the	Cage,	Colonel	Scotland,	was	
tried	in	court,	but	no	evidence	was	found	and	he	was	
acquitted.
Readers	 are	 asked	 to	 judge	 the	 conduct	 of	 both	

sides	 impartially,	on	 the	basis	of	 the	exceptionally	
large	amounts	of	information	which	she	has	brought	
together,	about	the	relations	of	captors	and	prisoner.	
She	 herself	 seems	 to	 lean	 towards	 the	 prisoners	
although	 she	 justly	 exposes	 their	 faults.	When	 the	
war	was	over	the	prisoners	were	released	and	tried	
for	 their	 past	 actions	 under	 international	 law	 and	
with	 defence	 lawyers	 of	 their	 own	 choosing.	No	
evidence	was	produced	that	they	had	been	submitted	
to	treatment	which	violated	international	law.
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FILM
harold	shipman:	doCtor	
dEath.	itv,	april	21st.	

JanE	kElly

It’s	the	20th	anniversary	of	Harold	Shipman’s	arrest,	
when	 a	 quiet	 northern	GP	 turned	 out	 to	 be	 a	mass	
murderer.	The	reputation	of	doctors	hadn’t	taken	such	
a	blow	since	the	‘doctors’	trial’,	at	Nuremberg	in	1946.	
Shipman	poisoned	at	least	250	of	his	patients	over	

nearly	thirty	years	and	the	public	view	of	doctors	would	
never	be	the	same	again.	Until	his	trial	many	people	
still	revered	him,	their	respect	lengthening	the	time	he	
was	free	to	murder.	This	documentary,	lasting	nearly	
an	hour,	was	a	compendium	of	horrible	facts,	mostly	
spoken	by	the	people	who	were	involved	at	the	time	
including	 the	 police,	 the	 victim’s	 relatives,	 doctors,	
press	and	the	public	who	it	seemed	always	knew	more	
than	they	let	on,	naming	Shipman	‘Doctor	Death’.
Many	 of	 these	 witnesses	 to	 ‘so	 much	 death	

and	 destruction,’	 as	DC	Dave	O’Brien	 of	Greater	
Manchester	put	it,	are	still	haunted	by	the	case.	They	
vividly	 described	 how	Shipman,	 a	mild-mannered	
doctor	and	father	of	four,	‘groomed’	his	patients	at	his	
first	practice	in	Pontefract,	where	he	had	come	close	to	
being	struck	off	for	drug	abuse,	and	then	in	Hyde,	near	
Manchester,	preying	on	the	elderly,	usually	women.	
Local	 voices	 gave	 us	 an	 intimate	 insight	 into	 the	

shock	 felt	 by	 the	 police	 struggling	 to	 deal	with	 the	
situation	as	the	list	of	deaths	grew	by	the	day.	Three	
victims	were	found	in	one	street.
‘If	a	bomb	had	gone	off	there	wouldn’t	have	been	so	

many	victims,’	said	one	shell-shocked	DC.	She	also	
commented	wryly:	‘Our	whiteboard	was	soon	totally	
full.	It	needed	extensions.’	
The	killing	came	to	an	end	when	Kathleen	Grundy,	

81,	a	former	mayor	of	Hyde,	was	found	dead	at	her	
home	on	24th	June	1998.	Shipman	was	the	last	person	
to	see	her	alive	and	 lazily	 recorded	‘old	age’	as	 the	
cause	of	death.	We	heard	she’d	been	out	hill-walking	
the	day	before.	
Her	 will	 left	 £386,000	 to	 Shipman,	 but	 only	

mentioned	one	house.	She	owned	 two,	which	made	
her	 daughter,	 solicitor	Angela	Woodruff	 suspicious.	
In	Hollywood	film	noir	style,	Shipman	had	also	used	
a	damaged	typewriter,	which	was	easily	found	by	the	
police.	‘A	Godsend,’	said	DC	Sally	Reid.	

