
Autumn 2019
Vol 38 No 1

£6.00

The Brexit 
Messiah

Catherine Blaiklock

Bulldog Boris
Alistair Miller

Not a Sparrow 
Falls

Heather Ollerenshaw

Halo of Power
Theodore Dalrymple

Transphobic 
Martyrs

Thomas Less

Yellow Peril
Daryl McCann

Absolutely the wrong opinion on everything

         The 

Salisbury Review



Contents

Columns
36 Conservative Classic — 75

The Demon in Democracy: Totalitarian Temptations in 
  Free Societies, Ryszard Legutko
37 Roy Kerridge
38 Eternal Life

Peter Mullen
40 The Martyrs of St Albans

Andrew Wilton

Subscription payments by cheque to

The Salisbury Review, 
PO Box 81, Shefford, SG17 9AP

Changes of address or other enquiries should be sent to 
the same address or emailed to  

info@salisburyreview.co.uk or by phone to
01462 234279

Credit card payments by phone 
01462 234279

Please leave a message and we will get back to you

3 Editorial

artiClEs

4 Bulldog Boris
Alistair Miller

6  Thank You
7 Letters of Support 
8 Power is Never Having to Say Who You Are
 Theodore Dalrymple
9 The Brexit Messiah

Catherine Blaiklock
11  Not a Sparrow Falls

Heather Ollerenshaw
12 The Transphobic Martyrs

Thomas Less
13  ‘Areet gradely in Richmondshire’

Bill Hartley
14 Gone with the Prayer Book

Mr Criddle
15 Little Summer Visitors

Mary Syney
16 An MA in Hate Studies?

Patricia Morgan
18 The Coming Little Ice Age

Brian Ridley
19 The Ant and the Grasshopper

Dylan Stevenson
21 The Dignitas Option

Niall McCrae
23  Before and After Brexit

Jonathan Story
26 The Yellow Peril

Daryl McCann
28  The Jews’ Right of Return

Michael McManus
29  A History of Curtain Twitching

Jane Kelly

31 Does the Queen Know that John McDonnell Loves Karl 
 Marx?

Peter Mullen
32 Rethinking the Gracchi, Gaius and Tiberius

Gaius Tiberius
34 Penelope Tremayne 1921-2019

Merrie Cave

arts and Books

41 David Twiston-Davies 
on Wartime at Bush House

42 Brian Eassty
on Airey Neave

44 Jane Kelly 
 on Modern Eating
45 Martin Dewhirst

on Richard Sorge
46 John Jolliffe

on Revolution in the Caucasus
47 Niall McCrae

on Nationalisms
48 Anthony Daniels

on Dinosaurs
49 Celia Haddon

on Stupidity and Intelligence
51 Richard Packer

on World War II
52 Peter Mullen

on the Bible
53 Alexander Adams

on Alma Mahler
54 Sean McGlynn

on the French Élites
55 Simon Copley

on Anti-Racism
57  ART

Félix Vallotton: Painter of Disquiet
Alexander Adams

58 IN SHORT

The Salisbury Review — Autumn 2019



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 2019 3

Web site:  http://www.salisburyreview.com

Editor:    Myles Harris
Consulting Editors: 
Sir Roger Scruton, Merrie Cave, 
Jane Kelly, Alistair Miller 
Artist:  Lindsey Dearnley

PO Box 81, Shefford, Beds, SG17 9AP
Tel: 01462 234279  

E-mail:  info@salisburyreview.co.uk

The 

Salisbury Review

In 2014 the head of the Metropolitan Police 
announced that claims by ex-hospital inspector 
Carl Beech of the existence of a paedophile ring 

of the highest in the land, who had raped, tortured and 
murdered three children, were ‘credible and true’.  The 
ring, Beech alleged, included Prime Minister Edward 
Heath, former Home Secretary Leon Brittan and the 
late Sir Maurice Oldfield, head of MI6, as well as nine 
others of equal fame.

Even the simplest of checks would have shown Beech’s 
allegations to be total nonsense but in an atmosphere of 
growing sexual hysteria, with famous TV personalities 
and senile ninety year olds being dragged before the courts 
for crimes alleged to have taken place 50 years ago, and 
police helicopters overhead the houses of pop stars, the 
hunt was in full cry. 

Why did experienced officers believe in such rubbish? 
Women are in charge of society now. Although they are just as 
predatory as men when it comes to sex, in matters of bed male 
justice will no longer do and the burden of proof has been 
reversed. The accused is now guilty until proven innocent. 
Consequently any allegation by the victim (the word accuser 
has been dropped), however wild and improbable, must be 
believed by the police until a court decides otherwise. As the 
accused is guilty until proved innocent, it is perfectly in order 
to publish his name in order to trawl for more of his victims. 
Victims, who are always referred to as brave, are further 
encouraged by the prospect of large sums of compensation as 
well as being guaranteed anonymity both outside and in court 
where they can give their evidence from behind a curtain. In 
addition, however lurid a victim’s past sexual life might be, 
the guilty man’s defence counsel is banned from probing it. 

Where did this reversal of justice come from? ‘Believing 
the victim’ has been a central tenet of a female-dominated 
counselling culture since the sixties. Usually known as 
‘unconditional regard’ it was first proposed by Baptist 
Minister Carl Rogers during the hippy movement in 
sixties California. Any form of distress or mental illness, 
Rogers declared, was caused, not by something the patient 
did, but because they were unaware of what was going 
on, ‘blocks’, in their minds. Although Rogers did not 

explain his idea in dialectical terms it has strong roots in 
Marxist Leninism. The individual is shaped, not by their 
will, but by the workings of an evil capitalist economy 
with its powerful advertising. The job of the counsellor 
is to seek out these contradictions to give ‘closure’ to the 
patient. In reality a left-wing counsellor does not ‘regard’ 
the victim at all, she has a political agenda. She seeks to 
dominate him. Mirroring (imitating another’s gestures), 
holding the patient’s gaze, repeating the last few words of 
his conversation are well known tricks of the interrogator. 
The popular counselling term ‘holding a victim in his 
distress’ is the female spider’s embrace.

The bogus term ‘unconditional regard’ was not confined 
to sex offences. By the late eighties the doctrine had 
reached the willing ears of Britain’s radicalised university 
staff who, well versed in Marxist Leninist doctrine, 
recognised the dialectical message of counselling. 
Teaching was to become a form of political therapy. 
There was bad, confrontational knowledge and good, 
non-judgemental socialist knowledge; knowledge that 
heals. Which explains why today we stare amazed at safe 
spaces, trigger warnings, de-platforming, anonymous 
denunciations of the heterodox and the search for demons. 

The idea soon spread to schools, the nursery and the 
home. Alarmed and annoyed by badly behaved children 
whose mothers make no attempt to restrain? Your child 
comes home with a glowing school report although, 
aged ten, he cannot add up? They are the victims of 
unconditional regard. No more than a doctor chastises the 
sick, teachers are no longer allowed to criticise, let alone 
confront failing or disruptive pupils. Recently schools 
have being issued with even stricter instructions on how 
to deal with violent students. The teacher must assume 
all blame for the student’s actions. 

A therapeutic society soon becomes a variant of 
Orwell’s slogan infested Animal Farm, ‘Four legs good, 
two legs bad’; ‘Teacher bad, student good’. ‘White man 
evil, black man saintly.’ ‘Woman innocent, man guilty.’ 
‘Parents bad, social workers good.’ 

Who triumphed on Animal Farm? The pigs.



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 20194Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

Bulldog Boris
alistair millEr

You ask, what is our aim? I can answer in 
one word. It is victory … We shall go on to 
the end … We shall never surrender … All 

Europe may be freed and the life of the world may 
move forward into broad, sunlit uplands. At the time 
of writing, Boris Johnson has only been prime minister 
for two weeks, but so far so good. The Churchillian 
spirit is there. The change from May’s vacillation, her 
craven submission to the will of her EU masters and 
civil servant advisors, her tortuous platitudes (by the 
end, even her own benches emptied when she arrived 
to speak in the House), is more than refreshing. It is 
positively cathartic. No wonder there has been a Boris 
bounce in the polls.

All the righteous rubbish written before his accession 
– would he be able to concentrate on the job? Does 
his personal life make him ‘fit’ to be prime minister? 
Look how many people he has offended. Boris is only 
interested in Boris! – 
has been dumped as the 
whirlwind is unleashed. 
We needed a leader and 
now we have one. 

Those who know Boris 
best have long said that 
the bumbling persona 
was always a façade 
that served greater 
ends – becoming prime 
minister, for example. 
That underneath he is as 
determined, resourceful 
and disciplined as any 
politician they have 
known. That if he rarely 
appeared to be ‘on the 
job’, whether as editor of the Spectator or as London 
Mayor, it was not because, like Charles II, his wide 
range of interests seldom included his job (can we 
imagine Mrs May writing books about classical 
civilization or Churchill), but because he surrounded 
himself with able people, delegated, and let them 
get on with the job. He sorted the London Olympics 
with his optimistic ‘can do’ attitude, when many had 
predicted disaster. 

Within the space of a few days, the whole dynamic of 
our relations with the EU has changed. We now have a 

clear aim: out of the EU by October 31, deal or no deal. 
The policy is principled: democracy demands we leave. 
The tactics are sound: you cannot negotiate unless you 
are prepared to walk away. The political self-interest 
is there: if we do not leave, the Conservative Party 
is dead. The biggest cabinet cull since Macmillan’s 
‘Night of the Long Knives’ has removed all who 
oppose the policy and would seek to sabotage Brexit 
from within. The EU has been told there will be no 
meetings until they agree to re-open negotiations on 
the withdrawal agreement. 

Even the Guardian shows grudging respect for his 
bold and decisive approach. For them, the most telling 
appointment was that of Dominic Cummings, the ‘master 
of the dark arts’, to the role of senior prime ministerial 
adviser. Cummings was campaign director of the Vote 
Leave campaign and special adviser to Michael Gove 
at the Department of Education. A brilliant political 

strategist and fixer – he 
came up with the slogan 
‘Take back Control’ 
and  ident i f ied  the 
progressive educational 
establishment as ‘the 
blob’ – he is the scourge 
of the establishment 
and civil service, which 
he regards as self-
serving and useless. 
He particularly loathed 
Olly Robbins. Who 
better to appoint if 
you are serious about 
Brexit? 

There are, of course, 
s o m e  t e c h n i c a l 

difficulties to resolve before we reach the sunlit 
uplands. 

If Boris can get a deal of sorts by October 31, then 
the House of Commons will probably support it. He 
will have successfully called the EU’s bluff. There will 
be no need for an election, though calling one would 
probably strengthen his hand in future negotiations. 
Boris will have triumphed. But if he cannot get a deal, 
Boris will have to get no deal through the House. If 
he cannot do this, then he will have to call an election 
having not delivered Brexit, having failed to get a deal, 
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and with only no deal to offer the people. He will be 
deemed to have failed. Unless there is a pact with Nigel 
Farage and the Brexit Party, the vote will be split, and 
the Conservatives will be destroyed. 

The risks are obvious but there are some encouraging 
signs. Whereas Macron is acting tough and refusing to 
re-open negotiations, Merkel, no doubt under pressure 
from German industrialists, has been more positive, 
declaring: ‘Our countries will continue to be bound 
by close friendship in the future.’ If Macron continues 
to be obstinate and things start to get rough, it might 
be worth appealing directly to French wine and car 
producers to put pressure of their own on Macron. 

But even if a deal is agreed, which includes ditching 
the ‘backstop’ and a free trade agreement, will it be 
worth £39 billion? What concessions on sovereignty 
will we offer to gain a free trade deal? Given the 
magnitude of our trade deficit, should the EU not 
be paying for access to our markets, to our fishing 
grounds? Are we slaves buying our freedom from our 
masters?

Another worry is an old-fashioned sterling crisis. 
If the markets believe ‘no deal’ will cause significant 
economic damage to the UK (whether it will in fact do 
so is immaterial), if they lose confidence, there could 
be a run on the pound. The belief that there may be 
a run on the pound is enough to trigger a run on the 
pound. The downside of our running years of balance 
of payments deficits, all requiring finance in the form 
of capital inflows, is that we are heavily dependent on 
foreign holdings of UK assets and sovereign debt. This 
exposure would necessitate a sharp rise in interest rates 
and risk provoking a recession. 

It is imperative, then, that the case for no deal is 
argued, not as an act of desperation, but as a viable 
option that even holds significant economic benefits. 
Because we run a colossal trade deficit with the EU 
(which is a crucial factor in the vicious circle of low 
investment, low productivity and low wage growth 
that afflicts the UK economy), and tariffs are imposed 
on imports as well as exports, the balance of tariff 
revenues is significantly in our favour, enabling us to 
compensate exporters and still have a surplus of some 
£5 billion. Yet when did we last hear this argued in the 
mainstream media? Where is the team of economic 
advisors – Roger Bootle, Liam Halligan, Gerard Lyons, 
Mervyn King, Ruth Lea – who could make the case? 
The benefits of no deal should be shouted from the 
rooftops.

However, a greater question remains wrapped in the 
post-Brexit mists – one that is almost never discussed 
in the mainstream media. Brexit is invariably discussed 
in terms of economic costs and benefits – mostly costs. 
But a country is more than a business park. It is our 

home, the place where we belong. The real reason 
people voted Brexit was not to turn Britain into a 
global business park and international warehouse 
distribution centre, a diverse inclusive multicultural 
encampment where anyone who wishes to ‘contribute’ 
can set up camp, a microcosm of the world – but to get 
their country back. They were not white supremacists 
motivated by racial prejudice and bigotry. They merely 
valued their identity. They treasured their thousand-
year-old civilization, which they believed had served 
them well, and, on the whole, served the world well, 
and wished for newcomers to be assimilated into it as 
they had been in times past – not to see it deconstructed 
by mass immigration, its history re-written in the 
grotesque distorting mirror of post-Marxist ideology. 

Where Boris stands on this, we cannot be sure. He is 
by nature a liberal, sympathetic to immigration because 
his grandfather came here from Turkey. But he is also 
immersed in our national culture. He knows better than 
most our debt to classical Greece and Rome. Churchill 
is his hero. In many ways he epitomises the English 
spirit, the English sensibility, with his irreverent 
rumbustious good humour and essential decency. But 
if the concluding pages of The Dream of Rome are 
anything to go by, Johnson has a dream of his own. It 
is of a new civilization built around the Mediterranean, 
a recreation of the ‘ancient harmonious union’ that was 
Rome, founded on ‘the old Roman idea of tolerance’. 
Islam and Christianity will be reconciled. On the one 
hand, there is not a cat in hell’s chance that Islam will 
build a new caliphate in Western Europe; on the other, 
Muslims should ‘get with the programme’, recognise 
female emancipation, loosen up on the prohibition of 
images of the Prophet, and so on. 

Yet as Boris himself argues earlier on in the same 
book, the secret of the success of Rome was that Roman 
citizenship was open to all under certain conditions. 
It was not an invitation to be tolerant of others and 
welcome diversity; it was an invitation to participate in 
a great civilization, to adopt Roman customs and ways. 

Readers can judge for themselves whether Boris’s 
Mediterranean dream is a noble vision, a sentimental 
indulgence, or a dangerous fantasy. But perhaps it is 
churlish to dwell on this. For now, it seems, Boris 
Johnson is just the tonic the country needed. We must 
let him get on with the job of Brexit. He may or may 
not succeed. But one thing is certain. Either way, Nigel 
Farage needs to be on standby. 

Alistair Miller is a teacher.



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 20196Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

Thank You

The results of our appeal – we raised over £20,000 – was nothing less than a Digital Dunkirk 
with a fleet of little boats and some big boats arriving to get us off Bankruptcy Beach. We are 
all profoundly grateful for both your generosity and such a show of confidence in our work. 

It costs around £4,500 to print and distribute an edition of the magazine, so the Salisbury Review 
is secure for another year. We have used some of the money to invest in the services of an excellent 
digital engineer and are examining the possibility of having the magazine printed and distributed in 
the US, Canada and Australia. It will be a very small operation to begin with but there is a big market 
for British conservative publications in the US, which is why the Spectator has recently set up an 
office in New York. We have no plans for an office! Instead the electronic proofs of the magazine will 
be sent to a printer in America and then onward to subscribers. At the moment we post the magazine, 
which is ruinously expensive. 

The arrival of a real Conservative administration in Westminster means conservative publications 
have a fair political wind. Nevertheless if the Johnson administration is defeated democracy will 
be finished in Britain and voters will know where to turn for their politics – to magazines like The 
Salisbury Review.

Once again thank you.

Myles Harris and the staff at the Salisbury Review
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Letters of Support
… It is always a pleasure to receive 
the latest edition and as always full 
of good things.All good wishes for a “long and 

lasting” continuity.

Keep up the good work – somebody has to!

I would hate to see the 
Salisbury Review collapse.  

I shall approach friends.
Best wishes 

I appreciate the articles in the magazine in 
that they keep readers informed of matters 
which the left-controlled media ignore or 
truncate or reconstruct to match their disruptive 
programme as they drag Britain deeper and 
deeper into the mire; what is missing is 
practical answers to the problems, the disaster. 
Let us hope that the change in Prime Minister 
will herald a substantial change in direction, the 
beginning of a return to sanity one can hope.
With all good wishes,

The Salisbury Review is essential 

reading and together with the daily 

on-line articles and comment is much 

appreciated.  Thank you for your hard 

work and the high quality of comment 

which is so encouraging in these times 

of compromise and unfair bias. I do 

hope that you will be able to continue to 

publish.

It would be a disaster for free 

speech if the Review could 

not continue.

Please accept my donation.

With best wishes

Re the future of the Salisbury 
Review, please find enclosed a 
modest donation that, in total with 
other money, will help (we hope) 
to ensure your continuing, and very 
necessary, existence. It is always a 
pleasure to receive the next issue, 
and we all hope that before long the 
tide will finally turn to allow us to 
run our own country.
With best wishes

I have decided to double my subscription in response to the 
Editor’s appeal for funds.
The ark must not be allowed to founder, particularly since I 
have only just come on board.
Best wishes

I hope this w
ill h

elp 

you continue publish
ing 

your sp
lendid and 

irre
placeable journal.

Warm regards

We can’t allow a centre of 

resistance to the Great Pink 

Blancmange Blob to be 

silenced, can we?

Yours,  with all good wishes,

In the sincere hope that the journal 

will survive and continue to 

disseminate its courageous and 

much-needed values.
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Power is Never Having to Say Who 
You Are

thEodorE dalrymplE

For myself, I soon forget where they took place 
and when, let alone what was said at them. They 
take days of one’s life, including many hours 

of travel, and leave but vague impressions behind, if 
that. One seldom hears anything new and, when they 
are not confined strictly to science, they are generally 
attended by like-minded people in the same intellectual 
laager as oneself, who merely confirm one’s prejudices. 
There is a certain comfort to be derived from this, but 
hardly any use.

However, among the vague impressions left behind 
by conferences a few are strong and indelible. In my 
case, one of these was the appearance at a conference 
of Christine Lagarde. I forget what the conference was 
about, what was said, and who was there – except, that 
is, for Christine Lagarde. 

She had not long before been appointed head of 
the International Monetary Fund. She gave a speech 
whose content now entirely escapes me but was 
probably about the dangers and challenges facing the 
world economy, etc. Perhaps they would be overcome, 
perhaps not: that kind of thing. 

What I most remember about Christine Lagarde was 
her entrance and her exit. They were rather like those 
of a champion boxer. She was surrounded by a posse of 
dark-suited men, half-thug and half-bureaucrat, all of 
course with labels suspended from their breast pockets. 
Everyone else at the conference had such labels too, 
which they had to show if they wanted to go to have a 
cup of coffee. The fact that Christine Lagarde had no 
label put her into a completely different category of 
being, however exalted the others might be. She was 
now one of the great ones of the world: power is never 
having to say who you are. 

Both her exit and her entrance were remarkable 
for their orchestration. She was surrounded by her 
phalanx of thug-bureaucrats the entire time she was 
not actually on the platform, as if the world were full 
of assassins from whom she had to be protected (they 
would take the bullets for her). The whole assemblage 
moved swiftly, not only to reduce the risk posed by 
assassins but to demonstrate physical fitness and the 
fact that there was no time to be lost, there being so 
many things requiring the urgent attention of Christine 

Lagarde, without which the world would cease turning 
on its axis. 

Her gait was impressive. Those around her hurried, 
but she strode. Her heels clicked on the ground, 
sounding like a Prussian’s clicked heels as he bows 
formally according to etiquette. She seemed to be 
guided by an inner GPS: she had no doubt whatever 
where she was going, what she was headed for, and 
the quickest route to take. The rest of us, by contrast, 
have difficulty in finding the lavatory and tend to dither 
whether to turn right or left, often choosing wrongly. I 
would have said that it was an impressive performance 
on her part, but I don’t think it was a performance at 
all. She had long been an important person (gifted, 
disciplined and determined, of course), but now was 
a tyrannosaur among the diplodocuses. 

I daresay that when you are surrounded everywhere 
you go by thug-bureaucrats and are always talking in 
public, never listening, for example telling the world 
that it ought to pay more taxes while paying a minimum 
yourself, it is all too easy to lose contact with everyday 
reality such as the rest of us face. Indeed, it would be 
almost superhuman to retain such contact. Everyday 
reality is what so many of us desire or aspire to avoid. 

I had a slight insight into the psychology of power 
when I played a part in Arms and the Man as a school 
play (I have no talent for acting whatever). My costume 
included long shiny black military boots and as soon as 
I donned them both my manner and my gait changed. I 
suddenly became self-confident and strode around like 
a dictator. Of course, I knew it was absurd, that I was 
the same person in boots as out of them, but somehow 
I couldn’t help myself. I rather regretted the return of 
the boots to the theatrical costumier; if I had continued 
to wear them I should have become intolerable. 

My contact with the political world has been very 
limited, which is not for me a cause of regret; but my 
few glimpses of the powerful have confirmed the truth 
of Lord Acton’s famous dictum. The corruption need 
not be financial, however: there are still financially 
honest politicians. It is rather that power corrupts 
psychologically and spiritually. Perhaps this is not 
quite so of everyone, but I think it would be true of 
me, for example.
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Once I was invited to a luncheon in honour of a 
foreign dignitary by a deputy minister who was not yet 
of cabinet rank, but probably would be in due course. 
Observing how this deputy minister with prospects 
was treated was far more interesting than the polite 
banalities expressed round the table. 

The deputy minister was treated with an outward 
deference, an obsequiousness, that I should scarcely 
have credited. There was a bowing and scraping and 
a whispering of messages in his ear that would be 
enough to persuade anyone that the fate of the world 
rested on his shoulders. How easy, almost inevitable, 
it would be for anyone (I include myself) subjected to 
such deference to conclude that he was treated thus not 
because of his function, which he might or might not 
be competent to perform, but because of his personal 
merits, especially if the treatment continued for more 
than a day or two. One would soon come to expect it 
as of right, a rightful homage to oneself.

Of course, the bowers and scrapers may be laughing 
up their sleeves: they have seen many a minister come 
and go, and know that their power is temporary, limited 
and mostly illusory, leading to nothing. But I saw that 
the minister (deputy) had many of the trappings of 
power: he was told by a secretarial flunky when it was 
time to go, which was not the time such a lunch would 
normally end, and that there was a car waiting for 

him at the door of the ministry. I watched him depart: 
a series of doors opened for him not by electronic 
movement detectors, but by civil service ones, which 
was much more flattering to his self-esteem – or self-
importance. A man must have character to resist the 
allure of such an existence and not bitterly to regret 
its passing. 

When power is lost, it usually comes as a personal 
catastrophe, all the more so because it nowadays 
takes a life’s obsessive work to achieve it. Recently 
(at a conference) I had the opportunity, though not 
necessarily the pleasure, of observing former President 
Sarkozy make a speech. He spoke with passionate 
emptiness; he was like a dried pea in an empty tin box. 
It was as if he was on a permanent election campaign to 
be voted an important man. Without power (to change 
the analogy), he was like a balloon without air. 

I would make every seeker of power learn by heart, 
and demonstrate that he understood, Richard II’s 
speech:

 … you have mistook me all this while. 
 I live with bread, like you; feel want,
 Taste grief, need friends. Subjected thus,
 How can you say to me I am a king?

Theodore Dalrymple’s latest book is In Praise of Folly, 
Gibson Square.

The Brexit Messiah
CathErinE BlaikloCk

I am at a ‘Turning Point UK’ dinner attended by 
several hundred people. Nigel Farage, bursting 
with smiles, handshakes and energy, enters the 

high ceilinged ballroom with its massive chandeliers, 
and the crowd parts like the Red Sea. Even though 
he is physically not particularly large, his presence 
is electrifying. Everyone wants to shake his hand. 
Everyone craves a few words. The Messiah has arrived.

Few people have this type of presence. Clinton had 
it, de Gaulle, but not Mrs Thatcher. The Queen’s office 
has it, but Elizabeth Windsor, the retiring, modest 
person who fills it, does not. Jordan Peterson has it, 
so did Einstein, Martin Luther King, Churchill and 
Mahatma Ghandi. 

What are we to make of this amazingly charismatic 
showman with a smile wider than his face, oozing 
charm with that mellifluous voice? The first thing 
that strikes me is his immense energy. Whatever one 
thinks about Nigel, the one thing he is not is lazy. (He 

is also neither a moaner nor a detail man.) The energy 
is more intense than anything I have ever seen in any 
person in my entire life, including twenty-five-year-
olds working eighty hours a week on the trading floors 
of the New York stock exchange. This immense energy 
is especially not normal in someone who is 55 and who 
still smokes and drinks a fair amount. To get where 
Nigel has got against all the odds, against the entire 
establishment, Nigel needed to be very, very, different 
from the average successful person.

The Nigel performance goes on around the clock. 
He will call or text at one in the morning to casually 
announce he is driving back from Strasbourg, or he 
will be in New York doing a speech, arrive back off the 
flight and immediately go to an event in Devon. The 
next day he is in Pontefract, the day after in Scotland 
on some charity fundraising shoot, that evening in 
Stockport for a rally followed by breakfast in London. 

I arrive in terrible weather at the start of the ‘Great 
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that to me. I am not a psychologist but I would take 
such a response to mean that perhaps Nigel is not as 
secure as one might think. 

This trait has bad consequences and in the bigger 
picture has probably cost Nigel success politically. 
The best leaders in the world, Thatcher being an 
example, surrounded themselves with people brighter 
and better than themselves. ‘Always stand near the 
smartest person in the room.’ Nigel seems to do the 
opposite. He is scared of the best. He is frightened 
they will usurp his crown, which is quite ridiculous 
because he is in a league of his own and no one comes 
close to outshining Nigel. He has, time and again, got 
rid of good people who might compete against him. 
Which is why quite often elected MEPs were not the 

best candidates available. This 
certainly happened in UKIP 
where the best got placed so low 
down the list that they had no 
hope of being elected. 

In private, the seductive, 
charming voice is still there – 
most of the time. Occasionally it 
can change in a flash and you see 
a very different person indeed. 
Flashes of anger, flashes of total 
ruthlessness, flashes of spite. 

Everyone has this within them. 
It is not unique to Nigel. Just look 
at how people behave during 
nasty divorces. Many brilliant 
people, especially politicians, 
are extremely egotistical and 
many have a temper or can bully. 

Politics is a nasty game and it takes a certain type of 
person to succeed. But where Nigel is different, is the 
skill with which he can use his voice and words. Just 
a couple of words in a different tone and you know 
exactly that something is not liked and it is deadly.

Nigel is the master of brevity – he can deploy 
the Exocet missile of a single word, fired with pin-
point accuracy. Nigel called an ex-leader of UKIP, 
‘employee’. A single-word description that summed 
up so much about this person’s organisational skills or 
lack of them and their low underling status.

And Nigel will drop one word into a conversation 
with you, in the midst of chatting about something 
completely different. He once said to me ‘X senior 
person and Y senior person are not as good as their 
CV’s either.’ And you are left thinking, am I the 
‘either’? Did I hear what I thought I heard? I am an 
acute enough observer to think I was meant to hear 
whatever I thought I heard. Little put downs spread 
with honey.

Brexit Betrayal March’, a ten day march from 
Sunderland to London. Nigel is already there being 
mobbed by photographers and cameramen in such a 
scrum that someone nearly got crushed in the mud. 
The first day was along a coastal path for twenty 
gruelling, up-and-down-hill miles to Hartlepool. We 
all trekked along in squelching mud, driving rain and 
freezing wind. 

Who walked faster than anyone else? Nigel. Not only 
was he miles ahead of everyone surrounded by press 
and journalists, but was talking as he walked. Most 
of the journalists lasted half a mile. The next day the 
Twitterati complained that Nigel was not walking all 
two hundred miles. It goes on, day after day. Nigel 
has been campaigning to leave the European union, 
relentlessly for twenty-five years. 
For this alone he does deserve a 
knighthood, the thing he desires 
above all.

I  had the opportunity to 
watch him closely while I was 
setting up the Brexit Party and 
undertaking a gruelling two-
month administrative marathon, 
first dreaming up the name The 
Brexit Party, then trying to get 
it registered with an Electoral 
Commiss ion  who seemed 
determined to stop me. Where 
the electoral commission failed 
the Guardian, anxious to destroy 
the Brexit Party at its very roots, 
succeeded. Despite being married 
to a black man, I was denounced 
as racist for some tweets I wrote months before, a 
casualty of the left’s determination to frustrate the 
will of the common people. Within 24 hours I was a 
zombie, condemned to walk only in the political night.

As with most ‘Messiahs’ people either love Nigel 
or hate him, irrespective of the politics involved. He 
seems to be able to make people who did love and 
admire him intensely, hate him; many are ex-colleagues 
and people politically on the same ‘side’. A large band 
of these have been left behind in UKIP; some very 
bitter.

While publicly assured, privately he seems uncertain 
of himself and insecure. On one occasion, I said to 
Nigel, ‘I have got my first article in the Telegraph’. I 
was really pleased. I am not a professional journalist 
and had only started writing two years ago. Nigel said, 
‘I got one in too’. This was a bizarre thing to say. Here 
is a worldwide political phenomenon, a man who has 
had hundreds of articles published and thousands of 
hours of television time, and he feels the need to say 
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Most people don’t do this. Most people will tell 
people things directly to their face, especially a brave 
person with great courage like Nigel. A woman with 
a close emotional bond once said to me, ‘Nigel does 
not like conflict. He avoids it at all cost.’ 

This is quite surprising given that Nigel has had 
a lifetime of conflict with political opponents. One 
would think a man brave enough to be assaulted, to be 
nearly killed, to be milk-shaked, to suffer tremendous 
personal abuse every day of his life, would be able to 
tell someone something that they do not want to hear 
in plain speech. 

But Nigel does not tell people things directly. He 
seems to use a couple of close office people as hatchet 
men to do his deeds for him or instead acts like Sir 
Humphrey in ‘Yes Minister’: ‘maybe’, ‘in the fullness 

of time’, ‘it is early days yet’. Words that cover up 
saying something unpleasant directly to their face – 
the results of a decision that may have been made 
months ago.

Finally, people ask if I am ‘friends’ with Nigel. I 
do not think he really does friends. He has people he 
drinks with. He has ex-wives and children. He has 
people he parties with. He has political friends but he 
trusts few. He has been hurt too often before, to have 
friends. ‘Friends’ in politics are deadly.

Catherine Blaiklock founded and named the Brexit 
Party. She subsequently applied to join the Conservative 
Party but was turned down because of her connections 
with Farage and the Brexit Party. It’s plain that the 
Conservative Party is still a liberal democrat party.

James Wilson’s funeral was a pitiable affair. His 
mourners only filled the front row of seats and most 
of those were his carers. They were not paid to be 

there, but did so out of respect, and because no man’s 
funeral should be unattended.

I recently watched an interview between Jordan 
Peterson and Russell Brand, where the oh-so 
enlightened Brand slipped a joke in about nicking old 
ladies purses in care homes. The joke slipped under 
the radar, for the stereotype of the embittered, spiteful 
carer is so well ingrained in the public psyche that it 
meets little scrutiny. After all, carers only draw media 
concern when undercover footage of abuse emerges.

James was profoundly disabled from birth. All he 
could say was ‘ba ba’ and he could not control his 
bowels or bladder.

He entered care at the age of three, some time 
in the early fifties. Over time parents died, siblings 
dissipated and most of his accompanying paperwork 
was lost during a series of moves, as he shifted from 
one home to another. 

By the time I started caring for him three years 
ago, he was a man with no history, a static figure who 
passed his days sat in a chair next to a radio tuned 
to Classic FM. His medication was a cocktail tray, his 
skincare and pressure sore regimes and toileting took 
up most of the shift.

Every morning two support workers washed and 
dressed James, put his slippers on, sat him in an 
armchair, and turned his radio to Classic FM. We 

Not a Sparrow Falls
hEathEr ollErEnshaw

liked to imagine James’s mind was a palace filled 
with Mozart and Vivaldi, though he gave no outward 
indication for his preference. 

Caring for James was an incredibly difficult task for 
untrained, minimum wage men and women, whose 
job titles are vague, and who wear no uniform to 
define them; doubly so when he began to die, when 
he could not swallow and choked frequently. Several 
times staff had to intervene and clear his airways, a 
skilled task which left them left shaking. Although 
we had the occasional visit from a nurse, nursing 
in general has deserted those most in need of their 
permanent presence in care in homes like ours. 
Florence Nightingale would be appalled. Until care 
homes have a statutory obligation to provide daily 
cover there is no chance of any improvement. 

Like any totally disabled patient James was 
vulnerable to abuse which was why his small group of 
regular carers were always on the alert for any signs of 
neglect or cruelty. Yet although it never occurred, the 
potential was there because of a cheap jack rostering 
system foisted on us by the company and which was 
beyond our control.

In my three years of employment, the company 
never once managed to maintain adequate staffing 
levels. It was at night we feared for James. The position 
was filled by a series of rolling agency workers. The 
regular staff were not there to witness anything 
and the company, like all other care companies, had 
absolutely no knowledge about what goes in the 
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unmonitored night hours in a nursing home.
‘What do you mean I’m on my own?’ the agency 

worker I had never seen before says, as I handed the 
keys over to her at the end of my evening shift. 

‘Where are the other night staff?’
‘There aren’t any other night staff.’ 
‘I’ll introduce you to the residents, and then I have 

to go.’ 
The woman I’m giving the keys to, who is an 

immigrant, looks horrified, just like all the other casual 
workers when I jump this on them at the end of the 
evening shift. Having to keep showing strangers how 
to do the job erodes ones morale, as does wondering 
what is happening to the patients during the night, 
and glancing over them for injury the next morning.

In 2016 Brent Borough Council had a lengthy 
investigation on their hands after a woman in a care 
home was found to have HIV. Nobody was brought 
to justice, however, because the rape and abuse took 
place in the last ten years, during which time, so many 
night workers had likely passed through the doors that 
it was impossible to find the culprit.

Most people, regardless of who they are and where 
they come from, are not abusers, but why lay down all 
the necessary conditions for it to happen?

Cost of course, and a workforce subjugated enough 
to accept such precarious conditions of employment. 

One morning James was especially soiled. It was 
decided among the regular support workers that 
the night worker could not have changed him. A 
complaint was put in, and the care worker phoned and 
interrogated. She wept and pleaded – she had done 
her job, she changed him an hour before the day shift 
arrived and she didn’t know why he was so wet. We 

Dutiful Roman Catholics on a Sunday morning, or 
parents whose priority is to get their child into a 
good school, stand in line for a dry wafer and a 

sip of acidic plonk. Sacrilege – this is the body and blood 
of Christ! Yet according to the Catholic Herald, a growing 
number of confirmed followers regard the eucharist as 
merely symbolic. If this ritual of holy communion is 
undermined by cold reason, the flock has been shepherded 
to a barren field. 

In a society liberated by Enlightenment values, 
Christians are free to believe whatever they want, and 
transubstantiation may be a pretence to all but the devout. 
Many of the nominally faithful don’t believe in Heaven 
or an afterlife. Some go as far as doubting the existence 
of God, perceiving their religion as a set of principles for 

The Transphobic Martyrs
thomas lEss

worried at this point, that although he was very wet, 
it was not impossible he had been changed an hour 
and a half before. Regardless of the truth, which could 
never be known, she simply disappeared. Another 
name crossed off the rota, a phone call made, and a 
new name penned in for tomorrow’s night shift, all 
arranged in a few moments, courtesy of the many care 
agencies that supply expendable, low pay, low skilled 
workers. Far from being irritated by their presence, as 
the left would like to depict working-class brexiteers, 
I am concerned for this exploitation on their behalf as 
well as James’. 

When it became clear James was dying, the support 
work team became a hospice team, responsible for an 
ever-increasing care regime on top of their ordinary 
tasks. For months he deteriorated, becoming little 
more than an emaciated corpse. Finally, on end of life 
support, the care company put two staff on at night.

‘What do we do if he dies?’ said one woman as I 
handed the keys over for the final time. 

I wasn’t entirely sure. Did they phone an ambulance 
or not? I phoned the on-call number – the only link 
we have to the company which prefers to operate at 
a far distance.

‘It should be in his notes’ came the smarmy voice at 
the other end, with a tone that insinuated I was too 
incompetent to read them.

The next morning he was gone and the radio 
switched off. It was as though he never existed, just 
like the rights of the staff who cared for him, and who 
risked the sneers of the likes of Russell Brand to do so. 

Heather Ollerenshaw is a care worker.

a virtuous life. This is their right, although they need not 
apply for the priesthood. 

In the past, dissent from Rome risked severe punishment. 
The inquisition would not have looked kindly on a 
materialist interpretation of the ministrations at the altar. 
We should be grateful for the heretics who paved the way 
for a freer and more tolerant society. But our modern 
Godless culture has proved as oppressive as the religious 
dogma of a bygone era. Thought crime, a major criminal 
offence in communist regimes, looms large in the eyes 
of our supposedly progressive masters. 

We have been strapped again into an inquisitorial 
strait-jacket. Different era, same policing of the public 
arena. In the fifteenth century it was a crime to disbelieve 
transubstantiation; in the twenty-first it is transgenderism. 
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In the past the power was with doctrinaire religion; 
today it is with the proponents of identity politics. The 
newest chapter in this distorted secularist scripture is the 
radical reconstruction of sexual being. Anyone daring to 
challenge this creed risks their livelihood. 

In a bizarre case last year, Heather Brunskell-Evans 
was sacked as spokeswoman for the Women’s Equality 
Party, after appearing on the BBC Radio 4 series Moral 
Maze. Discussing the rise in gender identity problems 
in the young, Brunskell-Evans, a research fellow at 
King’s College London, described parents who seek a 
sex change for their child as ‘abusive’. She rejected the 
notion of children being born in the wrong biological 
sex, arguing that ‘it’s incumbent upon adults who are 
responsible for the welfare – psychological and social 
and medical – of children not to go along with this 
story’. The party investigated this and concluded that 
‘her actions breached articles of the Constitution’. The 
march through the institutions is now stamping back on 
its own territorial gains. 

Another case involved an elderly Suffolk villager, 
whose blog and Twitter comments on the nonsense of 
gender fluidity drew the attention of the police. Warned 
against any further politically incorrect writing, Margaret 
Nelson refused to become an ‘unperson’:  

I’m not going to keep quiet just because some people 
might get upset. I’m 74. I don’t give a fuck any more.

Her response is invigorating to anyone who has been 
targeted by the authorities for speaking their minds or 
simply expressing common sense. For goodness sake, 
we must wake up, and fight back. 

Those with courage of their convictions pay a heavy 
price in their battles with authority, but they will be able 
to answer proudly when a grandchild asks: ‘Grandad/
grandma, what did you do in the culture war?’ Some 
brave souls will suffer from public lynchings, or a career 
curtailed in its prime, but at least they were honest to 
themselves – and, if so inclined – to God.