Her	body	was	exhumed	and	found	to	contain	large	
quantities	 of	 diamorphine,	which	Shipman	 tried	 to	
attribute	 to	 suicide.	He	was	 finally	 arrested	 on	 7th	
September	1998.	We	were	then	into	black	and	white	
film	of	 spool	 tape-recorders	 and	heard	 the	 voice	 of	
Shipman,	meek	 as	 a	 child,	 saying	 a	 quiet	 ‘No’	 to	
all	 charges.	The	 police	 quickly	 created	 a	 list	 of	 15	
specimen	cases	to	investigate,	all	with	the	pattern	of	
lethal	over-doses,	the	signing	of	death	certificates,	and	
falsifying	medical	records.	
Up	 to	 then	 then	 no	 doctors,	 police	 or	 crematory	

officials	 had	 seemed	 to	 notice	 anything	 odd,	 and	
concerns	from	a	coroner	were	ignored.	But	the	public	
were	 not	 so	 easily	 fooled.	Crime	 reporter	 for	 the	
Manchester Evening News,	Mikaela	Sitford,	got	 the	
scoop	of	her	life	after	she	strolled	around	Hyde	on	a	
busy	shopping	day	and	simply	asked	people	about	a	
local	doctor.	Two	old	ladies	immediately	mentioned	
that	he	was	called	‘Doctor	Death’.	He	was	a	nice	man	
they	said,	but,	‘his	patients	don’t	last’.	
Once	Mikaela	published	her	story,	dozens	of	people	

came	forward.	But	many	others	loved	him	and	were	
loyal,	 valuing	 the	 ‘special	 attention’	 he’d	given	 the	
elderly	and	his	willingness	to	make	house-calls.	
‘Some	of	them	still	say	he	was	the	best	doctor	ever,’	

said	DC	O’Brien	with	 disgust.	Many	 of	 the	 3,000	
patients	at	his	practice	on	Market	Street	in	the	centre	
of	Hyde,	thought	he	was	‘God’s	gift,’	and	refused	to	
talk	to	the	police.	
After	 years	 of	 ignoring	 local	 concerns	 the	 police	

rapidly	acquired	masses	of	 evidence,	going	back	 to	
his	first	practice	in	Todmorden.	Photos	showed	him	in	
1974,	looking	like	an	amiable	young	man,	happy	with	
his	wife	Primrose.	But	by	then	he	was	already	addicted	
to	Morphine	and	selecting	his	victims.	
Shirley	Horsfall,	a	close	neighbour	who	knew	him	

then	as,	‘Fred,’	said	he’d	looked	after	her	mother	well	
and	she	still	seemed	to	find	it	hard	to	believe	what	he	
had	done.	
In	 1982	 he	 even	 took	 part	 in	 a	TV	documentary	

about	the	treatment	of	people	with	mental	illness.	It	
was	all	too	easy	for	the	producers	to	use	of	the	cliché,	
‘In	 plain	 sight,’	 but	 the	 programme	was	mercifully	
free	 of	witnesses	 using	 therapy	 speak.	They	were	
forthright,	not	prone	to	self-pity	or	navel	gazing.	But	
the	programme	didn’t	provide	any	kind	of	analysis.	
Psychiatrist	Dr	Richard	Badcock	said	Shipman	showed	
no	remorse	and	was	‘hollowed	out,’	but	he	declared	
him	mentally	fit	to	stand	trial.	
‘Hollowed	out’	 is	a	good	description.	Even	 in	 the	
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ART
Canon	foddEr

alExandEr	adams

		Last	year,	art-history	A-level	was	scrapped	because	
of	its	low	take-up.	After	a	campaign	it	was	reinstated.	
‘Art	history	is	the	study	of	power,	politics,	identity	and	
humanity,	it	makes	perfect	sense	to	keep	the	exam,’	said	
conceptual	artist,	Jeremy	Deller.	But	the	new	course	
brought	‘critical	theory,’	into	our	schools	for	the	first	
time.		This	meant	the	downgrading	of	the	great	artists	
of	Europe.	
‘Students	won’t	just	study	the	work	of	dead	white	