The final fate of Winston in George Orwell’s 1984 was 
the Chestnut Tree café, where he spent his days sipping 
gin and ignoring the shrill exhortations of the telescreen. 
He no longer cared, and Big Brother no longer cared 
about him. But we should not forget our friends in the 
Chestnut Tree. They have fought for fundamental liberties 
to express our opinions, and to speak truth to power. In 
other words, the freedom to be human. 

Niall McCrae is a Senior Lecturer at King’s College, 
London.

Geographically speaking the North East of England is a 
rather difficult place to pin down. At least in the way it 
is presented by the local broadcast media. For people in 

North Yorkshire there is resentment over being lumped in with 
those who live on the other side of the Tees. Exacerbating this are 
certain conventions observed in the world of local broadcasting 
(print media is slightly more robust). For example in the North 
East all public art is good, notably the hideous Angel of the 
North statue which looms over the A1. The media view appears 
to be that it ranks close to anything Michelangelo might have 
done. Another is that all viewers take a close interest in the 
dysfunctional football teams and the annual attempts of one or 
the other to escape relegation. Overarching all of this is a sense 
of victimhood. The people of the North East are always presented 
as victims. Local politicians never champion self-reliance: it is 
always the responsibility of government and the need to chuck 
more taxpayers’ money at a problem. The other day a woman 
running a doubtless estimable mental health charity was moaning 
about the amount of time it took to apply for grants, as if taxpayers’ 
money should be available without checks. Curiously there is one 
borough in what the television people include in the North East 
where the outlook is somewhat different. 

Richmondshire is a vast rural borough so large that the Met 
Office designates the high western parts as sub-arctic and the 
east, where it meets the A1, as semi-arid. Other than farming and 

‘Areet Gradely in Richmondshire’ 
Bill hartlEy

quarrying there are no major employers unless you include a pie 
factory just off the A1, and yet Richmondshire unlike the rest of 
the North East has very low unemployment. The reason may be 
that if you are working class and wish to live and raise a family 
in this part of the world, then one of the best ways to do it is to be 
self-employed. The alternative is to get involved in road haulage.

The proximity of the A1 makes the village where I live, with its 
lorry park, an alternative source of news and information to that 
presented by broadcasters. The local pub is threadbare and food 
free; a bastion of political incorrectness and working class self-
reliance of a kind you’re not much likely to encounter elsewhere 
in the North East. At least if the media is to be believed. The A1 
is a filament stretching up to Scotland and down towards the 
channel ports. Information of the sort you won’t find on television 
reaches us via these nomads of the road and is augmented by 
local tradesmen. It provides a fascinating alternative to that which 
appears on television. 

Scottish drivers overnighting in the lorry park endure the sort of 
casual ‘racism’ that would have a group of civil servants reaching 
for the smelling salts. The Scots of course cheerfully absorb this, 
then retaliate, usually helped by a convenient English sporting 
disaster. These drivers are men who have to cross the channel on 
a regular basis, confront foreign bureaucracy in continental ports 
and cheerfully dump would-be illegal immigrants in Belgium 
(having watched them board in Calais or Dunkirk). There is no 
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Around 50 years ago, when modernised Alternative 
Services, as they were called, were being introduced in 
the Church of England, I remember saying to a North 

Country vicar that I hoped the Church’s traditional Book of 
Common Prayer was not going to be replaced. No danger of 
that whatsoever, he replied, because the Prayer Book is at the 
heart of the Church of England, just as the Church of England 
is at the very heart of England itself. There was no more chance 
of the Prayer Book disappearing than of England as a country 
doing so. Quite an impossible idea it seemed then, but how 
horrified that old vicar would have been if he could have seen 
how things have actually turned out today. 

Recent historians have increasingly been recognising that 
England’s decline originally stemmed from the terrible long-
term damage it suffered from the two devastating World 
Wars. Already, between the Wars, the prominent conservative 
churchman and popular journalist, Dean Inge, was noting 
that genuine English patriotism was resented by progressive 
opinion-formers. We are no longer Englishmen, he said, we 
are ‘Britons’ and this seemed to him to indicate a loss of 
confidence in ourselves and in our destiny. The Church, he 
added, had proceeded to secularise itself and ‘the laity do not 
like the priest in politics’. 

Gone with the Prayer Book 
mr CriddlE

After the Second World War, the very idea of Englishness 
was increasingly being marginalised in the world of politics 
and the media, prominent members of which used catchphrases 
such as ‘internationalism is the highest form of patriotism’ and 
‘my religion is people and my country is the world’ and seemed 
to follow in the tradition of that old strand of English radicals 
of whom it used to be said that they wanted to be friends with 
every country but their own. 

The Church of England with its Prayer Book services was, 
however, still at parish level as strong as ever in the post-war 
years. By the early 1960s, there had been the biggest increase 
in churchgoing for a century, with the number of Easter 
communicants having increased for over a decade.

However, in the meantime, the leadership of the Church had 
adopted a much more liberal character and soon got caught 
up with the mid-1960s Cultural Revolution with its infectious 
desire for change. Bishop John Robinson in his book Honest to 
God, which sold over a million copies, seemed to be denying 
the reality of God. And the modernising bishops wanted to 
change not only the Church but the country too. Already in 
1967 the Bishop of Durham had told the Church Assembly 
that ‘Britain must become a multi-racial and multi-religious 
community’ and, a year or two later, the Bishop of Stepney, 

sympathy for the so-called migrant among their ranks since they, 
the drivers, are the ones who have to face the abuse and threats, 
with little hope of support should anything go wrong. They are 
also indifferent to what may happen post-Brexit since coping 
with chaos of various varieties is an integral part of their jobs. 
One driver recently took a large generator over to the continent, 
the type which is tightly fitted inside a metal box designed to 
protect it against the elements. Bringing it back he discovered 
three would be migrants crammed into a space so tiny that it 
would induce claustrophobia in most people. Having disposed of 
his unwanted passengers he was amazed when the French police 
found another three. 

In the village pub the drivers meet the more sedentary working 
class. Amongst this group is a man who runs an industrial cleaning 
company. He derives much of his income from cleaning up council 
houses, which have been ruined by their tenants. One evening 
he voiced his opinion of food banks. In the victim culture of the 
North East media, food banks are a product of austerity and an 
unfeeling government in the south. However unlike the media 
types he goes into the homes of the ‘deprived’. There were no 
dissenting voices as he explained how when the benefits have 
been spent on drink and cigarettes over the weekend the food 
bank is just another form of welfare where the bairns can get their 
breakfast. He also explained the economics of underclass catering. 
For £9.99 it is possible to buy a meal of chicken and chips in a 
bucket together with a giant bottle of coke. This will ‘feed’ four 
with the added benefit of no washing up. On another occasion he 

was unblocking a drain at a County Durham hospital and remarked 
to the nurse about the number of amputees he had encountered. 
‘Smoking’ was her one word answer. A habit of pre-war intensity 
isn’t unusual and as a result the NHS in the North East lops off 
limbs like a naval surgeon at Trafalgar. A self-employed tradesman 
who has abandoned the security of salaried employment has little 
sympathy for the sort who is still in bed when he is going out 
to work on a freezing morning. Doing roofing jobs in Teesdale 
during the winter demands considerable stamina. So far no one 
has created thermal clothing which combines both warmth and 
ease of movement when working at heights. Someone has to do 
all those barn conversions and despite the elements competition 
for work can be fierce.

Whilst the local broadcast media find it convenient to make 
a seamless join between both sides of the Tees, the dependency 
culture and politically correct conformism haven’t really taken 
root in this part of North Yorkshire. Instead there is a healthy 
contempt for officials of all kinds and a sense that anyone needing 
assistance is better off asking around in the pub. Overall it makes 
a refreshing change to encounter a working class who don’t view 
themselves as part of a dependant client group. How this self-
reliance has been maintained is difficult to determine. It may be 
due to the fact that there was no collapse of traditional industries 
because there were no industries to collapse in the first place.
Bill Hartley is a former soldier and deputy prison governor, 
and the author of The Dynamics of a Coalfield and 
Hezbollah Wishes You A Safe and Peaceful Journey. 



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 2019 15 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

Trevor Huddlestone, said ‘if there might be 10 million coloured 
people in this country at the end of the century I would thank 
God for it, because it would at least bring some fresh blood 
into a very tired old country’. 

Bishop Robinson himself recognised that the majority of 
English people, in Church as in state, were opposed to radical 
change, but the modernisers were determined that both England 
and its Church should be brought up to date with the new 
secular thinking whether people wanted this or not. 

It was against this background that the old Prayer Book was 
sidelined and since then Church attendances have disastrously 
declined. By 1983 only 40 per cent of the population 
considered themselves to be Anglican. By 2014 only 17 per 
cent still did so and pews are now said to be emptying at the 
rate of 10,000 parishioners a week. Furthermore, with the 
Prayer Book no longer respected as its teaching authority, the 
Church seems to have lost its bearings, with its leadership just 
blown about by whatever the current secular winds of change 
might happen to be. 

Unsurprisingly, being so interdependent, England and its 
Church have been losing their sense of identity at the same 
time. To the BBC, Scottish and Welsh nationalisms are ‘part 
of the political mainstream and are seen as champions of 
legitimate national identities’, but English nationalism has 
persistently been portrayed in the most negative way. In the 
words of a leading Labour politician, it would be ‘dangerous 
and insidious’ and, in those of a leading Conservative, ‘no 

sane politician wants to kindle the quiescent nationalism of 
the English, as opposed to the British’. And the recently retired 
Bishop of London has suggested that it might be best to try 
to re-invent English identity in a new, more inclusive, way. 

While it is now widely being said that the Church of England 
is lost because England itself has disappeared, even prominent 
members of the liberal establishment like the former EHRC 
chairman, Trevor Phillips, and the former cabinet secretary, 
Gus O’Donnell, have recognised ‘the desire for a reassertion 
of English national identity’ and that ‘it is time to bow to the 
overwhelming public desire to see the interests of our own tribe 
put first’. The referendum result has made plain the gaping 
divide in politics between nationalists and globalists and, if 
English nationalism, like other nationalisms, is not recognised, 
it seems inevitable that, sooner or later, it will take on a very 
aggressive form. 

So, for true English nationalism to thrive, a re-invigorated 
Church of England must be back at its heart with its traditional 
strengths, exemplified in the Book of Common Prayer. 
And there are at last some encouraging signs. Recent press 
reports have indicated an increase in congregation numbers 
at cathedrals for the traditional Evensong and the old Prayer 
Book now seems to be strongly appealing to young people in 
theological colleges. So perhaps in a new generation it could 
be possible to see the Church, and with it the England of our 
forefathers, revive. 
Peter Criddle is a Retired Country Solicitor.

I’ve always quite admired fleas who can jump eighty 
times their own height, and am not surprised that 
William Blake has drawn one in profile looking like 

a lunatic, and painted another as a nude figure gorging 
on blood. He claimed it posed 
for him during a séance in 
1819, and revealed that fleas 
were originally designed to 
be big as bullocks, and were 
all inhabited by the souls of 
men who were ‘bloodthirsty 
to excess’. 

Well I’ll drink to that, and 
note that Blake’s nude flea 
was a ghost. I assume that by 
the time it spoke, he’d already 
squashed it.

I lost my admiration for fleas 
this July when I noticed my 
feet, never my best feature, were covered in bright 
red dots. As I scratched and scratched, the dots joined 

Little Summer Visitors 
mary sydnEy

up into a brilliant scarlet rash. At first the fleas could 
only jump as high as my ankles, but then, as they came 
to bed with me, they managed to reach all parts. As I 
couldn’t find them, I wondered where they were hiding. 

Disgusting thought.
Increasingly alarmed I traced 

the worst outbreak to a Turkish 
rug in my bedroom where I 
used to comb one of my two 
cats. The fleas jumped onto 
my feet and followed me into 
bed, not the ones shaped like 
tiny black sails, but flat specs, 
just hatched, so tiny I couldn’t 
catch them, or even be sure I’d 
seen them.

I got more bitten, more 
bewildered and exhausted as 
I started washing all bedding 

and clothing, vacuuming, washing floors and applying 
insecticide from the chemist, in a fervour of house-
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An MA in Censorship?
patriCia morgan

This is not an Orwellian fantasy, nor am I 
retelling a particularly vivid, nasty dream. I 
went to a talk by an associate Professor in hate 

studies, specialising in Islamophobia. I presume that 
departments of homophobia, transphobia and other 
phobias are also available. His university cannot be 
the only one with such shiny bright new academic 
(sic) disciplines. With universities and student bodies 
actively promoting censorship there is probably a 
market for qualifications in the what and how. 

I am not going to give such nonsense the oxygen of 
publicity, which is why I have not given the Professor’s 
name. Suffice it to say his department is funded by 
wads of your, the taxpayer’s, money.

The Professor told us that because the right has 
diversified under the guise of populism, it now occupies 
the middle ground of society allowing horrific ‘far-
right’ perspectives to infiltrate the population. He gave 
the impression that a multiplying, evil organism, like 
something out of Little Shop of Horrors, is worming 

work. I even cleaned inside my microwave, something 
which hasn’t happened often since I bought it in 1988. 

The little blighters still bit. My house no longer 
seemed like a safe, cosy nook. I had to move out of 
my bedroom. This was invasion by an alien species, 
humiliating. ‘Flea-bag’ is an amusing title for a TV 
show, or even for a cat, but not for a real woman. I 
began to experience gnawing loneliness as I didn’t 
want to go out in case anyone noticed the spots or the 
specs, and remembered reading about a couple in a 
rented flat who committed suicide because of fleas. 
The council rather nonchalantly called their deaths ‘a 
very sad affair’. 

I could empathise, seeing animated specs everywhere, 
and jumping myself constantly even at the sight of 
one of the holes in my watchstrap, at the black dots 
which floated past when I closed my eyes. I didn’t 
want to sleep, as I knew I’d be further devoured by 
the morning.

The only way to eradicate them was to call in a 
professional pest-controller. They offered a ‘complete 
heat treatment’ for £1,000 or fumigation for just over 
£400, which I accepted. Before they started, I had 
to remove everything from wardrobes and drawers. 
It felt like moving house as I bagged everything up 

and carried on trying to stuff duvets into my washing 
machine. I hoped neighbours wouldn’t suspect 
anything from the enormously crowded washing line. 

My fleas, like Blake’s, now seem to be all ghosts and 
I have gained some wisdom as well as a remarkably 
clean house. Everyone is deluded about something and 
mine was about cleanliness; I now know that I need 
to vacuum and wash pet bedding every week, rather 
than once a year. I even need to clean my desk, which 
was so thick with cat fur, dead skin and old post-cards 
that the dust mites and moths who are supposed to deal 
with all that had obviously given up. 

I also realise, as you do with age, that our parents did 
things, inexplicable at the time, for good reason; mine 
had a carpet sweeper, an irritating tinny thing that came 
out every day after tea. My father pushed it back and 
forth resentfully and I despised him for bothering. After 
the early bed-making ritual my mother vacuumed her 
house every day. A true 60s child, I never thought that 
any of that practical stuff would ever apply to me, but 
it turns out it’s just too expensive and too itchy not to 
get the mundane work done. Who knows, I may soon 
break the rule of a lifetime and start ironing. 

Mary Sydney is a social commentator.

into people to feed and seed. We should be on our 
guard, because members of the Alt Right no longer 
go around in bovver boots with their heads shaven, 
they wear suits. They walk among us! Brexit was a 
manifestation of how far this poison had spread. He had 
one word for that election: ‘Shocking!’ The election 
of Trump? ‘Shocking!’ No analysis – just ‘Shocking!’ 
The universities needed to train squads to counter this 
infestation – no debate, just ‘crush hate’.

I gathered in my state of simple-minded Marxist 
false consciousness, we must consider politically 
incorrect views to be emotional ebullitions of ‘hate’. 
Paying attention to things ordinary people worry 
a great deal about such as immigration or Islamic 
terrorism, was also ‘hate’. However following the 
disappearance of national borders followed by the total 
freedom of movement which would follow, words like 
‘foreigner’ will disappear from the language. So will 
any distinction between citizen and non-citizen.

I was supposed to feel relieved?
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The irony of treating ordinary people with such 
contempt – some might say ‘hate’ – appeared to be 
lost on the speaker. When asked where a line was to 
be drawn between eradicating hate and removing free 
speech, the Professor replied that he had not worked 
that out! Are public debate, the vote, parliaments and 
democracy to join free speech and be thrown under 
the bus?

With reports of hate crimes sky-rocketing the 
Professor envisaged a terrible crisis emerging in the 
UK. But are hate crimes rocketing? With official 
and unofficial enforcers patrolling the Internet and 
public spaces gathering up disagreeable statements 
or opinions, it would be surprising if numbers were 
not rising. While police are not obliged to treat every 
reported insult as a hate crime, it still has to be recorded 
as a ‘hate incident’ – making Britain appear to be awash 
with ‘hate’. 

To show how far we were down the ‘hate’ track, the 
speaker highlighted Boris Johnson’s comparison of the 
Moslem full-face veil to a letter-box.

I don’t think so, Professor. Does making a jokey 
reference to someone’s clothes constitute a ‘hate 
crime’? What about men’s ‘donkey drawers’ or 
those baggy shorts with panniers on the side and the 
crotch at the knees? Or that ‘poisoned mushroom’ of 
a white dress and spotty hat and those fashionable 
slug eyebrows? At school, I tried to emulate Audrey 
Hepburn’s brows but a teacher told me made it me look 
like a clown. Hate crime? Not yet invented.

Why was Boris, rather than the woman in the burka, 
the ‘hate’ conveyer, when anybody who covers their 
face is signalling an insulting and sinister repudiation 
of society? It’s not just silly right-wingers like Boris 
that think like this. Syrians who after ten years of 
being bombed by their right-wing dictator and having 
no love for the right, are highly insulted by women in 
the Moslem Brotherhood pulling a black mesh over the 
eye slit of their niquab on approaching the unveiled in 
case they are contaminated.

I drew the conclusion that only certain groups are 
entitled to be victims of ‘a hate crime’. Where once 
a baron or knight had more rights than a serf, we 
have now returned to early or pre-feudal times, with 
a hierarchy of sufferers whose status relates to such 
things as their skin colour, sexual proclivities or mental 
disorders, not a birthright. Like the old barons, members 
of ‘protected categories’ have a higher blood-price than 
the unprotected. Criticism of anybody in a ‘protected’ 
group is discrimination, inflicting multiple ‘harms’. As 
society fragments into disparate ‘identities’, out will go 
any notion of a generally accepted standard of conduct. 
Equality before the law will have gone.

In the ‘hate’ prospectus, words, gestures and 

thoughts power action irrespective of what is meant, 
or whether any were actually used to incite action. 
Words, gestures or looks are forms of harm, with 
threats extending beyond individuals to their entire 
identity group; making these mentally ill and even 
suicidal. Intrinsically injurious, their deployment is 
akin to casting the evil eye. In consequence the bar for 
unacceptable speech is dropping ever lower as phobic 
outrage extends to micro-aggressions, micro-insults 
and micro-invalidations, covering glances, silence, 
inappropriate pronouns or compliments. I came across 
a study of adverse outcomes which included, in its list 
of ‘hate’ incidents, whether someone had received a 
hostile stare more than five years ago.

As evaluations of ‘hate’ are subjective, there are no 
objective standards for actually establishing whether 
a crime has been committed, only feelings. If you 
hear something you think can be construed as hostile 
or prejudiced toward a ‘protected’ group, then it is a 
‘perceived’ emanation of hate – even if not targeted at 
anyone in particular. Intention slips from being basic 
to criminal responsibility and this bedrock of justice 
enshrined in the McNaughton rules is jettisoned.

With the mantra, ‘always believe the accuser’ 
spreading through the media, police and the Crown 
Prosecution Service, the Magna Carta principle of 
‘innocent until proven guilty’ has become irrelevant. 
Distinctions between the police role of impartial 
investigation, including establishing the reliability of 
witnesses, and that of the courts in deciding whether 
an allegation is true or unsubstantiated, are erased, 
fuelling mob  or modern witch-hunts. Allegations like 
those of the fantasist Carl Beech (Nick), in which the 
reputations of living and dead innocents were ruined 
by the real ‘hate’ of malicious allegations of child rape 
and murder, were believed to be ‘credible and true’ 
by a ‘must-look-caring’ and gullible police. Francis 
Bacon said that revenge is a ‘kind of wild justice, which 
the more a man’s nature runs to, the more ought law 
to weed it out’. Weeding the truth from falsehood is 
exactly what the police failed to do. 

If you do not belong to a ‘protected category’ or 
‘community’ you can be insulted or attacked without 
it being a ‘hate crime’. Unlike ‘protected’ minorities, 
who stand to be mentally injured by actual or perceived 
attacks, insults, criticism or insufficient support, those 
outside minorities or protected groups deserve little 
or no consideration. White straight men are ‘pale, 
male and stale’. The British Association for Adoption 
and Fostering called critics of gay adoption ‘retarded 
homophobes’ in its guides to adoption. This went 
down well with a homosexual ‘carer’, who said it 
‘reflected the strength of feeling against homophobia’. 
However BAAF did apologise to people with ‘learning 
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disabilities’. Across the world, disagreement over 
same-sex marriage means assaults, vandalised 
property, wishing cancer, infertility, or crucifixion on 
people, along with attempts to burn down businesses 
and churches.

It is time to abolish the rule of hate. The future 
should not lie in more factions joining in the game of 
competitive grievance to win a ‘protected’ category 
award. Rather than giving particular groups free passes 
denied to others, everybody should play by the same 
rules. Any tolerant, liberal society should respect all 
citizens, along with free debate, diversity of opinion 
and representation. To halt the slide into thought crime, 

people’s speech and views should not be monitored or 
youngsters drilled with approved opinions. Offensive 
speech should not be criminalised and there are laws to 
deal with actual threats. Universities should be places 
for reason, not suppression of opinion. The protection 
of feelings or logging of ‘hate crime’ is not a job for 
the police. Offences must be objectively established 
and guilt based on intent, otherwise there is no justice.

Everyone should receive equal regard and protection. 
Otherwise we all bleed.

Patricia Morgan’ s latest book is The Marriage Lines 
(Wilberforce)

Towards the end of the twentieth century the 
scientist James Lovelock announced his theory 
that the Earth, like a biological organism, was 

self-regulating, taking into account both the life on the 
planet and the natural forces that affected its behaviour. 
The idea was roughly that if the Earth got too hot for 
some reason, there would be an automatic response to 
reduce the heat, or if the Earth got too cold, the natural 
response would be to produce some warming. The 
novelist William Golding had already personified the 
Earth as Gaia, harking back to the Earth Goddess, and 
the name has stuck. Lovelock’s was a remarkable idea, 
that on an optimistic reading would sort out our current 
problems of global warming. However, a benevolent 
Gaia, that takes into account the life on the planet, may 
not entirely suit mankind.

Climatologists that warn us about global warming, 
also tell us that natural processes are observed by 
geologists that have acted over a considerable part of 
the 4 billion-year life of the Earth, and have produced 
a sequence of Ice Ages. An analysis of the last million 
years or so reveals that the end of the last glaciation 
was some 10,000 years ago, and the same analysis 
suggests that we are due for another bout soon (in the 
geological time scale), or, more accurately, possibly 
we haven’t got over the last Ice Age, but just happen 
to be in a warm spell. This is not good news. Another 
spell of glaciation would reduce the sea level, making 
more land available but less to farm, and we have to 
be concerned about keeping warm. However, the good 
news: humankind, with its burgeoning population and 
its taste for red meat, its industry, aeroplanes and cars, 
is breathing out, one way and another, carbon dioxide 

The Coming Little Ice Age? 
Brian ridlEy 

which, along with water vapour, is a greenhouse gas 
that will keep the Earth warm. The trouble is, the timing 
is all wrong. Man-made global warming is happening 
now, not some time in the future when we might need 
it. Indeed, it may already have masked the cooling 
heralding an incipient Ice Age.

Comfortingly, the geological time-scale is orders 
of magnitude vaster than the human one. Geologists 
identify three Ice Ages: during the late Precambrian 
(2,600-600 million years (mys) ago, the Permo-
Carbonifereous (400-200 mys ago), and the most recent 
the Quaternary (2 mys to the present). Given how 
long Ice Age periods last, we may be still in the last 
one. Historically (human time-scale), the seventeenth 
century recorded a much harsher climate than the 
present one, with frozen rivers and advancing glaciers. 
This period is known as The Little Ice Age (1430-1850 
AD); it reminds us that our present climate is probably 
only one of those warm periods that periodically 
intersperse glaciation in an Ice Age. (I have a report 
from the Evening Chronicle (Newcastle’s daily, circa 
1880) of my grandfather and grandmother skating on 
the River Tyne). The Little Ice Age is uncomfortably 
close to the present day. We need to predict when our 
warm period might end.

It is all extremely complicated. On the largest 
time scale, Ice Ages occur roughly periodically with 
a period of 250-300 mys or so. This is the period 
of galactic rotation, but if there is a connection, it 
is not obvious. Arthur Holmes, in his magisterial 
book Principles of Physical Geology, quotes another 
geologist, A P Coleman, ‘..it may be long before the 
complicated causes [of Ice Ages] are unravelled.’ Some 
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important unravelling was done nearly a century ago 
by Milankovitch (a Yugoslav), who developed an 
astronomical theory of Ice Ages that is now taken as the 
best guide. The Milankovitch curve plots the amount 
of solar radiation falling on the Earth’s surface over the 
last million years, which shows a conspicuous pattern 
of alternating warm and cold periods that mirrors the 
last Ice Age. It approximately reflects the behaviour of 
three planetary movements. First is the axis of rotation 
of the Earth that is inclined to the plane of the Earth’s 
orbit, producing the familiar sequence of summer and 
winter. This inclination is not constant but varies with 
a period of some 40,000 years. The second is a wobble 
caused by the attraction of the sun and moon to the 
Earth’s equatorial bulge, producing what we know as 
the precession of the equinoxes, period 21,000 years. 
Finally, there is the variation of the Earth’s orbit around 
the centre of gravity of the sun and the planets. This is 
an ellipse whose shape is described by the eccentricity 
which varies with a period of 92,000 years, from 
circular to elongated ellipse and back. These periods 
are roughly evident in the Milankovitch curve, showing 
that solar radiation is a vital factor, but certainly not the 
only one. There is the circulation of the atmosphere, 
ocean currents, the 11-year cycle of solar spots: all 
contribute to the climate in a complex way.

The shortest time between warm and cold periods 

is about 10,000 years with interglacials that can be as 
long as 100,000 years and more. These periods are 
immensely long compared with the human lifespan, 
which surely makes it sensible to ignore worries about 
an imminent Ice Age and concentrate on the battle 
against global warming. Such a battle is fought on 
one side with passionate intensity, and regarded as 
absurd, costly and pointless by the other. Since man 
is deemed responsible for global warming, a simple, 
if apocalyptic, solution is to cull mankind. A smaller 
population would alleviate the problem and perhaps 
solve it. This may turn out to be the answer Gaia has 
in mind. When it all gets out of hand the magnetic field 
can be switched off, letting the solar wind penetrate 
the atmosphere and eliminate the ozone layer, thus 
allowing ultraviolet radiation from the sun to burn 
us all to death. Well. It’s a thought. Alternatively, as 
we mooted before, we could leave it to Gaia to sort 
it out and maintain a balance. The trouble then is that 
the default climatic situation as evidenced by Earth’s 
geological history is one of Ice Ages, with glaciation 
present some 90 per cent of the time. Not ideal!

Is it remotely possible that, in the light of these 
considerations, we might come to regard mankind’s 
global warming as a good thing?

Brian Ridley is a Fellow of the Royal Society.

The Ant and the Grasshopper 
dylan stEvEnson 

One of the remarkable features of modern life 
is that famine, which for so long had been 
the scourge of national prosperity, has simply 

ceased to exist in most parts of the world. More 
interesting is that the lesson on how to accomplish this 
goal was taught as early as the Old Testament. When 
Pharaoh has visions of seven fat cows being stalked 
by seven lean ones, and seven good heads of grain 
followed by seven scorched ones, Joseph is quick to 
point out that the good years represented by the fat 
cows and full heads of grain will be followed by a 
subsequent famine when ‘all the abundance in Egypt 
will be forgotten and famine will ravage the land’. 
Disaster, according to Joseph, can only be staved off 
if ‘this food is held in reserve for the country, to be 
used during the seven years of famine that will come 
upon Egypt, so that the country may not be ruined 
by famine’. Perhaps completely unbeknownst to the 
original authors, the Book of Genesis provided both 

the first documented example of the business cycle and 
simultaneously showed how to prepare for it: saving 
during the boom can minimise the pain of the bust.

However, the wisdom contained in old texts seems 
to have been ignored by modern macroeconomic 
orthodoxy. Notably, it is unfortunate that John Maynard 
Keynes in his General Theory effectively discarded 
this mentality towards the money supply. The problem 
for Keynes was not that people saved too little (and 
thus over-exposed themselves to the harm of the bust), 
but rather that they saved at all. Keynes, in brief, 
argued that the level of employment was determined 
by aggregate demand, and that aggregate demand 
was determined by how much people were spending. 
Essentially, if people spent more, their increasing 
demand for goods would lead to employment. If 
people spent less, the contracting demand for goods 
would lead to unemployment. Consumer spending was 
therefore encouraged to keep employment up, and keep 
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capital and destabilization.
Instead, policymakers should remember the lesson of 

Joseph in the Old Testament, or perhaps the idiom that 
an ounce of prevention is better than a pound of cure. 
Rather than punishing the private sector after the bust, 
policymakers should re-examine the incentives offered 
during the boom, and take measures to ensure the growth 
is not overheated and inflationary in nature, but rather 

sustainable and beneficial to the 
nation’s capital stock.

While Central Banks are 
often willing to adjust interest 
rates, there is another lever 
that they can pull. They have 
the ability to adjust the amount 
of capital that banks and the 
financial sector must hold 
relative to how much they 
can lend out in the form of 
the reserve ratio. During times 
of boom, when liquidity is 
abundant and the economy is at 
risk of overheating, increasing 
this reserve ratio would 
serve to act as a moderating 

measure, slowing the rate of growth and lowering the 
risk of overheating. In a time of abundant liquidity, this 
would serve to lock away the excess liquidity sloshing 
around the market, and keep it in store in the vaults 
of the banks. Once the crash inevitably comes, this 
reserve ratio can be lowered, releasing that liquidity 
back into the economy and minimizing the impact of 
the bust, hopefully tiding the economy over until the 
next boom and bull cycle emerges. 

Many will rightly point out that this serves as 
something similar to quantitative easing, having the 
same effect of stimulus into the economy. The key 
difference is that where quantitative easing produces 
new money where there was none before, and injects 
it into the economy from the syringe of centrality, 
lowering the reserve ratio in the bust merely releases 
money that was already in the economy back into the 
system after having previously stored it in the boom. 
The latter provides economic relief through a larger 
savings account, while the former offers a deus ex 
machina approach to economic management.

This is not meant to be a total and unequivocal panacea 
for the problems facing economic policymakers, 
as the economy is a complicated organism with a 
multiplicity of inputs and perspectives on how best to 
ensure its prosperity, and even the definition thereof. 
Rather, this is meant to be a brief outline of how one 
lever that is largely ignored by policymakers can be 
adjusted in order to secure the prosperity of the boom 

the economy growing. 
While this might be a highly condensed view of 

Keynes’s beliefs, it is one that serves our purpose, and 
illustrates his view of the economy as a large machine 
whose wheels and cogs are perpetually greased by 
eternal spending. There are a few concerns, however, 
that result from his perspective on the inherent goodness 
of this spending, the most significant of which is the 
over extension of the money 
supply. In the analogous case 
of the Old Testament and 
Pharaoh’s economic concerns, 
if a granary contained a 
certain amount of grain, then 
it could only give out up to 
that amount. If, however, a 
modern bank has funds in its 
vaults, it can give out as much 
as it chooses, inflating the 
money supply in the process. 
As long as there is no run on 
the banks, then it can offer out 
multiples of what it actually 
has on the books, potentially 
massively overextending its 
credit capacity, and endangering its financial footing. 

This extension of the money supply is needed to 
maintain the spending required by Keynesian theory, 
but places the economy in a precarious position, due 
to the abundance of liquidity it creates. Exacerbated 
by low interest rates, which disincentivize saving, the 
mass extension of the money supply in the boom leads 
to an excess of liquidity, and the resulting combination 
of this liquidity and the hunt for returns above the rate 
of interest lead to hurried investment, the misallocation 
of capital, and the creation of a series of bubbles in 
the economy. All it takes is for one of these to pop, as 
happened in 1929 with the stock market, in 2000 with 
the technology space and in 2008 with mortgages, 
for the economic boom to be seen for the shallow 
inflationary growth that it was. 

Inevitably questions will follow on where to assign 
blame, and political figures enjoy the act of shifting 
all responsibility on to the private sector, blaming their 
irresponsibility and greed for the mistake of responding 
to incentives that were created by those policy makers. 
They propose new regulations to control economic 
activity, supposedly for added stability. In reality, the 
result is yet more intervention in the economy, yet 
more distortion of the market, and yet more power 
concentrated in governmental hands. Meanwhile, 
private interests respond to these new incentives, 
making decisions that seek returns in an artificially 
distorted market, leading to further misallocation of 

Courtesy of the Library of Congress
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If you were asked whether you are ‘pro-life’ or 
‘pro-choice’, you’d probably think that the topic 
was abortion. But with strident and widespread 

demands to legalise assisted dying from the public, 
politicians and professional bodies, living people could 
become as dispensable as an unwanted foetus in the 
womb. Minus sanctity, a secularist healthcare system 
will use standardised measures of whether lives are 
worth living, and provide the means for severing this 
mortal coil. All on a voluntary basis, so we’re told. 

For a prescient glimpse of the future, see Anthony 
Trollope’s novel The Final Period. Set a hundred 
years ahead, in 1980, euthanasia is introduced in the 
fictional Pacific colony of Britannula. The enlightened 
parliament in Gladstonopolis decided on 67 as the 
mandatory age of death. In their final year, citizens 
would retire to a graceful eventide ‘college’, with their 
date of cremation set before their 68th birthday. As a 
proponent explained, ‘the man would know that the 
fated day was coming, and would prepare for it with 
infinitely less of the anxious pain of uncertainty than 
in the outer world’. However, the first person to be 
dispatched, Mr Crasweller, refused to move into the 
newly-built village, where he would have been the sole 
resident. The imperial masters in London, appalled by 
this ungodly act, intervened with a gunship. So the sun 
rose again for elderly Britannulans. 

Nobody is proposing involuntary euthanasia today. 
But are we merely at the thin end of the wedge? The 
Guardian, a newspaper of secular humanist bent, 
recently featured a report on the growing number 
of countries and federal states that have legalised 
medically-assisted suicide: Switzerland, Belgium, 
Luxembourg, Holland, Canada, Colombia, the 
Australian state of Victoria, and the American states 
of Oregon, California, Washington, Hawaii, New 
Jersey and Vermont. People need not live in these 
places: the Dignitas clinic in Switzerland, for example, 

The Dignitas Option
niall mCCraE

extinguished 221 foreign users in 2018 (including 87 
from Germany and 24 from the UK). 

In each legislature the cause was promoted with 
emotive cases and safeguards to reassure wary 
politicians. The Dutch government, for example, 
restricts assisted suicide to cases of ‘unbearable 
suffering with no prospect of improvement’. However, 
as happened with abortion, in reality it has expanded 
far beyond a few special cases. In the Netherlands 
the use of assisted dying rose threefold from 2002 
to 2017, reaching 4.4 per cent of all deaths in that 
country, while there was an increase from 187 Swiss 
residents in 2003 to 965 in 2015. While the Guardian 
acknowledged some concerns, the general tone of the 
article was positive, with charts boasting in the style 
of Soviet tractor production figures. 

Medical certificates are hardly a safeguard if doctors 
who support euthanasia are approached: almost any 
case may be interpreted as eligible. The scope has 
widened from cancer and other terminal diseases to 
conditions that are not immediately life threatening. 
Vulnerable groups, normally given special protection 
in medical ethics, are now seen as worthy cases 
for euthanasia. Children have been put down in the 
Benelux countries. British campaigners began by 
highlighting uniquely desperate conditions such as 
‘locked-in syndrome’, but now they present absolutist 
notions of diseases as a fate worse than death. Multiple 
sclerosis, for example, is a degenerative disease of 
the nervous system, culminating in severe physical 
handicap. A frightening diagnosis, but it is possible 
to continue to lead a long and satisfying life, with 
graduated help and support. 

Consider the case of Colin Campbell, who was 
diagnosed with MS in 1995. As the disease progressed 
Colin gave up his job as an IT consultant, and he 
became socially isolated as a single occupant of a flat in 
Inverness. Deciding that he couldn’t cope with another 

while minimizing the pain of the bust, reducing the 
destitution of economic crashes, and thus preventing 
the centralization of power in the hands of the state. 
Instead of adding fuel to a fire raging out of control 
during the boom, instead of growing fat while the crops 
are ripe and the harvests good, perhaps it would be 

wise to learn from the lessons of old, and keep one eye 
focused on the uncertain future rather than the abundant 
present, and do our utmost to prepare accordingly. 
Dylan Stevenson graduated from the Univerity of Notre 
Dame in the United States. Currently he works as an 
investment banker in New York.
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on degree and duration of symptoms (as is medical 
assessment of cases for assisted dying). If you want 
that medical ticket for the terminal dose, you can be 
morbidly nihilistic – but not depressed. 

A recurring challenge for people of faith or social 
conservative beliefs is the reframing of debate by 
progressive activism. The debate has changed from 
the horror of killing a patient (a crime against the 
Hippocratic Oath) to demonising those who argue for 
the sanctity of life. Torturing patients by keeping them 
alive: surely that is unethical and cruel? Most relatives 
want their loved one to be relieved of an unnecessarily 
distressing death, but compassionate palliative care is 
more humane than a shot of poison. 

I am concerned at the changing attitudes of younger 
trainees in medicine and nursing. In a farcically rigged 
ballot, the Royal College of Physicians moved to a 
neutral stance on euthanasia, despite this being the least 
chosen option (25 per cent of members). While 32 per 
cent supported a change in the law to allow assisted 
dying, 43 per cent were opposed, but the RCP had set a 
60 per cent threshold for a position for or against. The 
Royal College of Nursing changed to a neutral position 
on assisted dying back in 2009. The momentum is with 
the euthanasia lobby, but it is not too late to save bodies 
and souls. Evidence from other countries shows the 
dangers of the humanist’s brave new world. 

Niall McCrae is a Senior Lecturer at King’s College, 
London.

winter of illnesses, for which he was twice hospitalised, 
Colin applied to Dignitas, and was scheduled to die on 
15th June 2017. However, some weeks before he had 
participated in a television documentary on assisted 
suicide, coming into contact with another local MS 
sufferer. Rona was surprised that Colin had not been 
given basic information on support and services 
available, and on hearing of this he changed his mind 
and began a new life in Greenock, 200 miles away, in 
supported accommodation. In Inverness, no service had 
intervened when Colin went public with his plan to die. 

A particularly worrying development is the expansion 
of assisted dying to the huge numbers of people with 
mental illness, as has occurred in Holland. Soon the 
prevalence of dementia in Britain will reach a million. 
This irreversible neurodegenerative disease is much 
feared by the general public, with common utterances 
such as ‘If I ever get dementia, please shoot me’. 
Most people with dementia are not living in constant 
distress, but their lives may be invalidated by others. As 
cognitive impairment worsens, a person with dementia 
relies on carers to act in his or her best interests. A 
relative, struggling with the burden of care, might 
judge the person’s existence to be futile. Baroness 
Warnock infamously remarked: ‘If you’re demented, 
you’re wasting people’s lives – your family’s lives – 
and wasting the resources of the NHS’. Extortionate 
care home fees and the rapidly reducing endowment 
to family members would inevitably be a factor in 
hastening the demise of a person with dementia. An 
advance directive for a medically assisted death could 
be made by the person before losing mental capacity, 
but would a later change of mind be overruled? 