men’	said	Sarah	Phillips,	a	graduate	of	the	Courtauld,	
who	has	designed	the	new	syllabus.	‘They	will	have	
the	opportunity	to	study	Islamic	architecture	and	work	
by	men	and	women	of	all	colours	and	creeds.’	Perhaps	
students	will	be	tested	on	artist	skin	colour	in	exams?	
One	doesn’t	envy	them	wanting	to	learn	about	painting	
only	to	be	dragooned	into	political-education	courses	
and	 harangued	 on	 the	 crimes	 of	 their	 forefathers.	
Perhaps	A-level	art	history	would	have	better	remained	
defunct.		
Leftist	critics	characterise	the	art	canon	as	a	white	

male	Christian	club.	But	white	Christian	men	made	

large-scale	 oil	 paintings	 until	 recent	 centuries	 so	
Western	European	art	is	necessarily	their	art.	The	canon	
has	never	been	based	on	the	identity	of	artists	but	is	
judged	on	 intrinsic	qualities.	Numerous	 anonymous	
ancient	and	medieval	art	works	are	canonical.
The	canon	is	both	the	group	of	generally	accepted	

masterworks	and	a	distillation	of	informed	judgement	
over	the	centuries.	An	exercise	in	both	discrimination	
and	 tolerance	 as	 one	 accepts	 the	 whole	 without	
agreeing	with	every	part.	Crucially,	personal	taste	is	
irrelevant;	you	may	not	like	Rubens	but	he	is	important	
and	 innovatory;	he	cannot	be	 removed	by	you.	The	
canon	provides	a	broad	consensus	while	at	the	same	
time	compelling	no	one	to	praise	falsely.
It	 cannot	 be	 imposed	 from	 above	 by	 scholars	 or	

social	activists	and	endures	despite	fashion	and	politics.	
Dissent	 about	 an	 artist	 does	 not	 damage	 the	 canon	
but	strengthens	it	by	forcing	supporters	of	an	artist	to	
re-evaluate.	Far	from	being	a	machine	of	oppression	
and	exclusion	it’s	an	efficient	mechanism	for	selecting	
the	most	important	art	based	on	universal	principles.	

brief	 glimpses	 of	 Shipman	we	 get,	 his	 swaggering	
walk,	 his	 refusal	 to	 answer	 questions,	 his	 silent	
contempt	for	his	accusers;	we	have	a	sight	of	the	mind	
of	a	cold	blooded	killer;	emotionless,	empty	of	any	
feeling,	whose	only	thrill	is	power;	the	plunging	in	of	
the	fatal	needle,	a	sigh	and	then	death.	Shipman	was	
not	human	and	he	hated	those	who	were	and	when	he	
could	he	killed	them.	If	you	tried	to	get	close	to	him	
he	would	kill	you	if	he	could.	The	patient	who	brought	
him	a	bottle	of	wine	from	a	French	holiday	paid	for	
her	kindness	with	death.	
On	31st	January	2000,	a	jury	found	Shipman	guilty	

of	fifteen	murders	of	patients	under	his	care.	 It	was	
recommended	that	he	never	be	released.	He	hanged	
himself	 in	Wakefield	 prison	 in	 2007,	 aged	 fifty-
seven.	Primrose	received	his	full	NHS	pension	plus	a	
£100,000	lump	sum.	Even	to	the	end	he	was	in	control.	
He	 killed	 himself	 on	 the	 last	 possible	 date	 before	
Primrose	would	no	longer	be	eligible	for	his	pension.
The	programme	was	brilliantly	detailed	about	 the	

crimes,	but	two	decades	and	several	books	later,	it	told	

us	nothing	about	why	Harold	Frederick	Shipman,	the	
boy	 from	a	council	 estate,	 son	of	devout	Methodist	
parents,	 became	 the	 only	 doctor	 in	British	 history	
convicted	of	murdering	his	patients.
The	wider	 effect	 of	 his	 crimes	was	not	 discussed	

either,	but	his	legacy	has	been	positive.	Before	Shipman	
doctors	might	never	open	a	textbook	or	attend	a	lecture	
from	the	day	they	graduated.	Now	every	doctor	has	to	
produce	evidence	of	50	hours	of	postgraduate	study	
a	 year	 and	 detail	 any	 serious	 errors	 and	 how	 they	
remedied	them.	They	have	to	write	case	histories	and	
attend	a	reasonable	number	of	postgraduate	lectures,	
meet	 an	 annual	 appraiser	 for	 a	 two	 to	 three-hour	
meeting,	where	all	 this	 is	gone	over	point	by	point.	
They	must	obtain	the	anonymous	opinions	of	fifteen	
colleagues,	not	necessarily	all	doctors,	and	opinions	
from	30	patients.	
It’s	unlikely	that	under	this	scrutiny	Shipman	could	