An ethical minefield would also arise with depression. 
Currently, mental health services are charged with the 
heavy responsibility of preventing suicide, as are the 
police. A man threatening to jump off a bridge must be 
saved. Suicidal thoughts are considered to be a treatable 
symptom of severe depression, and the sufferer may be 
‘sectioned’ under the Mental Health Act and perhaps 
given a course of ECT. If this seems barbaric, surely 
it would be worse to stand by and let an anguished 
father fall to his death. No practitioner would risk their 
registration by arguing that the person was making a 
rational decision. 

Depression is a conundrum for the euthanasia 
movement. Growing public support for a ‘way out’ 
is based on individual autonomy: nobody should be 
forced to continue an intolerable life. Most jurisdictions 
prohibit assisted death for someone who is depressed, 
but herein is a logical absurdity. If the person wants 
to die because staying alive is depressing, must he 
cheer up first, so that he drops below the threshold for 
clinical depression? Diagnosis of depression is based 
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Before and After Brexit Part I
who govErns? 
Jonathan story

The best and only deal for the UK is a no deal. 
Anything else is servitude.

Despite Boris’s victory the EU27 is triumphant. 
Its super-smart negotiators have outfoxed the 
‘Rolls-Royce’ brains in the Foreign Office, 

reducing the UK to a province of its empire, and its 
government to a rabble. Boris will be out by Christmas.

So runs the official EU version. It’s tripe. Whitehall-
in-Brussels is a pillar of the EU empire. Since 1972, 
when the Heath government brought the UK into the 
then EEC, with the backing of the Jenkins-led wing 
of the Labour Party, the UK has been officially more 
supranational than the Pope. The problem has always 
been that the electorate of the UK never bought into 
official doctrine. What voters favour is close co-
operation with European constitutional democracies, 
where national electorates would be able to sanction 
their legislators at the ballot-box.

But EU membership does not allow for that. All 
170,000 pages of the EU’s corpus juris have been 
negotiated over decades, behind closed doors in 
Brussels, and then implemented in the UK, bypassing 
parliament, and granting civil servants extensive 
powers to elaborate secondary legislation. When Prime 
Minister Cameron proposed handing powers back to 
national parliaments, the answer in Brussels was more 
centralisation. The EU’s idea of returning powers 
was that if 16 national parliaments formed a coalition 
against an EU proposal, the Brussels authorities would 
consider it. 

What the referendum of June 2016 has revealed is 
that a very large chunk of the British electorate do not 
like their country being a province of the EU empire. 
What they want is to be able to sanction their legislators 
at election-time. 

They cannot sanction Brussels. From its inception, 
the EU edifice has been created to keep voters at bay. 
The battle of politics carries on within the member 
states, but to less and less effect as ever more powers 
have been siphoned off to the EU institutions. 

Since the 2016 referendum, there can be no 
concealing what Heath did to the UK’s constitutional 
arrangements all those 47 years ago. The draft 
Withdrawal Treaty reveals without any question of 
doubt that the UK is legally a province of the EU. Heath 

declared, passionately, that the days of the nation state 
are over. May’s Treaty makes that apparent.

The true story of Brexit, contrary to the EU27’s 
triumphant narrative, is that the EU’s chief negotiator, 
Michel Barnier, and his team succeeded in bringing 
the UK to heel, with the help of the Remainers. Chief 
among these was May. 

May could have opted for a very different outcome. 
She could have gone for UK membership in the 
European Economic Area, the arrangement created in 
1994 to incorporate Iceland, Lichtenstein and Norway 
into the single market. UK-based companies trading in 
the EEA would have been bound by EU regulations and 
laws. But the EEA would have made the Irish border 
question easier to handle; and the UK would have 
repatriated farm and fisheries policy, greatly reduced 
its budgetary contributions and been free to make trade 
deals with third partners. 

She chose not to. Why? The answer is simple: she 
put party cohesion before country. That meant trying 
to win the support of the three Tory factions in the 
House of Commons: hard-core Remainers; the half-
in-half outers, which she claimed to prefer; and the 
hard-core Brexiteers. 

Most importantly she never ever contemplated 
revising the 1972 European Communities Act, or 
binning it, prior to the opening of negotiations. The 
result is that she went into the talks in early 2017 with 
an official policy that held that EU law trumps UK law. 
All that Michel Barnier had to do was to hang tough. 

She then yielded on all of the major demands of the 
EU27. When she begged for some wiggle room, the 
EU27 declined. The result was a Withdrawal Treaty 
that submits the UK indefinitely to the supremacy of 
the European Court of Justice. 

The EU27, and May, signed off the draft Treaty on 
the assumption that the Commons would rubber stamp 
what in effect was a surrender document. By now, she 
had switched from Prime Minister to her new role as 
the EU’s Governor of its rebellious province of Britain. 
But May could not deliver parliamentary ratification of 
her ‘deal’. Her problem has been that that the Remainer 
majority of MPs are only too aware that 60 per cent to 
70 per cent of their constituencies voted in June 2016 
for a return to constitutional government.
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So when May submitted the draft Treaty to the 
Commons in January 2019, the MPs voted it down 
by a record majority. If traditional UK parliamentary 
conventions still held, the draft Treaty would be dead. 
Instead, she has flouted UK parliamentary conventions 
to get the EU27’s draft treaty onto the books. 

The beneficiaries in the UK have been those parties 
which stand clearly for Remain or Leave. The Remain 
parties, the Lib Dems and Change UK, are clear what 
they stand for, but they face an uphill task in selling a 
supranational EU to a sceptical UK public. 

Leavers have the wind in their sails because they 

After an impressive campaign for the leadership 
of the Tory Party, Rory Stewart dropped 
out of the running. At his peak, he received 

endorsement from 37 MPs. In the last round, that figure 
slumped to 27. If Boris fails to exit the EU, Rory stands 
a good chance of being the prime minster of what will 
be an EU protectorate.

His backers wanted him to be able to appear on the 
Channel 4 speakfest of five contenders for the crown, 
but to preserve him as a future prospective Tory leader 
after the Brexit saga has been laid to rest.

Stewart’s line is that he alone speaks the truth. The 
EU27 will not re-negotiate the Withdrawal Agreement, 
so the solution of how to get parliament to endorse it 
has to be found at home.

His proposal is a citizen’s jury, chosen to represent 
the spectrum of British society. The jury will deliberate, 
then present its findings to parliament, and parliament 
will decide, Stewart hopes, to accept the jury’s 
proposals.

The model that Stewart has in mind is the Irish 
abortion campaign, where a citizen’s jury deliberated, 
found in favour of abortion, and overturned Catholic 
teaching that life begins in the womb at conception.

Of course, the campaign in Ireland involved rather 
more than a citizen’s jury. Big money inundated the 
Irish airwaves to convince an electorate, already 
alienated from the Church by a two-decade campaign 
revealing priestly paedophilia and murderous nuns. 

Ecrasez l’infâme, said Voltaire of the Catholic Church. 
Two and a half centuries later, the enlightenment is 

alone answer the central constitutional question: 
Who governs? After withdrawal, the UK, the Brexit 
Party states, shall not ‘make any Treaty or join any 
international organisation which involves in any way 
the surrender of any part of the United Kingdom’s 
sovereignty’.

The Brexit Party wants the UK to be able to say No. 
The Barnier-May draft treaty illustrates that, under 
the Heath to May dispensation, it can only say Yes to 
whatever Brussels proposes. That is a case of imperial 
overreach, not a triumph of skilled diplomacy.

Before and After Brexit Part II
rory stEwart: thE Eu’s prinCE ovEr thE watEr

Jonathan story

triumphing in Ireland, and Stewart rejoices. His parallel 
for the UK is to kowtow to Brussels in the name of 
realism.

Stewart speaks a truth, but only a half-truth: Brussels 
will not re-negotiate the Withdrawal Agreement (WA), 
and cares not a jot about the UK constitution nor its 
conventions. Nor do his Remainer backers.

The WA places gives the United Kingdom colonial 
status, pending negotiations of a future relationship 
with the EU. It is a lawyers’ delight, offering 
opportunities galore for the UK’s EU ‘partners’ to put 
multiple spanners in British wheels. 

It has also been turned down by the Commons for 
the first time in January by a record majority of 230 
votes. Were we living in a country alive to its traditions, 
a general election would have been called instantly. 

But we are not. May re-submitted the ‘deal’ again 
and again, in direct contravention of a convention 
established in 1604, whereby the executive could not 
resubmit the same proposal in the same parliamentary 
session.

Stewart wants to re-submit the same deal, tarted up 
by a citizen’s jury, for the fourth time. Only that way, 
he argues, can the UK exit the EU, and ensure that, 
twenty years hence, UK-made electrical cars can be 
sold in their millions to aspiring continental consumers. 

Unfortunately for Stewart and the EU 27, Lisbon 
Treaty Article 50.1 is on the side of British traditionalists. 
Not that a written law means anything in the EU, where 
law is a power tool for the prosecution of the project 
to create a Paris-Berlin empire. 
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Still, for what it’s worth, Article 50.1 stipulates 
that the withdrawing country negotiate under its own 
conventions. May, of whom Stewart stood in awe, 
has flouted them, but that does not alter the fact that 
the Commons has rejected the WA; it cannot be re-
submitted, by UK convention; MPs in Leave voting 
constituencies fear the wrath of the electorate.

In other words, Lisbon 50.1 stipulates that the WA is 
dead, as in dodo. The fact that the EU27 says it isn’t 
illustrates three things: its own treaties are there to be 
interpreted at will; law is what you make of it; to hell 
with the Commons.

The Commons is there to rubber stamp the WA, 
thunders Brussels. It has no bloody right to kick out 
what has taken two years to impose on a willing Prime 
Minister. So Stewart is our man. Get the WA through 
the Commons by hook or by crook, and then we can 
beggar the UK at will. 

This must be the starting point of Resistance. The 
WA is dead. The UK is not discussing it with anyone. 
The same issues remain, however: citizens rights, the 
Irish border; the bill; the future; nothing is agreed until 
everything is agreed.

In particular, the UK is looking for a free trade 
arrangement with whoever is interested. UK farming 
and fisheries are back under UK control. The Royal 

Navy’s prime task is policing UK waters. Industrial 
free trade zones are to be opened to re-industrialize. 
A running, multi-decade infrastructure investment 
process must make the UK the best place in the world 
to do business.

The UK puts benchmarks against the best across the 
spectrum of any criterion you may wish to chose: pro-
business climate; citizen’s security, lack of corruption; 
the rule of law, and not of judges; literacy and maths 
skills. Starting yesterday.

The battle of Brexit is about who rules the UK. The 
Conservative Party in its great majority clearly thinks 
that the EU does. Rory Stewart says he wants out and 
that the UK cannot possibly rejoin after the Brexit 
drama.

He’s a Trimmer, like George Savile, Lord Halifax. 
Halifax wrote in 1688 a pamphlet with the title The 
Character of a Trimmer, where he explained that he did 
it all for the public good. His critics considered that he 
trimmed his sails to accommodate prevailing winds.

The prevailing wind Stewart trims to is Leave. He 
means Remain.

Jonathan Story is Emeritus Professor of Economics at 
INSEAD and author of many books on European and 
Asian economies.
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The Yellow Peril
daryl mCCann

Since the Communists defeated the Nationalists 
in the 1946-49 Civil War, Australia’s approach 
to China can be divided into two very distinct 

phases. Firstly, there was naked fear of being overrun 
by the ‘red peril’ and secondly, naked economic 
opportunism paired with the opposite of fear: 
geopolitical naivety. Right now, however, we appear 
to be at a crossroads. Are we heading back to an age 
of hostility, when relations were literally frozen, or 
towards a modus operandi in which we must kowtow to 
Emperor Xi Jinping’s reconfigured Middle Kingdom? 
Newspaper reports claiming that the United States 
is preparing to expend a quarter of a billion dollars 
on a new naval base in Darwin, Northern Territory, 
seem to suggest that in any emergent Sino-American 
stand-off our side has already been chosen for us, and 
yet there are Australians too invested in harmonious 
Sion-Australian relations to welcome any kind of Cold 
War-style confrontation in the Asia-Pacific region. 

Australia, thinly-populated and a far-flung member of 
Western civilisation, has always been concerned about 
threats from the north, concerns that were confirmed 
by Imperial Japan’s astonishing military victories 
throughout 1942 – Hong Kong, the Philippines, 
Malaya, Borneo, Singapore, and the Dutch East 
Indies (Indonesia). Not a few Australians were 
quietly fortified by the December 7, 1941, attack on 
Pearl Harbor because it brought the United States 
into the Pacific War. Come the end of the Second 
World War, both Australia and New Zealand were 
keen to turn their wartime alliance into a peacetime 
military pact as protection against a resurgent Japan, 
a move Washington resisted. Not until Mao Zedong’s 
Communists took power in China in 1949, and 
subsequently played a key role in the Korean Civil 
War, did the Australian, New Zealand, United States 
Security Treaty (ANZUS) become a reality. ANZUS, 
during Cold War, was the Australasian counterpart to 
Europe’s NATO, except it was the People’s Republic 
of China (PRC), rather than the Soviet Union, that was 
to be the main focus of this anti-Communist alliance.

Remarkably, Canberra refused to recognise the 
legitimacy of the Communist-ruled PRC between 
1949-72, maintaining diplomatic relations with the 
Nationalist Chinese who had fled to the island fortress 
of Taiwan after being routed on the mainland in 1949. I 
still remember, as a young and confused primary school 

lad in 1966, writing a letter to The Embassy of China 
for project material and receiving, by return mail, a 
large brown envelope with a map of Taiwan inside. 
My young British contemporary would never have 
received such a surprise, since Prime Minister Clement 
Atlee recognised the reality of the PRC as early as 
January 1950. Few Australians, or anyone outside of 
the PRC for that matter, knew much about what went 
on in Mao’s China, although general opinion was not 
favourable. It was, as we were to find out much later, 
a horror story beyond our darkest imagination, with 45 
million dying during Mao’s Great Leap Forward (1958-
62). I was just old enough to start reflecting on the 
insanity of the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution 
and asked my father, while watching the television 
news one night, if the frenzied crowds waving about 
their Little Red Books were a danger to us. ‘They live 
a long way from here,’ he assured me.

At some point, over the succeeding years, Australia’s 
official attitude to the PRC changed from negative 
estrangement to positive engagement. Prime Minister 
Gough Whitlam, a towering man in stature and self-
opinion, a scholar, lawyer, classicist and urbane in 
a way no Australian Labor Party Leader had ever 
been, gazed north towards our Asian neighbours, and 
specifically the PRC, and was able to assure his not-
so visionary compatriots that they had nothing to fear 
but fear itself. His ‘historic visit’ to China, and his 
tête-à-tête with Chairman Mao, preceded President 
Nixon’s ‘historic visit’ by a year. On achieving office 
in December 1972, Prime Minister Whitlam shut 
down our diplomatic mission in Taipei and instigated 
a new era in Australia-PRC relations, one in which 
politicians, journalists, educators, diplomats, and,  
increasingly, businessmen, chose only to see good 
things in their ‘positive engagement’ with Communist 
China. Every outrage implemented by the despotic 
regime in Beijing, the Democracy Wall crackdown in 
1979, the Tiananmen Square Massacre in 1989, the 
persecution of Falun Gong practitioners since 1999, the 
brutal suppression of Tibetan protestors in 2008, the 
arrest of Ai Weiwei in 2011, the incarceration of over 
a million Turkic Uighurs in Xinjiang, the harvesting of 
organs from prisoners for transplants, North Korean-
style tactics against Christians, and so on ad infinitum, 
produces another call from our China apologists for 
more positive engagement.
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The absolute personification of the China apologist 
would have to be Kevin Rudd, Labor Prime Minister 
from 2007-10 and then again briefly in 2013. Rudd, 
who learned to speak Mandarin during his earlier 
years as an Australian diplomat in Beijing, came 
into office as a China expert who understood how 
to work the PRC. The evidence, however, suggests 
Australia’s ‘positive engagement’ with China, apart 
from a robust trade bonanza that saw us through the 
Great Financial Crisis virtually unscathed, became 
more fractious during Rudd’s tenure. Today Kevin 
Rudd is a scholar at Harvard University working on a 
biography of President-for-life Xi Jinping. He blames 
the recent downturn in China-Australia affairs on our 
politicians, such as former Coalition Prime Minister 
Malcolm Turnbull (2015-18), for ‘being paranoid and 
all over the place’ instead of establishing ‘systematic 
and comprehensive strategic relations’. More likely, 
it is the PRC’s Communist Politburo and the hard-
line President-for-life Xi Jinping, already in power at 
the time of Rudd’s second time as Australia’s Prime 
Minister, that has changed the rules of engagement. 
Take, for instance, China’s militarisation of the South 
China Sea, something Xi Jinping once promised would 
never happen. In 2017, when the then Foreign Minister 
Julie Bishop challenged China’s about-face on the 
subject, a bitter diplomatic row immediately ensued. 
The PRC’s Communist Politburo decided that it would 
no longer tolerate Australia maligning the dignity of 
the Middle Kingdom, which – after all – accounted for 
almost 30 percent of our total exports or $110.4 billion 
during the period 2016-17.

The PRC’s sudden belligerence towards Australia, 
coming like a thunderstorm in the middle of summer, 
shocked many out of their complacency. Australia 
never officially signed up to China’s Belt and Road 
Initiative (BRI), in which Beijing invests billions into 
(say) Turkish infrastructure with the understanding 
that Turkey remains mute on the subject of China’s 
ruthless treatment of its ethnic cousins in Xinjiang. We 
never signed up to the imperialist-Leninist BRI, and 
yet hardly a week goes by without Beijing reminding 
Australians of the leverage it now has over us. Last 
year, for example, Communist China began demanding 
that Qantas remove any references in their businesses 
to Taiwan as a country. Australia’s Foreign Affairs 
chief, Frances Adamson, blasted China’s directive 
as ‘economic coercion’. White House spokesperson 
Sarah Huckabee Sanders was of a similar mind: ‘The 
United States strongly objects to China’s attempt to 
compel private firms to use specific language of a 
political nature in their publicly available content.’ 
While American Airlines refused to submit to Beijing’s 
edict, Qantas quickly folded.

If Australia is not to end up as an associate member 
of Communist China’s version of the Greater East 
Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere, it will be the United 
States, again, that saves the day. It was Candidate 
Trump who announced to a startled world that the 
era of so-called positive engagement with the PRC 
was over. The Communist Politburo had abused their 
membership of the World Trading Organisation (WTO) 
and, to use the words of Peter Navarro, author of 
Death by China (2012) and now in the White House’s 
Office of Trade Manufacturing, it had been waging 
a war against America using the ‘weapons of jobs 
destruction’. Communist China, according to President 
Trump, is not necessarily an enemy of the West, but 
it is hardly a friend or even neutral factor in world 
relations. Moreover, the ruling class in Beijing has 
been intoxicated by a combustible mixture of economic 
power and political paranoia, as evidenced by their 
triumphalism abroad and unrelenting totalitarianism 
at home. Their comeuppance might occur if, and 
when, the Trump Administration manages to convince 
enough American corporations, through the judicious 
use of tariffs and other patriotic manoeuvres, to return 
manufacturing and production of every kind to the 
homeland.

But even if China’s BRI behemoth should be 
challenged or even thwarted, the military power 
and global ambition of the imperialist-Leninists in 
Beijing will – barring the overthrow of the regime – 
reverberate down through the years. Australia’s plan, 
as articulated by the recently re-elected Prime Minister 
Scott Morrison, is to play a vastly bigger economic role 
in the South Pacific in order to hinder Beijing’s BRI 
tentacles. And then there is the military and security 
angle, which explains the development of yet another 
military base in northern Australia. Today, significantly, 
it is not so much ANZUS but the Trilateral Security 
Dialogue (TSD) between the United States, Australia, 
and Japan that characterises our military alignment. 
A new kind of Cold War seems to be taking shape 
before our very eyes. Meanwhile, China apologists, 
such as Kevin Rudd and the academics subsidised by 
the PRC’s Confucian Institutes in universities around 
Australia, not to mention the multinational exporters 
of our mining resources and companies like Qantas 
and let us add property developers addicted to Chinese 
investment, will all be crying out for more ‘positive 
engagement’. We are, all of a sudden, living in what the 
Chinese traditionally call ‘interesting times’, a perilous, 
albeit historic, scenario not to be desired. 

Daryl McCann has a blog at http://darylmccann.
blogspot.com.au
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The Jews’ Right of Return
miChaEl mCmanus

It could all have gone so well. In 1919, Emir Feisal 
wished Jews ‘a hearty welcome home’ rather more 
warmly than Winston Churchill’s unequivocal 

declaration three years later that Jews were in Palestine 
‘of right not on sufferance’. Expiation was overdue 
after more than 1000 years of Muslim hatred towards 
Jews who had dwelt in Arab lands for three millennia. 
Feisal might have been atoning for the humiliation, 
extortion, robbery, rape and murder of a people who 
had enhanced Arab life, institutions, industry, crafts, 
trade and polity, and whose ancestral rights were 
established long before the arrival of the Islamic heresy 
as it was viewed at the time.

Jews are recorded in Yemen in the time of the Queen 
of Sheba, 900 BC. The Jewish Academy in Fallujah, 
Iraq, was where the Talmud was compiled. St Mark of 
the Gospels was a Libyan Jew. One of Baghdad’s 24 
synagogues, serving 80,000 Jews as late as 1930, was 
100 years older than Islam. Jerusalem is mentioned 
hundreds of times in the Old Testament, but not once 
in the Koran. With the triumph of Islam, Jews were 
subjected to numberless restrictions: made to wear 
distinctive clothing such as yellow hats, forbidden to 
build their homes higher than their Muslim neighbours, 
not allowed to walk faster than a Muslim on the street 
nor walk at all in the rain. They had to accept insults and 
blows without complaint and to pay the crippling jizya 
tax, often receiving a slap in the face when handing 
over the money.

In 1834 a Moroccan Muslim woman complained 
that a Jewish girl, Sol Hachuel, had promised to 
convert to Islam but had not done so. The girl denied 
the accusation and defied threats of torture. Mob rule 
ensured that she was publically taunted and beheaded 
before a cheering crowd. The plight of Asia Bibi 
in Pakistan leaps unavoidably to mind. Karl Marx 
denounced Arab attacks on Jews in a New York 
newspaper in 1858, an irony we cannot enjoy since 
his followers today are as riddled with Jew-hatred as 
the Nazis were. Protests made no difference. An 1871 
guide to the al Aqsa mosque in Jerusalem spoke of 
‘trees and stones’ that on judgement day would reveal 
the hiding places of Jews so that they could be killed. 
In 1879 old Jacob Dahan, who had fed and sheltered 
a starving Muslim woman in Entifa, was nailed to the 
ground and beaten to death. In Saudi Arabia, children 
spent a whole year of schooling on zakat, the detailed, 

mechanical, soulless rules of charitable giving, 
evidently rules without charity or compassion. In 1891 
Persia, no better now it is called Iran, produced a list 
of twenty-two restrictions designed to emphasize the 
dhimmi (racially inferior) status of Jews: among the 
small-minded, talibanesque directions were that Jews 
must not wear matching shoes or a coat, eat fruit or 
talk loudly.

Things did not improve with the end of the 19th 
century. In 1907 a riot in Casablanca left dozens of 
Jews dead and 200 women kidnapped, raped and sold 
back, pregnant, to their families. In the next few years 
Jews were driven from their property in Kirkuk, robbed 
and murdered in Shiraz, had their homes and shops 
burned in Benghazi, and suffered three days and nights 
of plunder and murder in Morocco. During World 
War I the Turks, with characteristic malice, enslaved 
Jews who might have supported their homeland; on 
this occasion the Jews fared better than Armenian 
Christians who were systematically slaughtered from 
1915 till 1922 in the first major genocide of the 20th 
century. There was a brief glimpse of hope in the 1920s. 
In Iraq and Persia, Jews were treated with respect, their 
value to their communities praised, and many held high 
office. (As late as 1979, Saddam Hussein was unable 
to find an Arab doctor to treat his sinus problem, so he 
imported a British/Belgian Jewish surgeon.) The Shah 
Pahlavi even banned Islamic dress: women who turned 
out in veils and scarves had them pulled off in the 
street. A generation later, President Nasser entertained 
a laughing crowd with the proposal put to him by the 
Muslim Brotherhood that women should wear scarves 
in public: ‘He wants me to put scarves on 10 million 
women walking in the street, me, alone!’ 

Ben-Gurion in 1937 thought a free Jewish nation 
would ‘benefit our Arab neighbours’ and produce ‘a 
lasting peace and cooperation between two peoples’. 
This was not a view shared by Palestinian leaders. Jews 
continued to be driven out of their homes and attacks 
intensified with Nazi influence. (Arabs were unaware 
that Mein Kampf classified Arabs only one step above 
Jews in Hitler’s ladder of racial degeneration.) In 
1941 in Tunisia an Arab mob broke into the home of 
Afila Rakach, poured the pot of boiling soup she was 
cooking for her children over her, tortured her and 
stoned her to death.

Roughly 726,000 Arabs and 850,000 Jews were 
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displaced in the war of independence. The Jews 
were swiftly absorbed into Israel and other non-Arab 
countries. The Arabs have their own permanent UN 
relief agency and have not been offered citizenship by 
fellow Arabs. Worse still, when Kuwait (employing up 
to half a million Palestinians) was invaded in 1990, 
Yasser Arafat self-destructively encouraged his people 
to join the Iraqis in atrocities against Kuwaiti civilians. 
All were expelled when Schwarzkopf’s forces drove 
the Iraqis out. Palestinians have some ground to make 
up before they can be trusted.

Deniers, bigots and Jew-haters always claim a right 
to criticise Israel for its persecution of Palestinians. 
They have no such right. The founding of Israel was 
not a colonialist enterprise, an invasion or usurpation. 
You cannot invade your own land nor be criticised for 
defending the tiny remnant that is all that remains to 
you after Muslim atrocities and confiscations. The land 
taken from Jews in Arab countries has been estimated 
at an area equivalent to five times the present size 
of Israel. The value of the property lost must run to 
hundreds of billions, and one hardly knows where to 
stop in calculating the compensation for centuries of 
repression and atrocity.

The question arises, since no Jews would want to 
risk their lives by returning to their ancestral property 

A friend of mine is in trouble – a mild, rather 
tweedy youth, the last person to attract ire, 
but he’s managed to do it. He innocently 

wrote a piece for Oxford’s Merton College magazine 
containing the words: ‘Mertonians attended the college 
Gaudy, reviving the strong camaraderie and easy-going 
friendships we experienced in the long-ago days when 
Merton was still a men’s college.’

The naivety of youth. He was immediately reported 
for using ‘offensive language’. The Acting Warden of 
the college has warned him, he tells me, that ‘The last 
five words would suggest that women weren’t welcome 
in Merton, and he said that they were concerned for 
students with mental health problems.’ He’s naturally 
cut all those wicked words out but now has to attend 
a meeting with the Warden. My friend’s concern is 
chiefly academic: ‘Excessive sensitivity blocks any 
chance of real historical awareness,’ he says. As he is 
not officially working for them there’s little they can 

A History of Curtain-Twitching 
JanE kElly

in Arab lands, what compensation is due? How should 
it be calculated, who should pay, and to whom? 
There are upwards of 50 Muslim-ruled states, all of 
them exhibiting some degree of hatred towards Jews 
and Israel. The hostility of the worldwide Muslim 
community is supported by malicious, non-Muslim 
socialists, but many acting from pitiable ignorance 
and a half-baked education: the Labour benches have 
no Jesse Normans nor Kwasi Kwartengs. Mendacious 
elements of British media must be added to the pile. 
This is quite a crowd to tax, jizya style. As not one of 
the 50-plus Islamic states respects liberty, democracy 
or women we cannot expect them to honour property 
debts. That leaves moderate British Muslims and 
Labour members who must now confess their errors 
and pay up.

The Jewish population of Israel is about 6.7 million, 
80 per cent of the total. A few million each would be 
a down payment. Perhaps our 1700 British mosques 
could make a start some Friday soon, and Labour Party 
constituencies could pass the hat at their next meetings.

Michael McManus is a former university teacher and 
author of Troublesome Behaviour in the Classroom 
(Routledge).

do to punish him, but he’s distressed by the reaction 
he’s caused, which has even drawn in the nebulous 
term ‘mental health’.

I mentioned his words to a couple of people who 
were shocked and thought he was quite wrong to write 
them. How quickly we have become used to hearing 
only one point of view. It was once a men’s college, 
and he was simply remembering it, not doctoring his 
memory to suit the present. 

Wasn’t there a time not long ago, when we often used 
to read opinions which shocked and annoyed, salty, 
sometimes sexist or even racist, and we’d complain 
to each other about some reactionary fuddy-duddy 
who ought to be ‘put out to grass’. We did not report 
them or hound them out of their jobs. Anyone beyond 
the metropolitan BBC view of life is now out to 
pasture, and it seems there are no shocking or even 
arguable opinions voiced in our mainstream media or 
institutions anymore. Aged eleven, I heard the vicar of 
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when not covert, are often carried out in mobs. 
Last winter Nigel Biggar, Professor of Theology 

at Oxford, suggested that the legacy of the British 
Empire wasn’t all bad. One of his colleagues, James 
McDougall, wrote an open letter to the Guardian 
disagreeing, supported by nearly two hundred other 
academics. In contrast to his situation, in 1998-99 before 
the age of the twitter storm, the OUP published a multi-
volume history of the British Empire, taking an objective 
and balanced view of its legacies. Nobody slated it from 
a moral position, and no one reported them. 

Biggar, constantly seeing himself described as a racist 
and a bigot, dismissed this ‘collective online bullying’, 

and carried on with 
his work. Like my 
friend he remains 
chiefly worried about 
historical truth. He 
says his five-year 
project will ‘pay 
careful attention to 
the historical variety 
of things that empire 
can be, and work out 
a more sophisticated 
way of evaluating 
them morally’. 

But he’s living 
in the wrong age. 
Nuance has now 

been squeezed out by dogma and fear. He says that 
young academics are now afraid of damaging their 
careers if they are seen with him. A colleague told him 
he would only come to an event he was organising if 
he could be assured his picture would not be taken.

The Victorians were prudish about sex but they had 
a shared, agreed set of values, scurrilous newspapers 
and aggressive political cartoons. Somehow, in the age 
of social media and an Internet which was supposed 
to connect us all up more closely, we have lapsed into 
anonymous accusation of one interest group against 
another, and an overwhelming fear of risk, even of 
risky thinking. 

Prof Biggar recently quoted John Buchan, from 1938, 
on his twitter account: ‘Humour is the best weapon 
with which to fight pedantry and vainglory and false 
rhetoric. Laughter is the chief gift of civilization.’ 

How untrue that is. A year after Buchan said that, 
the world was at war, fighting for shared values, and 
free-speech. 

Jane Kelly was a celebrity interviewer for the Daily 
Mail.

our parish church say from the pulpit that it saddened 
him to see ‘The streets of England increasingly peopled 
by black faces.’ 

I remember it vividly as it led to a fight between 
my father and me, as he agreed with the vicar. These 
days there would be no dispute over the Sunday lunch 
because the vicar would be on the extreme left, and 
my father would be keeping quiet. Similar arguments 
would break out at Saturday lunchtimes when we 
listened to the BBC’s ‘Any Questions?’ I hated the 
reactionary opinions I often heard there. It’s quite a 
safe zone these days. 

Some might think that this death of conservative 
opinion in churches, 
universities, schools 
and even our courts 
is  a  good thing, 
showing the advance 
o f  e n l i g h t e n e d 
i d e a s .  B u t  w a s 
it enlightened for 
someone to ‘dob’ 
my friend in? The 
matter had to be 
physically referred 
t o  t h e  Wa r d e n . 
Almost all cases of 
people reprimanded 
or dismissed for 
being non-PC rely 
on colleagues, friends and neighbours reporting 
them. We now live in a whispering, curtain-twitching, 
secretly informing society which would have appalled 
my right-wing robustly conservative parents and 
delighted the Stasi. I am about to attend a summer 
school. The handbook warns me that everyone who 
attends must respect everyone else there on the basis 
of their sex, race, religion and gender. Fair enough, but 
it adds that ‘bedrooms are private spaces’. I am not to 
enter one ‘unless specifically invited’. 

The days of summer school frolics which I used to 
hear about are obviously long gone. And if anyone 
makes me ‘feel uncomfortable’ I am to report them. 
Names of people to report to are given. 

What if I accidentally make someone uncomfortable? 
Before I start the course, I feel an extra reserve, a need 
to weigh up everything I say very carefully or risk 
expulsion.

Social media, instead of connecting us all up 
fruitfully for better understanding, has led almost to a 
cult of reporting each other and anonymous accusation. 
We are in the age of the poison pen writer. In pre-
internet days denouncing someone took effort, and it 
was a lonely business. But attacks against the non-PC, 
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John McDonnell has said that he would ‘send 
Jeremy Corbyn’ to inform the Queen that Boris 
Johnson’s government can no longer command a 

majority in the House of Commons and that, therefore, 
there should be an immediate general election. That 
McDonnell presumes to do the sending of his leader to 
the palace tells you all you need to know about where 
power resides in the Labour Party.

Jeremy Corbyn’s right hand man – but shouldn’t that 
be his left hand man?  John McDonnell is widely tipped 
to be appointed Chancellor in the Labour government 
which is coming sooner than you think. John is a faithful 
disciple of Karl Marx and recently he expressed publicly 
his admiration for the great dialectical materialist, 
saying, ‘I owe a lot in my political thinking to Karl 
Marx’. Let us leave aside for a moment the unlikely 
combination of ‘John McDonnell’ and ‘thinking’, and 
instead glance briefly at the career of Karl Marx whose 
200th anniversary was the occasion for much junketing 
and ‘special features’ at the BBC.

Marx wrote these words: ‘Capitalists are parasites on 
the working class. All property is theft.’ 

Ah, so very true! But he soon discovered that, in 
order to be a seriously successful Communist, one 
needs a good start in life, and in this he was most 
fortunate. His father owned many fine vineyards in the 
Moselle and his mother came from a wealthy family of 
factory-owners who would eventually found the Philips 
Electronics Company. So he was able to attend Bonn 
and Berlin universities and turn his mind to planning the 
Communist revolution. It was unkind of the authorities 
to disapprove of his political programme and so Karl 
was obliged to flee to London where he penned, after 
many beseechings from his admirers, a few short 
paragraphs outlining the course of his life.

To begin with he found that a true prophet of 
Communism requires not merely a sound financial 
foundation on which to build his programme, but further 
considerable provision to sustain his aim to abolish all 
privilege and create the conditions for the flourishing of 
the working class and the eventual dictatorship of the 
proletariat. So once again Karl thanked God – except 
he said there is no God – for his uncle Ben Philips, 
the wealthy banker, who bankrolled him while he was 
dedicating himself to revolutionary socialism in Soho.

He knew too that it was important for him, as the 

Does the Queen Know that John 
McDonnell Loves Karl Marx?   

pEtEr mullEn

aspiring leader of the workers of the world, to marry 
into the aristocracy. Again, he was well looked after, for 
he became engaged to Baroness Jenny von Westphalen 
who subsequently became his wife. They had children, 
two daughters he nicknamed Qui, Qui, Emperor of 
China and Kakadou the Hottentot. And he instructed 
all his children to address him as Old Nick. But then, 
you see, one begins to worry about what will become 
of one’s children when one is gone. How reassuring 
then when Friedrich Engels, his lifelong friend and co-
author with him of The Communist Manifesto, promised 
to leave them a substantial portion of his $4.8million 
estate. As Marx always said, you can’t beat class 
solidarity! Friedrich lived in Manchester and Liverpool 
for some years and wrote his Conditions of the Working 
Class in England in 1844. He often repeated Marx’ 
slogan PROPERTY IS THEFT. And how prophetic 
that was – for some said that among the Scousers, most 
property is theft!

Marx knew that Russia’s rural commune – once all 
the pernicious influences had been eliminated – would 
form the basis of his Communist utopia. And, because 
he was such a true visionary, he could even see that in 
the 20th century, ‘A man will arise in Russia who will 
exceed anyone in history…’ And indeed Joseph Stalin 
did not let Marx down: he exceeded anyone in history 
in the systematic murder of his own countrymen – at 
least forty millions of them.

As his act of bestowing those nicknames on his girls 
demonstrates, Marx was no humourless academic 
philosopher. And, as an old man, he recalled with 
affection his trip to Bonn with his friend Bauer and 
how they were drunk for days on end, got thrown out 
of church for laughing at the Lutheran Pastor and ended 
up charging through the narrow streets on donkeys!

And to cap it all Karl Marx, the author of Das 
Kapital and sainted friend of the lumpen proletariat, 
secured for himself the biggest memorial in Highgate 
cemetery.

This Karl Marx is the man you admire and follow 
above all others, Mr McDonnell. I think you ought to 
make sure Her Majesty is apprised of this fact before 
you ‘send’ your leader-in-name-only to the palace.

Peter Mullen is a retired Church of England Priest 
and a writer.
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Gaius and Tiberius Gracchus are known as the 
first leaders of the Populares faction in the 
late Roman Republic, and initiated a conflict 

that would last throughout most of the Republic’s 
final century. While the nature of the conflict between 
Popularis and Optimate would largely be formed by 
personality, notably the personal animosity between 
Marius and Sulla, it cannot be denied that at its 
inception, the disagreements were ideologically based. 
From Tiberius’s election as Tribune of the Plebs 
in 133 BC to the murder of Gaius in 121 BC, the 
Republic is seen as being mired in a form of pseudo-
class warfare, with the brothers rallying the great mass 
of people against what they saw as an entrenched, 
privileged élite, protected and enabled by a corrupt 
Republic. 

This understanding of the Gracchi, and their 
reputation as being proto-socialists, as men of the Left, 
was bequeathed by the revolutionaries who would 
claim to follow in their footsteps throughout the late 
18th, 19th and early 20th centuries. During the French 
Revolution, the prominent Jacobin Francois-Noel 
Babeuf was inspired by their example, and adopted 
the pen name Gracchus Babeuf in their honor. Given 
their aristocratic heritage (their father was a consul and 
their maternal grandfather was Scipio Africanus), the 
example of the Gracchi brothers was one of several 
that led Karl Marx himself to write that ‘in times when 
the class struggle nears the decisive hour, the progress 
of dissolution going on within the ruling class, in fact 
within the whole range of old society, assumes such 
a violent, glaring character, that a small section of the 
ruling class cuts itself adrift, and joins the revolutionary 
class, the class that holds the future in its hands’ in his 
Communist Manifesto. Even in a casual discussion with 
Mary Beard in 2015, interviewer Joy Lo Dico asked if 
she considered the Gracchi to be ‘proto-socialists’. Ms 
Beard responded that such a description is charitable. It 
can be argued that it is incorrect, and the truth around 
the Gracchi is more complicated than their reputation 
would suggest.

Rather, those in the various modern movements 
that drew their inspiration from the Gracchi might 
not find themselves in agreement on much beyond 
common rhetoric about helping the poor. The most 

Rethinking the Gracchi, Gaius and 
Tiberius
gaius tiBErius

notable example of this is, perhaps, the man who took 
his pen name from the brothers Gracchus: Gracchus 
Babeuf. Babeuf, who has been dubbed a Revolutionary 
Communist before such a term existed (avant-la-lettre 
as Lenin would later put it), wrote in his Manifesto 
of Equals that there was nothing ‘more sublime and 
more just’ than the ‘common good or the community of 
property’ as he hoped to end the concept of ‘individual 
property in land: the land belongs to no one’. 