have	 got	 away	with	 his	 crimes	 for	 so	 long,	 but	 of	
course	nothing	being	certain	but	death	and	taxes,	you	
never	know.	
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cannot	exclude	him	from	the	canon.	One	can	propose	
additions	or	subtractions	but	they	will	be	decided	on	
over	centuries.	
Neither	is	the	canon	the	best	art	ever	produced.	It’s	

a	collection	of	the	best	art	commonly	known,	which	
is	 vital	 or	 useful	 to	 artists,	 scholars	 and	 art	 lovers.	
The	world’s	most	beautiful	 painting	hidden	 in	your	
attic	 does	 not	 invalidate	 the	 canon	 because	 it	 is	 a	
collective	body	of	knowledge	which	is	comparative,	
widely	accessible	and	not	entirely	based	on	aesthetic	
worth.	There	are	plenty	of	beautiful	works	which	are	
not	canonical	and	plenty	of	canonical	works	which	are	
not	beautiful.	If	an	ugly	work	of	art	meets	the	criteria	
for	inclusion	then	it	can	be	included.	I	would	propose	
Asger	Jorn’s	‘disfigurations’	which	has	already	entered	
the	canon.	The	canon	also	admits	bodies	of	works	when	
no	masterpiece	exists;	there	is	no	single	painting	by	
Klee	which	sums	up	his	achievements.	
Its	weakness	may	 be	 its	 didactic	 presentation	 of	

eras	or	schools;	sometimes	over-looking	remarkable	
outsiders	such	as	William	Blake,	Stanley	Spencer	and	
Balthus,	who	 can	 be	 omitted	 from	 an	 overview	of	
Western	art.	Another	weakness	is	that	it	has	historically	
undervalued	secular	subjects,	such	as	the	still-life,	land	
and	marinescapes,	in	favour	of	grand	themes.	Another	
problem	may	be	the	hierarchy	of	mediums.	Since	the	
rise	of	 the	photographic	 reproduction,	 sculpture	has	
been	forced	to	the	margins	and	painting	has	survived	
ahead	of	printmaking,	watercolour	and	drawing.	
Post-Modernists	 loathe	 the	 canon	 for	 its	 specific	

qualities;	the	way	it	accretes	slowly	and	selectively;	
that	it	can’t	be	changed	for	political	reasons.	Historic	
lack	 of	 recognition	 for	women/minorities	makes	 it	
even	more	 hateful	 to	 Identarians,	 because	 it’s	 too	
slow	 and	 selective	 to	 comply	with	 their	 desire	 for	
immediate	universal	recognition.	The	canon	rewards	
accomplishment	 not	 identity.	 Identarians	 prioritise	
conformity,	 victimhood,	 impatience,	 birth	 rights.	
They	demand	change	and	want	to	exercise	totalitarian	
control.	There	is	no	need	to	force	women	into	the	canon	
because	 it	 absorbs	 great	 art	 regardless.	One	 cannot	
write	of	20th	century	portraiture	or	abstraction	without	
mentioning	 Frida	Kahlo	 and	 Barbara	Hepworth.	
Post-Modernists	 also	 hate	 the	 canon	 because	 they	
don’t	believe	in	group	consensus	or	that	a	narrative,	
other	than	a	socio-economic	one,	can	be	drawn	from	
art	history.	They	contend	that	groups	and	individuals	
from	different	eras	reaching	agreement	is	an	illusion,	
concealing	oppression	and	exclusion.			
If	abolition	and	rewriting	are	 impossible,	why	the	

need	for	a	piece	like	this?	Art	history	students	are	not	
being	taught	the	canon,	limiting	their	understanding.	
Even	 to	 oppose	 the	 canon	 you	must	 at	 least	 know	
it.	We	 all	 suffer	when	political	 activists	manipulate	

The	canon	has	no	racial,	gender,	sexual	or	personal	
prejudice.	It	is	regional	but	not	nationalistic	and	accepts	
the	professional	and	amateur.
There	 is	 no	 authoritative	 list	 of	 canonical	works.	