It is unlikely that the Gracchi would agree with 
these sentiments, for the Gracchi explicitly defended 
the right of individuals to own property, including 
the wealthy. Tiberius Gracchus, for instance, while 
arguing in favour of land redistribution in 133 BC, 
made clear that he would not confiscate all the land 
held by the aristocrats, stating that they had the right to 
‘free ownership of five hundred jugera secure forever, 
and in case [they] have sons, of two hundred and fifty 
more for each of them’. This defense of the right of 
aristocratic land ownership, albeit constrained by the 
rule of law, would not necessarily have been at home 
amongst the Jacobins moved by his inspiration.

Additionally, while Babeuf wanted to abolish land 
ownership for everyone, not just for the wealthy, 
the Gracchi were actually making the fight for land 
ownership, in this case by former soldiers. Babeuf 
declared, ‘since all have the same faculties and 
the same needs, let there then be for them but one 
education, but one nourishment. They are satisfied with 
one sun and one air for all: why then would the same 
portion and the same quality of food not suffice for 
each of them?’ He held the belief that none should have 
the right to advance above a certain position. Tiberius 
Gracchus, however, lamented that former soldiers 
‘have not a single clod of earth to call their own’, and 
wanted to ensure their right to land ownership so that 
none should drop below a certain station (‘but the 
men who fight and die for Italy enjoy the common 
air and light … houseless and homeless they wander 
about with their wives and children’). That difference 
in approach, with Babeuf focused on hatred for those 
at the top, and Tiberius Gracchus focused on concern 
for those at the bottom, is not an insignificant one. The 
former indicates a belief in the equality of outcome, 
and the latter a belief in the equality of opportunity.
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The Revolutionaries who were so inspired by the 
Gracchi also miss a further key distinction between 
their two camps. The modern replicae wanted to 
Revolt and Replace. The Gracchi wanted to Reform 
and Restore. In both France and Russia the legal code 
was ignored and replaced as unjust. In Russia, for 
instance, Lenin instructed the Revolutionary Tribunals 
to ignore the law and instead govern by what he 
called ‘a Revolutionary sense of justice’. The French 
went much further, establishing new legal bodies (the 
Committee of Public Safety being the most notorious), 
repurposing religious buildings for a new Cult of 
Reason, demanding new oaths of loyalty, and even 
changing the calendar. 

The Gracchi would not have supported any such 
measures, for they would have thought of themselves 
as adhering to the laws of the Republic as previously 
written. In 367 BC the Roman Republic passed the 
Licinian Reforms that restricted the land ownership 
of the wealthiest and guaranteed land ownership to 
former soldiers. This law had been ignored for decades 
and the Gracchi were explicitly working to ensure 
that an existing law was adhered to. The system, in 
their mind, worked, and it was the application of that 
system that had failed. To the modern Socialist, the 
system itself is the flaw. This distinction is significant; 
it shows that the approach of the Gracchi to the system 
of government that held sway was more in line with 
an originalist, constitutionalist approach than anything 
else. They did not say that the Republic was corrupt, 
but rather held up the Republic as the guarantor of land 
ownership for the poor, asserting that it was only their 
contemporaries who corrupted this by ignoring those 
established protections. These are not the beliefs of a 
revolutionary, but of a reformist. 

This perhaps explains the difference in methods 
chosen by the Gracchi and their later supposed 
imitators. Marat declared that the way ‘to deal with 
oppressors is by devouring their palpitating hearts’ and 
Robespierre believed that ‘Terror is the only justice’, 
but the Gracchi had a different approach. We learn 
from Plutarch that ‘it is thought that a law dealing with 
injustice and rapacity so great was never drawn up in 
milder and gentler terms’. While the revolutionaries 
wanted retribution, the Gracchi wanted forgiveness 
and to ‘let bygones be bygones if they could be secure 
from such wrong in the future’. Plutarch’s descriptions 
of the reforms of the Gracchi would not have been 
recognisable in the Jacobin or Bolshevik camps, nor is 
it likely that the Gracchi would have wanted to be on 
the side of Revolution in such circumstances. 

It would seem as though the modern perception 
of the Gracchi is not formed from an unadulterated 
examination of the historical evidence as presented to 
us by Plutarch and the Gracchi themselves. Rather, the 
French revolutionaries of early-modern Europe have 
held up a red-tinted lens through which they demand 
we view the Reforms of the Gracchi, and for so long 
has this lens been held before us that we no longer 
see it as a lens at all. Instead, our understanding of the 
Gracchi has been so thoroughly influenced by what 
we have been told the Gracchi believed, that we have 
forgotten actually to examine our subject for ourselves. 
The Gracchi have long held the reputation of proto-
Communists before the words to describe such people 
existed. It is however, perhaps time we re-examine the 
label, and determine for ourselves the inadequacy of 
this nomenclature, and the misleading impression that 
it gives to men whose reputation has been sullied by 
false accusations of Revolution. 
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Penelope Tremayne, who died in May, was a 
contributor to the Review from 2001 right up 
to the end of her life – her last book review 

was in December, 2018, about growing coffee in 
the Yemen. She was a natural writer and had written 
stories and poems as a child, but as an adult her 
writing was enriched by travels and adventures in 
exotic places and trouble spots; she reminded me 
of intrepid lady explorers like Gertrude Bell or 
Freya Stark. Her peaceful family life in rural north 
Cornwall was interspersed with a great deal of travel, 
reading and writing, and she became an expert on 
the substitutes for war which have ravaged the 
globe since 1945: revolutions and terrorism, their 
techniques and their causes. 

Some members of her family were quite eccentric: 
Uncle Jack, often compared to Lord Berners, was 
‘very good looking and surrounded by a minefield 
of scandals’. During the war his villa at Boccanegra 
on the Italian Riviera was destroyed but he insisted 
on returning to restore it; one of her many jobs was 
looking after him during its restoration. Her father, 
John Tremayne, set her a heroic example: as a young 
pilot in 1915 he flew to Friedrichshafen to bomb the 
German Zeppelin factory, from not much more than 
rooftop height – the flight distance was 250 miles, 
half of it was over German territory and the venture 
seems to have amazed both sides. Victor Sassoon 
had been her father’s observer during these raids, 
where they both broke legs before crashing. Sassoon 
became Penelope’s godfather and after the war gave 
her money to travel in Greece, which made a lifelong 
passion with Hellenism a reality.

Schools for girls were considered to be a 
complication in Penelope’s circle. As her father 
exclaimed: ‘Who on earth wants an educated 
woman?’ So a succession of governesses sufficed, 
although she did attend a convent school at fifteen; 
but voracious reading, a talent for learning languages 
and inexhaustible curiosity would have filled in any 
gaps. Her father was by now an Air Marshal and 
appointed Air Officer Commanding in the Far East 
so the family moved to Singapore in 1939. Although 
fascinated by its luxurious lotus-eating life for the 
few, when the war came she wished to return to take 

Penelope Tremayne 1921-2019
mErriE CavE

part; this was not allowed but fortunately Tremayne 
was recalled home in 1941 for he had disagreed 
with his colleagues about Malaya’s defence. He 
had always insisted, quite rightly, that the Japanese 
would attack from the unprotected landward side.

On returning to England Penelope landed various 
jobs at the War Office and similar ‘hush-hush’ 
departments. She remembers seeing the ‘exotic 
and cadaverous figure of Anthony Blunt like 
some dejected moth flitting through a comfortless 
canteen’. One of these outfits, based in the country, 
she described as a combination of Gunter’s tea 
rooms, a main railway station and a Somerset 
Maugham novel. The Head of Section there, ‘the 
multi-lingual Prof’, possessed a super-scholarly 
mind and had a great influence in stimulating hers 
‘Can any human being give a richer gift than that?’ 
After the war solo travels in Greece followed and 
then jobs in Athens teaching English to children and 
with the British Naval Mission.

Penelope was very interested in the whole subject 
of guerrilla warfare. She had noticed from 1945 
onwards that political violence would became the 
future of warfare. Nuclear war was too destructive, 
so the big powers would therefore not be able to 
fight wars for themselves and the small ones would 
prey upon the still smaller and weaker. Each success 
encouraged the launching of the next one while 
liberation struggles were adored by the chattering 
classes.

The Cyprus crisis provided a field study for these 
problems. She was one of six women who were sent 
to Cyprus with the Red Cross to provide elementary 
health care in the remote parts of the island. This was 
an important function as Grivas, leader of the EOKA 
guerillas, had insisted that the village authorities stop 
cooperation with the British. She soon noticed that 
‘there was an element of non-seriousness about the 
EOKA campaigns in the Cypriot minds’ and with 
her fluent Greek, learned from conversations with 
ordinary people that the only hope for the islanders 
lay in being Cypriots, not Greeks or Turks, and hoped 
that they could unify if only the political meddlers 
would leave them alone. ‘If a resistance movement 
kills more of the passive population than of the 
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enemy, then it is not a liberation movement but an 
enslavement’. After a year or so she became a special 
correspondent to the Sunday Times which sent her 
to assorted trouble spots in the Mediterranean. She 
observed features similar to Cyprus in the NW 
province of Pakistan in 1980. A few weeks after the 
Soviet invasion of Afghanistan, she got permission 
to go northwards from the Khyber pass along the 
frontier where Afghans were coming across on their 
own or in families – the frontier did not exist in the 
Tribal territories. She found a guide-interpreter, and 
talked to many of them. They were not interested 
in the Kabul government and would ignore its 
orders but they had made no effort to overthrow 
it. They wished to throw out the Soviet forces, like 
the Cypriots in 1974. In England the bien pensants 
thought that there was no reason why 120,000 Soviet 
troops should not be in Afghanistan because they had 
made a big capital investment in the country, in the 
form of a ring of military airfields.

It was in Cyprus that she met her future husband 
Tony Willis who had been in the Cyprus police. 
In the sixties they spent three years in Greece and 
Turkey where she experienced her first coup d’état, 
and in Greece in 1967 found the Colonels were not 
Nazis but a rather incompetent military government. 
In 1972 Tony Willis went to Arabia as a contract 
officer of the Sultan of Oman’s forces, so she was 
allowed to visit this remote country ‘stumbling and 
racing from thirteenth into the twentieth century’. 
The insurgency in Dhofar in the south of Oman 
had been meandering on for five years paid for and 
kept on the boil from abroad, first by China and 
then by Russia. Her spirited riposte to an article in 
The Times which suggested that the Sultan’s army 
were the aggressors and claimed that ‘the guerrillas 
want to end all foreign control of Oman,’ brought 
an invitation from the Omani government to visit 
the country officially. She was provided with a 
minder and went on a tour including the ‘war zone 
of Dhofar’. In Cyprus she had learned what the 
so-called liberation struggles were like for those 
who endure them. She now saw what it was like 
for the military who try to protect them and the 
enduring power of hatred. ‘The teaching of hatred 
as a virtue is the mark of oppressors and imposters.’ 
It was difficult to get her articles published in the 
mainstream press; one editor told her that he would 
have four hundred men out on strike next morning 
in that political climate.

In 1986 Penelope made headlines when she was 
kidnapped by the Tamil Tigers. ‘If you lean over 

often enough to look down into the well the day will 
come when you fall in.’ She first went to Sri Lanka on 
holiday in 1985 and wanted to return to learn more. 
When she did, she realized that Tamil nationalism 
had no foundation in real Tamil feelings but had been 
concocted by Marxist agitators; but her report for the 
Foreign Office was dismissed as they had decided 
that the Tamil revolt was a genuine movement. As the 
result of a talk she gave in London, the Sri Lankan 
government gave her a return air ticket so that she 
could update her information. She was captured 
and held hostage for five weeks, and after she was 
rescued wrote a remarkable book Nor Iron Bars a 
Cage, the frightening story of her imprisonment, 
interrogations and liberation. She was allowed 
paper, so to keep her spirits up wrote a notebook 
of her early travels in Greece, so her narrative is 
interspersed with evocative memories. Patrick Leigh 
Fermor described it as ‘a sort of handbook of how 
we should behave in similar grim circumstances but 
also a lasting achievement of great literary merit and 
psychological insight’.

I have met many interesting, extraordinary 
people working for the Review but Penelope would 
jump into the first half dozen. I first met her in the 
Special Forces Club and thereafter enjoyed many 
conversations and visits to Cornwall – she was a 
perfect hostess and excellent cook. Her courage 
and spiritual strength imbued her discourse and 
was derived from a deep Christian faith. She never 
really had an old age as her intellectual curiosity 
and capacity for embracing new ideas and events 
continued to fascinate her; she also managed to travel 
until a year or so ago. The following is a poem from 
her collection ‘From the Vineyard’.

Take Heed
The miracle is near my hand
If I reach out, to touch or take
My fingers on each shining strand
Of life will bruise, and it will break
If I should hush my heart and lie
As dumb as stone, the strange thing may
Without a welcome, droop, or die;
Or sadly turn and steal away
Lost in the storm of longing I
Can only watch this mystery;
And it will touch my hand, if by 
Some miracle it is for me. 

Merrie Cave
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Conservative Classic – 75
th E dE m o n i n dE m o C r aC y:  tota l i ta r i a n tE m p tat i o n s i n 

FrEE soCiEtiEs, ryszard lEgutko

JamEs monkton

Once in a long while, the modern world is still 
capable of producing a genuine contemporary 
conservative classic. This is true of The Demon 

in Democracy: Totalitarian Temptations in Free 
Societies. When first published in Poland 2012 under 
the title Triumf czlowieka pospolitego (approximately 
The Triumph of Postpolitical Man or The Common 
Man), it was aimed at a small, domestic audience. 
But when Roger Kimball’s estimable publishers 
Encounter Books took it on in 2016, translated, slightly 
abbreviated and modified it, and gave it a clever 
new title, it quickly gained notice among leading 
conservative thinkers and political commentators in 
the States. Rod Dreher, senior editor of The American 
Conservative, calls it ‘one of those rare books with the 
power to utterly change the way you see the world’. 
Daniel J Mahoney, professor of politics at Assumption 
College, praises the book as ‘wonderfully thoughtful 
and provocative’. Patrick J Deneen, political scientist 
at the University of Notre Dame, hails it as ‘a work of 
scintillating brilliance’, a devastating attack on liberal 
democracy’s ‘dismissiveness towards ordinary people’ 
and ‘the most insightful work of political philosophy’ 
of the 21st century. If all this sounds a bit de trop, on 
this side of the pond Anthony Daniels has also praised 
the book.

So who is Ryszard Legutko and what is all the fuss 
about? Legutko is an interesting character with a 
career to match. Currently professor of philosophy at 
Jagellonian University in Krakow with a specialism 
in the classics, his coterminous profession in politics 
has seen him hold high office in Polish government; 
presently he is an MEP, Chairman of the Parliamentary 
Group of European Conservatives and Reformists. He 
courts controversy and has – no surprise here for a 
Christian conservative – been ‘no-platformed’ for his 
often trenchant views.

In The Demon in Democracy, Legutko draws on 
his experiences of living under both communism and 
liberal democratic societies to draw alarming parallels 
between the two. Again and again he highlights eye-
opening comparisons between the seemingly opposite 
systems that are truly alarming – and not least because 
as he explains it, one is left reeling with how obvious 

and telling these comparisons are and how shocked one 
is not to have made these connections for oneself, for all 
is hidden in plain sight. Both systems – the totalitarian 
one on one hand and the purportedly liberal one on the 
other – have similar goals in that both attempt to break 
people’s connections with, and obligations to, the past. 
They also postulate – rather, they demand – that there 
can be no allegiances to alternative systems, or even 
acknowledgement of values in heretical contenders. 
One only has to consider the illiberality of modern 
liberal society to appreciate how perceptive Legutko’s 
viewpoint is. In his book, it is all set out in terrifying, 
logical detail.

Legutko observes that public and private institutions 
in Western Europe, not least the European Union, 
often find former communists more congenial than 
former dissidents as partners in politics and business. 
Just look at José Manuel Barroso, erstwhile President 
of the EU commission, a former Maoist (and now at 
the top table of Goldman Sachs, sic); or Frederica 
Mogherini, the EU’s outgoing, grandiloquently titled 
High Representative, the classic over-privileged youth 
who was formerly a communist. Legutko claims that 
anti-communist democrats are seen as greater threats 
than ideologically rigid anti-democrats. 

Both communist and ‘liberal democratic’ systems 
promote an anti-tradition, ‘end of history’ philosophy 
that must oversee the dismantling of obstructive, 
traditional social institutions such as the family and 
the church. Both political dogmas impose all-pervasive 
ideologies that enforce social engineering on the masses 
via schools, universities, charities, media, businesses, 
etc, and both mercilessly crush dissidents, communists 
using physical brutality. Liberals also dispense social 
and financial brutality, with opponents being ostracised 
and cast out from mainstream society. Increasingly, 
as ever more power transfers to government officials, 
nonconformists are ‘called to order by the government 
and courts’. 

Legutko argues convincingly that communism 
and liberal democracy are thus ‘all-unifying entities 
compelling their followers how to think, what to do, 
how to evaluate events, what to dream, and what 
language to use. They both have their orthodoxies 
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and their models of an ideal citizen’. Is this not the 
‘liberal’ dystopia that modern society has become? 
Liberals’ obsessive neophilia compels them to replace 
the old with the new, the heretical with the orthodox, 
in their communist-like pursuit of human perfectibility. 
Nothing can be allowed to stand in their path, with 
their frightening intolerance shielded behind the 
Newspeak-style tactic that ‘everything should be 
liberal, democratic, or liberal-democratic, and this 
labelling almost automatically gives a recipient a 
status of credibility and respectability’. In this way 
they don the mantle of self-righteousness to confirm 
Dostoevsky’s cutting observation in The Idiot that 
‘liberals are incapable of allowing anyone to have 
his own convictions and immediately answer their 
opponent with abuse or something worse’.

Reading Legutko’s irrefutable analysis leaves one 
with the stark realisation that liberalism is the new 
Utopianism and the new religion (through which the 
world will be saved) rolled into one. With relentless 
logic and clarity, he calmly but ruthlessly destroys 

the false and deliberately disingenuous position of 
hypocritical liberals. He is especially excoriating 
towards intellectuals with their complicit ‘servility’ 
(‘reluctant to learn … all too eager to teach’) and the 
European Union, which ‘reflects the order and spirit of 
liberal democracy in its most degenerate version’. As 
an MEP, he speaks from the belly of the beast.

Like any classic work, this one has flaws. Legutko 
might slightly cloud the main issue by his attack on 
‘liberal democracy’; in reality, he is targeting the rule 
of the liberal ‘élites’ and their suppression of true 
democracy. He is also rather uncomfortably fixated on 
homosexuality – for which he has, no surprise, been 
‘no-platformed’; this reflects his views as a traditional 
Catholic, Polish conservative.

Deenen, in his fulsome endorsement of the book, 
wrote: ‘I underlined most of the book on first reading’. I 
have done the same. In its attack on the anti-democratic 
nature of modern liberalism, it is surely one of the most 
important conservative tracts for our times. 

Roy Kerridge

Who was it who coined the phrase ‘The Great 
Unwashed’? People usually laugh when 
they hear this and imagine a class far below 

their own.
G K Chesterton, a great hero of mine, once 

condemned schoolteachers who preach ‘soap and 
socialism’. I agree that teachers are over fond of the 
latter evil, but why should they preach soap? Evidently 
they and many others considered the working class 
to be dirty. There is a difference, however, between 
occupational dirt such as mud or whitewash, and 
resident dirt. Seeing a smeared or bedaubed workman, 
an outsider might assume that the man goes to bed and 
wakes up in the same besmeared state. In my opinion, 
the traditional English working class must be among 
the cleanest people in the world exceeded only by 
Negroes.

Nowadays picturesque Victorian Municipal Baths 
are pulled down wherever they might be. For most of 
my life, metal bathtubs have been part of the English 
landscape, thrown out or used as large flowerpots or 
small garden ponds. Such baths, municipal or portable, 
have been replaced by fitted bathrooms in every 
home. Over the past thirty years we have become 
Americanised, and have a shower each morning and 
a bath on Saturday night. Everyone passed the test 

except me. Before leaving for school I would always 
show my mother my hands and ask, ‘Are they clean?’