Add	up	all	mentions	or	illustrations	of	individual	art	
works	 from	Pliny	 to	 the	 present	 day,	 then	 remove	
the	least	frequently	cited	third	of	that	list,	remove	all	
works	made	in	the	last	40	years	and	anything	made	by	
a	living	artist.	What	remains	is	the	canon.	Frequency	
of	citations	proves	nothing	and	does	not	qualitatively	
measure	works.	Popularity	proves	nothing	except	itself.	
Work	produced	by	a	dead	Western	artist	is	there	because	
it	has	at	least	one	of	three	attributes	still	considered	
to	apply	today:	importance	or	influence,	originality	or	
innovation,	and	outstanding	quality	within	an	aesthetic	
field;	with	two	minor	attributes	valued:	timeliness,	and	
lineage.	To	be	a	minor	figure	an	artist	needs	only	one	
of	the	minor	attributes.	Originality	need	not	be	actual	
invention	but	the	outstanding	exponent	or	populariser	
of	a	new	material,	style	or	subject.	No	modern	historian	
now	assigns	the	invention	of	oil	painting	to	the	Van	
Eyck	 brothers	 but	 they	were	 the	 first	 to	 bring	 the	
technique	to	perfection.	
Every	artist	who	is	or	has	been	in	the	canon	rises	or	

sinks	but	never	rises	for	a	second	time.	I	cannot	think	
of	an	example	where	an	artist	we	regard	as	canonical	
has	 ever	 dropped	 out	 of	 the	 canon	 and	 returned	 as	
significant.	This	is	not	a	matter	of	fluctuating	popularity	
but	of	neglect,	a	 time	when	an	artist	was	no	 longer	
taught	 or	mentioned	 in	 general	 texts,	 only	 for	 that	
artist	 to	 be	 resurrected.	 It	 seems	 that	 once	 history	
has	 downgraded	 an	 artist,	 it’s	 a	 permanent	 change.	
During	his	lifetime	Anton	Raphael	Mengs	(1728-79)	
was	considered	a	genius	comparable	to	Raphael.	His	
paintings	displayed	great	skill	and	his	life	drawings	are	
excellent,	yet	he	disappeared	from	the	canon	quickly	
and	is	no	more	than	a	footnote	now.	Technical	brilliance	
is	no	meal	ticket	to	Parnassus.	
The	French	Expressionist	 artist,	Buffet	was	 once	

the	most	lauded	post-war	painter.	He	was	successful	
in	Japan,	where	a	Buffet	museum	was	founded.	For	
several	decades	he	was	hugely	famous	and	rich,	yet,	
by	the	time	of	his	death	he	was	forgotten.	The	canon	
makes	short	work	of	poseurs	and	the	technically	gifted	
but	banal;	so,	if	you	despair	of	artists	of	today	who	are	
over	promoted,	fear	not.	
Traditionalists	beware	too:	the	canon	is	not	a	sword	

of	truth	which	slays	the	dragon	of	Modernist	art.	Those	
who	state	that	Pollock	cannot	be	compared	to	Raphael	
are	wrong.	They	are	comparable	in	that	they	are	both	
great	exponents	of	their	schools;	their	art	is	influential,	
and	 typical	 of	 their	 period.	Reverse	 engineering	 of	
what	 the	 canon	 is,	 in	order	 to	 exclude	art	 one	does	
not	like	is	dishonest.	One	can	dislike	Pollock	but	one	
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education	and	art	curation.	If	anyone	wishes	to	oppose	
Post-Modernism	 effectively	 they	 should	 examine	
what	the	canon	really	is	before	they	invoke	it.	If	you	
support	it	you	must	acknowledge	it	in	its	totality,	even	
schools	and	artists	you	dislike,	and	you	must	accept	it	
will	accrete	new	art.	What	is	different	now	is	that	New	
Left	agitators	are	in	positions	of	power	unopposed	by	
conservatives	or	connoisseurs	within	institutions.	They	

can	alter	curricula,	deny	funding,	publish	propaganda	
as	art	theory,	and	take	down	pictures	in	galleries;	they	
can	now	actually	suppress	and,	in	the	case	of	historic	
statues,	destroy.		To	learn	from	and	contribute	to	the	
canon	 is	 to	 contribute	 to	 civilisation	and	affirm	our	
belief	in	collective	wisdom,	consensus	and	progress,	
regardless	of	personal	taste.	

IN SHORT
The Vanishing Man – In pursuit of Velazquez,	Laura	
Cumming,	Vintage,	2016,	£9.99.

The	byways	of	history	are	often	more	exciting	than	the	
main	roads	and	this	one	is	a	gripping	detective	story	
as	well.	Laura	Cumming	has	brilliantly	succeeded	in	
fusing	the	story	of	one	man’s	obsession	with	a	picture	
with	 a	 stimulating	narrative	 of	Velasquez’s	 life	 and	
work.	We	also	learn	how	different	and	haphazard	the	
art	market	was	in	the	past	and	how	paintings	became	
lost	and	only	sometimes	found.	This	one	just	vanished.	
What	makes	Velasquez’s	work	 so	 fascinating	 is	 his	
ability	to	depict	ordinary	people	on	the	same	level	as	
the	 rich	 and	 famous.	He	painted	 the	 servants	 along	
with	the	aristocrats	and	royals	as	in	his	most	famous	
painting,	Las Meninas.	After	Manet	made	 a	 special	
pilgrimage	 to	 the	Prado	 he	 exclaimed	why	 anyone	
would	ever	bother	trying	to	paint	any	more.	
John	Snare	was	a	fairly	prosperous	bookseller	and	

printer	in	Reading	who	bought	a	portrait	at	a	country	
house	auction	near	Oxford.	He	was	convinced	that	it	
was	a	genuine	Velasquez	and	set	out	 to	discover	 its	
provenance,	but	like	The Moonstone	it	became	a	curse	
which	ruined	his	life.	Cumming	first	came	upon	his	
story	when	she	found	his	pamphlet	that	he	wrote	and	
published	himself:	‘my	life	has	been	spent	trying	to	
discover	the	proofs	of	its	originality	to	the	neglect	of	
all	other	pursuits.’	
This	 portrait,	 the	 only	 result	 of	 Prince	Charles’s	

attempt	to	marry	the	Spanish	Infanta	was	painted	at	
Madrid	 in	 1623	 by	Velasquez	 but	many	 thought	 it	
was	by	Van	Dyck	–	the	two	artists	are	often	confused.	
Snare	first	showed	the	picture	in	his	Reading	premises	
but	then	hired	a	room	in	Bond	St	to	show	it	to	great	
acclaim,	 two	Spaniards	proclaiming	 its	authenticity.	
But	an	excursion	to	Edinburgh	was	a	disaster.	By	this	
time	he	had	been	declared	bankrupt,	having	neglected	
his	business.	Now	his	picture	was	seized	by	the	trustees	
of	the	Earl	of	Fife	who	believed	that	it	had	been	in	Fife	
House	 in	 the	 18th	 century.	Two	weeks	 afterwards	 a	

judge	ruled	that	the	picture	had	been	honestly	acquired	
but	Snare	didn’t	get	it	back	for	two	months.	Snare	in	
the	summer	of	1851	was	not	in	Edinburgh	to	learn	that	
he	had	won	£1,000	in	damages	for	the	theft	nor	did	
he	live	to	learn	that	his	Velasquez	had	never	belonged	
to	the	Earl	of	Fife.	He	had	gone	to	America	and	never	
saw	his	wife	and	family	again.	He	refused	to	sell	the	
picture	which	could	have	supported	his	family	but	put	
it	on	show	in	Broadway	and	later	became	a	buyer	and	
seller	of	books	at	Union	Square.	His	son	visited	him	
but	nothing	more	was	heard	of	him	after	1883	although	
his	son	loaned	the	portrait	to	the	Metropolitan	museum.	
Snare	died	in	abject	poverty	in	1884.	This	book	is	a	
terrific	read	and	would	inspire	many	to	visit	the	Duke	
of	Wellington’s	Velasquez	collection	at	Apsley	House	
which	he	had	brought	back	from	the	peninsular	war.

Merrie Cave

Gimson’s Prime Ministers, Brief Lives from 
Walpole to May,	Andrew	Gimson, Square	Peg,	2018,	
£10.99.

The	 term	 ‘Prime	Minister’	was	originally	 an	 insult,	
implying	an	overweening	and	self-serving	ambition.	
Lord	North	would	never	allow	his	family	to	refer	to	him	
by	such	a	name,	saying	there	was	no	such	thing	in	the	
British	constitution.	Andrew	Gimson	provides	lively	
sketches	of	 the	fifty-two	men	and	 two	women	who	
have	assiduously	and	successfully	sought	this	insult.	
He	has	great	sympathy	for	them	and	makes	clear	in	
his	introduction	that,	if,	in	the	words	of	Enoch	Powell,	
‘all	political	lives	...	end	in	failure’,	that	is	no	less	true	
of	the	most	exalted	political	lives.	Even	Walpole,	who	
hung	on	longest	at	twenty-one	years,	was	eventually	
brought	low	by	the	War	of	Jenkins’	Ear	and	retired	to	
the	Lords	where	he	opined	to	a	fellow	peer,	that	they	
were	‘now	as	insignificant	men	as	any	in	England’.
To	 encapsulate	fifty-four	 careers	 in	 three	hundred	

pages	 is	 impressive	 –	 no	 entry	 being	 longer	 than	
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Churchill’s	at	twelve	pages	–	and	the	effort	sometimes	
shows.	Gimson	 is	 fond	 of	 lists	 –	 one	 interminable	
sentence	on	Wellington	contains	 fourteen	adjectives	
and	four	adjectival	phrases.	Another	difficulty	for	the	
reader	is	that	the	narrative	proceeds	chronologically	
but	by	two	steps	forward,	one	step	back.	As	each	PM’s	
career	ends,	we	start	the	next	chapter	with	the	early	
ministerial	career	of	his	successor	and	so	go	through	
all	the	same	events	again	from	a	different	perspective.	
This	can	lead	to	a	slight	dizziness	when	PMs	replace	
each	other	in	quick	succession;	this	might	be	a	book	
better	dipped	into	than	read	through.
Given	the	lack	of	space	which	Gimson	has	to	outline	

each	premiership,	 it	 is	 remarkable	 that	each	chapter	
contains	full	details	of	the	wars,	constitutional	crises	
and	major	 policy	 changes	 over	which	 its	 subject	
presided,	while	not	stinting	on	the	trivia	and	anecdote	
which	brings	each	character	fully	to	life.	Nicknames	
are	fully	explained.	Anyone	wishing	to	know	why	Lord	
John	Russell	was	the	Widow’s	Mite	or	Grenville	the	
Gentle	Shepherd	will	find	their	curiosity	satisfied	here.

Quotes	and	stories	with	a	contemporary	relevance	are	
dropped	in	subtly.	In	seeking	a	description	of	Theresa	
May’s	‘citizens	of	the	world’,	one	could	do	a	lot	worse	
than	this	from	Canning:	

A steady patriot of the world alone
The friend of every country but his own

Equally	 in	 the	 era	 of	 fake	 news,	 it	 is	 salutary	 to	
learn	of	Pelham’s	relaxed	attitude	to	the	publication	
of	fabricated	Parliamentary	reports:	‘	Let	them	alone;	
they	make	better	speeches	for	us	than	we	can	make	
for	ourselves.’
All	in	all,	 there	is	much	to	enjoy	in	this	tribute	to	

those	who,	 in	Disraeli’s	words,	 have	 ‘climbed	 the	
greasy	pole’.	It	is	greatly	enhanced	by	the	illustrations	
of	Martin	Rowson.	Those	who	consider	him	to	be	the	
Gillray	de nos jours will	find	their	opinion	supported	
by	his	versions	of	some	of	Gillray’s	subjects.

Brian Eassty
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