‘Of course they are!’, she would reply cheerfully. 
The teacher always disagreed and repeatedly sent me 
off to wash. ‘Please sir, my mother said I was clean’, 
I once claimed. ‘Don’t lie to me boy.’ I was the only 
boy in the school from a bohemian middle class home. 
In my lifetime only the bohemian middle class and 
the mentally ill can truthfully be termed ‘the Great 
Unwashed’. Away from nagging parents, male students 
in lodgings find dirt wonderfully relaxing. I was born 
in 1941 into a world newly bereft of servants. The 
absence of servants getting hot water ready might be 
one of the main causes of our Great Unwashed.

As a grown-up, pretending to be working class – a 
legacy of grammar school – I found myself sharing 
a transport café dormitory with a cheerful gang of 
workmen. I fitted in very well at first, but drew a 
shocked intake of breath at night when I did not change 
into pyjamas. In the morning, when I took no turn in 
the ritual washing, no one would speak to me. Later 
in life, I was sharing a similar dormitory with middle-
aged Jamaicans. By now I had learned my lesson well, 
and showered with the rest of them. ‘If you ever see a 
black man who is dirty, you can be sure he is mad,’ a 
Jamaican lady told me recently, and I nodded solemnly.
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Eternal Life
pEtEr mullEn

West Africans, the ancestors of many Jamaicans, 
used palm oil soap long before the colonial era. English 
pub-signs such as ‘The Labour in vain’, which show 
white people scrubbing a Negro baby in a fruitless 
attempt to remove the black, should not be banned as 
‘racist’. The joke is on the white people.

Once I took a London Jamaican friend to meet 
Peter Simple, Richard West and other heroes in the 
Kings and Keys pub in Fleet Street. Young Wayne, 
a drama student, did not make a hit here. Everyone 
stopped talking and no-one seemed able to speak to 
Wayne when introduced. Blake Baker, a caricature of 
a Fleet Street journalist in trilby and belted Macintosh, 
goggled at the boy. In a stage whisper like thunder he 
asked me ‘Do they wash?’  That was in the 1980’s. 
Coloured people are usually accepted everywhere 
as long as they have an English accent. If you have 
an English accent, it seems you can get on perfectly 
well with the kind of English people whose accent 
you share.

Last week I managed to devise a phrase, which I 
thought would completely outrage any self-respecting 
English workman. Chatting to a Cockney acquaintance, 
I suddenly came out with it.

‘I always say I’ll do anything within reason, but I 
won’t work and I won’t wash’, I announced boldly.

‘That’s a good one! I must remember that,’ came 
the reply. Perhaps he thought I didn’t really mean it.

A few weeks ago, as I was going home, I heard a 
commotion in the air. Looking up to my amazement, 
I saw an enormous eagle-like fork-tailed kite being 
pursued angrily by three crows. Crows are the ‘top 
bird’ in my street near Ladbroke Grove, West London. 

Magpies defer to them but introduced kites apparently 
have to flee. Not long after that a neighbour pointed 
to a blue space between the clouds and said ‘Look at 
that kite. Why is it flying so high?’ I looked and a tiny 
dot in the heavens proved to be a dreamily soaring 
kite, far out of the reach of the crowds. I remembered 
the green parakeets soared higher than swifts on first 
colonising my bird-laden street. Fortunately, crows 
accepted parakeets in the end and these newcomers 
now fly at pigeon level. In St James Park, parakeets sit 
on the railings in a row, waiting for peanuts to be poked 
into their beaks. Possibly their hooked beaks made the 
crows mistake them for birds of prey. I cannot imagine 
kites being allowed to join the chimney-pot brigade.

Gazing at the soaring kite in awe, I remembered the 
verses of H G Romer, the Sussex poet. Madness in 
High Holborn describes a sudden vision, following a 
dizzy spell on a crowded city street.

On every side the city lanes
Were lost between a ferny maze
And tangled deep the narrow ways
That once led down to Clement Danes

While in the air the wonder grew,
For far above the trees and high
Outlined against a smokeless sky,
A red kite circled in the blue.

A mirage of the distant past?
A vision or a fantasy?
Say, rather of an age to be,
When Nature claims her own at last.
(Varied Verse 1970)

We remember St Alban as the first English martyr. 
The city that now bears his name was called 
Verulamium in those far off days when Alban 

was not yet a saint, and not even Christian. He was in the 
habit of sacrificing to the pagan gods, but one day there 
burst in on Alban a terrified man who was a Christian 
priest called Amphibalus who was being hunted by the 
Romans whose secret police were persecuting Christians 
wherever they found them. Alban took Amphibalus in, 
gave him food and drink and a hiding place. Alban asked 
him, ‘What’s it all about then – this Christianity?’ And 
Amphibalus told him the story of the life, death and 
resurrection of the Lord Jesus. One day, the police were 
searching the area again. ‘Quick,’ said Alban to the priest 

‘give me your cassock and you put this on!’ Alban gave 
the frightened man his own beautiful cloak and a purse 
full of money and told him to run for it.

The police, naturally assuming Alban was the priest 
they were looking for, carted him off to be interrogated 
by the Governor who at the time was offering incense to 
the heathen idols. He told Alban to do the same. But Alban 
refused. Something new and wonderful had happened 
to Alban. The story of Jesus which he had heard from 
Amphibalus had strangely warmed his heart and he was 
now a believing Christian. The Governor ordered Alban 
to be taken out and executed. So the Roman soldiers led 
him from the middle of town to Holywell Hill and chopped 
off his head.
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plurality and diversity of the pagan gods and insisted 
instead on worshipping Jesus – another nuisance 
who also got what he deserved. It stands to reason 
that a broad paganism is the right way for all 
sensible, politically correct citizens to follow. After 
all, who did not say a quick prayer to Venus before 
going on his first date? Or to Neptune when sailing 
off on that package trip around the Greek islands? 
These Christians are nothing but troublemakers. 
They refuse to accept our wonderfully broadminded 
sexual morality. They don’t believe in our enlightened 
concepts of political-correctness and Equal Marriage. 
Instead they cling to outmoded restrictive practices 
– such as that marriage means one man with one 
woman as his wife. Christianity is therefore just a 
load of restrictions, which we with our new and far 
superior secular wisdom are determined to stamp out.

So you see, it’s not merely the adherents of another 
religion who are persecuting Christians here in England. 
Traditional Christians are widely abused and condemned 
by the radical secularists and diversity-mongers who now 
rule the roost in this country. A Christian today could 
easily find himself in jail for standing up publicly for the 
Christian doctrines and Christian morality believed and 
practised here for 1500 years. We can expect persecution 
from our enemies. Indeed Jesus told us to rejoice when 
we suffer it. But what about persecution which comes 
from nearer home?

Here is an answer from the English philosopher and 
historian R G Collingwood:

Civilisations sometimes perish because they are 
forcibly broken up by the armed attack of enemies 
without or revolutionaries within; but never from 
this cause alone. Such attacks never succeed unless 
the thing that is attacked is weakened by doubt as to 
whether the end which it sets before itself, the form 
of life which it tries to realize, is worth achieving. 
On the other hand, this doubt is quite capable of 
destroying a civilization without any outside help 
whatever. If the people who share a civilization are 
no longer on the whole convinced that the form 
of life which it tries to realize is worth realizing, 
nothing can save it.

Christian civilization is being threatened, Christians are 
being slaughtered in large numbers every day all over the 
world, but Christianity can survive mere murderousness. 
What no civilization can survive is its own self-denial, 
amounting to suicide. Every step taken by the bishops 
and archbishops and the ruling synods of the Church of 
England to accommodate the new secular dogmas is a 
step to our extinction.

We need to learn from St Alban to stand up for our 
traditional beliefs. Above all we need to rediscover the 
power of prayer. 

Peter Mullen

Many years later the Venerable Bede wrote an account 
of Alban’s martyrdom: 

On a hill outside the town, the head of the 
undaunted martyr was struck off, and here he 
received the crown of life, which God has promised 
to all them that love him. But he who laid impious 
hands on the holy man’s neck was not permitted to 
rejoice over his dead body; for his eyes dropped 
upon the ground at the same moment as the blessed 
martyr’s head fell. At the same time was also 
beheaded a soldier, who before, through the Divine 
admonition, refused to strike the holy Alban. Of 
whom it is apparent, that though he was not purified 
by the waters of baptism, yet he was cleansed 
by the washing of his own blood, and rendered 
worthy to enter the kingdom of heaven. Then the 
judge, astonished at the unwonted sight of so 
many heavenly miracles, ordered the persecutions 
to cease immediately, and began to honour the 
deaths of the saints. The blessed Alban suffered 
death on the twenty-second day of June, near 
the city of Verulamium where afterwards, when 
peaceable Christian times were restored, a church 
of wonderful workmanship, and altogether worthy 
to commemorate his martyrdom, was erected. 
In which place the cure of sick persons and the 
frequent working of wonders cease not to this day.

What are we to make of the persecution of Christians? 
Well, even the BBC has noticed that it has reached 
alarming levels. Last month the BBC reported: ‘Christian 
persecution is at its most severe level ever.’ This report 
was based on an in-depth study ordered by foreign 
secretary Jeremy Hunt and led by the Rt Rev’d Philip 
Mounstephen, Bishop of Truro. According to the BBC, 
one in three people around the world suffers from religious 
persecution, with Christians being ‘the most persecuted 
religious group’. They are particularly endangered in Syria 
and Iraq while Egyptian Copts are being systematically 
eradicated. In Afghanistan, under sharia law, Christianity 
‘is not even permitted to exist’.

The report continued: 

Christianity is at risk of disappearing in some 
parts of the world and in some regions the level 
and nature of the persecution is coming close to 
meeting the international definition of genocide, 
according to that adopted by the United Nations.

The foreign secretary ended by saying: ‘Western 
governments have been asleep.’ 

So Alban turned from paganism to worship the Lord 
Jesus Christ. And he paid for it with his life. How would 
his execution be reported today in our national newspapers 
or on The Today Programme? Something like this perhaps:

Today a particularly irritating Christian who was 
always making a nuisance of himself got what he 
deserved. This bigoted fellow denied the wonderful 
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In 2015, the sculptor Rory Young, who is based in 
Cirencester, installed statues of seven martyrs in 
the niches of the fourteenth-century nave screen 

at St Alban’s Cathedral. Previously the large niches, 
with their crocketed pinnacles, had been empty, and 
the introduction of large-scale polychrome figures 
transforms the impression made by the whole nave on 
the visitor entering from the West end. The purpose 
of the commission 
was to complete 
a  p a r t i c u l a r l y 
f ine  fea ture  of 
the  Cathedral’s 
f u r n i t u r e ,  a n d 
Yo u n g  h i m s e l f 
s a w  i t  a s  a n 
o p p o r t u n i t y  t o 
reintroduce colour 
into ecclesiastical 
s c u l p t u r e ,  a n 
element that had 
b e e n  o f  v i t a l 
importance in the 
Middle Ages but 
which had fallen 
into abeyance, so 
much so that many people are 
unaware that medieval stone carvings were normally 
coloured. 

Since the Cathedral commemorates the first English 
Christian martyr, it was decided that the figures in the 
niches should represent martyrs from many different 
periods of Christian history, and different parts of the 
world. St Alban himself stands in the centre, with 
Amphibalus next to him. (Peter Mullen discusses them 
and their legend in a separate article.) From left to right 
as one looks from the nave the seven martyrs are: Oscar 
Romero, Archbishop of El Salvador, assassinated 
while he was celebrating Mass in 1980 for outspoken 
criticisms of his country’s totalitarian government; St 
Alban Roe, a Protestant who converted to Rome and 
was executed at Tyburn in 1642; then in the centre St 
Amphibalus and St Alban. Alban has at his feet flowers 
mentioned by Bede in connection with his martyrdom. 
To the right are: George Tankerfield, a Protestant 
martyr burnt at the stake under Mary Tudor in 1555, 
in the shadow of St Alban’s Cathedral; St Elisabeth 

The Martyrs of St Albans
andrEw wilton

Romanova, murdered by the Bolsheviks in 1918 – she 
was Queen Victoria’s grand-daughter and a member of 
the Russian Royal Family who had after the death of 
her husband, the Grand Duke Sergei Alexandrovitch, 
become a nun and an Abbess. On the extreme right 
is Dietrich Bonheoffer, the German theologian who 
insisted on staying in his country to oppose the Nazis 
and was murdered by them in 1945. There are many 

authentic details 
in the likenesses, 
including correct 
s p e c t a c l e s  f o r 
R o m e r o  a n d 
Bonhoeffer, Roe’s 
Benedictine habit 
and repl icas of 
historic playing 
cards, Tankerfield’s 
Bible – the page 
v i s i b l e  i s  a 
reproduction of one 
published in 1550; 
S t  E l i s a b e t h ’s 
butterfly alludes 
to a jewelled pin 
in that form that 

she is known to have worn, 
coincidentally echoed when an Emerald moth settled 
on the statue as Young was working on it. 

The figures with their soft harmonious colours 
are seen against a red distemper background; they 
are carved in Caen stone, the material brought from 
France at the time of the Norman Conquest and used 
in many English Cathedrals, notably Canterbury and 
St Peter’s, Westminster (Westminster Abbey). Work 
was begun after Rory Young won a competition for 
the design in 2009. During 2010-2012 several models, 
to scale, and eventually in colour, were presented for 
approval, which was granted in December 2012. The 
finished set of figures was put in position in April 
2015, and duly consecrated – and extraordinary and 
quite unexpected modern addition to the glories of this 
splendid Cathedral. 
Andrew Wilton is an authority on Turner and author 
of the book largely about Turner: The Painter’s Boy 
An Historical Caprice, Farrington Press, available 
on Amazon.

courtesy of www.stablans.anglican.org



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 2019 41 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

ARTS AND BOOKS
News of Victory

David Twiston Davies

Giant at Bush House: The autobiography of Noel 
Newsome, Real Press, 2018, £12.99.

Reading this previously unpublished account of the 
radio propaganda sent to Europe at the start of the 
Second World War, I was struck by the parallel with 
the atmosphere in the last days of Mrs May’s ministry 
some 75 years later. Of course, the countdown to 
the devastating conflict of 1939 and the tortuous 
negotiations over Britain’s withdrawal from the 
European Union are not on the same scale. 

But today’s Brexiteers have a determination to be 
free of continental entanglement that signals the same 
preparedness to risk everything, come what may. Our 
foreign policy had failed. Germany was not going to 
climb down. We would be alone and uncertain. Some 
members of the public longed for the resistance which 
Churchill was to offer; others were ready for a deal, any 
deal, whatever the cost. Chance played its part in the 
story. The man who was supposed to be in charge, with 
the anonymous title Eur. N.E, suffered a breakdown. 
So Noel Newsome, The Daily Telegraph’s ‘splash sub’ 
who, aged 32, had been shaping the lead story in the 
paper as the crisis increased for months, was ordered by 
his proprietor to report to Broadcasting House next day. 

After first approving the German, French and Italian 
midday bulletins prepared by the staff of 30, Newsome 
found that the operation had a dreamlike, nightmarish 
quality. Forty-eight hours of hesitation and near revolt 
in Parliament passed before Chamberlain made his 
pathetic declaration of war. With a firm belief in the 
necessity of a reliable news service which would help 
to end the war as rapidly as possible, he declared that 
all foreign language broadcasts (which numbered 22 
by 1942) should give the same version of the news. 
To aid them he also issued daily directives to editors 
when compiling their own bulletins.

At first there was no official guidance from the top. 
‘To me,’ Newsome recalled, ‘it seemed obvious that 
our French broadcasts should leave no doubt as to our 
intention to honour our obligations, so as to stiffen 
the French in facing up to theirs. Similarly, I felt it 

essential that the Germans should have their bloody 
triumph in Poland clouded by the certain knowledge 
that they were going to have to reckon with Britain’. 

In reaching decisions he found that the surest 
guarantee of adopting the right line was to imagine 
what might be Churchill’s action, though Churchill 
was not yet prime minister. But Newsome’s superiors 
started to tighten the reins. When Hitler invaded 
Denmark and Norway the BBC issued false news about 
the successes of our naval and military operations, 
which drove Newsome to protest about being used as 
‘a blind tool’. Editors were instructed to be placatory 
towards Mussolini, Franco, Prince Paul of Yugoslavia 
and Admiral Horthy in Hungary, who were not our 
friends. At the same time he noticed that while his 
staff were producing hard news the editors were 
interlarding its reports with anonymous comment, 
which approached defeatism. 

From the moment Churchill took charge nobody was 
concerned with the peace feelers from America and the 
Vatican. But although his speeches were galvanising 
the nation Newsome found himself constantly clashing 
with the Foreign Office, which was slow to react to 
news, and showed no sign of recognising the signs 
of increasing tension in the Nazi-Soviet Pact. When 
he published a derisive response to Hitler’s threat to 
bomb London into surrender, a mandarin accused him 
of acting in ‘a most irresponsible manner’ as an official 
reply was still being considered. 

Late one night Newsome was encouraged to receive 
a call from the prime minister, suggesting the broadcast 
of an entertainment with Vic Oliver at the Palladium 
to show that London was in good heart. But even he 
had a moment of unease after his name appeared on 
Lord Haw Haw’s published list of those to be tried 
when the Germans arrived. When he asked his father, 
a Somerset GP, for some lethal pills the response was 
‘Don’t be stupid!’ 

Eventually Newsome managed to get his service 
hived off from the BBC and with his deputy, Douglas 
Ritchie, presided over the V for Victory campaign, 
which began with the opening bars of Beethoven’s 
Fifth Symphony. But as his staff rose to 500 there 
were increasing tensions from the German specialists 
Hugh Carleton Greene and Richard Crossman, and 
Darsie Gillie, head of the French section, who ended 
up trying to ensure that none of Newsome’s directives 
was heeded. He had also ruffled the feathers of both 
Churchill and his information minister Brendan 
Bracken, with the result that he was not asked to lead 
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a planned European broadcasting service, as he had 
expected. 

After the Normandy landings Newsome was 
seconded to the psychological warfare section with 
the Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary Force 
at Radio Luxembourg. Then the American director 
suffered a breakdown and, once again Newsome 
found himself unexpectedly in control. The enemy 
claimed the station was still in German hands. But it 
had been abandoned, and once missing valves were 
found Newsome announced that it was back in Allied 
hands. He also resumed his five-minute broadcasts, 
entitled ‘The Man in the Street’. One noted the fear in 
Goebbels’s once crisp voice and another began: ‘Today, 
Adolph Hitler, you are 56. It is your last birthday…’ 

After going home to be adopted as an unsuccessful 
Liberal candidate for Penrith in Cumberland in the 
British general election, he returned to Germany, where 
he visited Dachau concentration camp, noticing the 
well-fed locals alongside the piles of Polish corpses. 
Always keen from the start of the war to find opponents 
of the regime, he met a German lawyer who led a secret 
anti-Nazi group which had seized a Munich radio, then 
accompanied him on a long, hazardous journey into 
the Bavarian mountains to find the lawyer’s wife and 
child. His story was duly translated for the air, but an 
article he had written for The Times was set in type to 
be vetoed as inappropriate by the Foreign Office.

This is not a perfect book. Compiled by his family, 
it is well written in parts, drawing mainly on what 
Newsome wrote at the time for internal circulation and 
broadcast. But it lacks a sense of chronological order 
and badly needs an index. It is likely that Newsome 
approved of the EEC, which was a looming prospect 
when he died in 1967. But his thoroughly English love 
for this country and its heroes suggests he would back 
Brexit today.

The Man Who Was Saturday, Patrick Bishop, 
William Collins, 2019, £20.

One wonders how many casual book buyers may have 
purchased this detailed and engaging biography in the 
mistaken belief that it was a spy thriller. Unusually, 
it has no portrait of its subject on its cover. Instead 
a figure in silhouette stalks away from us towards a 
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darkened Palace of Westminster strafed by searchlights. 
It certainly seems a more fitting design for a work of 
fiction than for the life story of a politician who, had he 
lived, would have had a very high profile in the early 
years of the Thatcher government.

Yet the more one comes to know Airey Neave through 
Patrick Bishop’s account of his career, the more a 
shadowy image seems appropriate, not just because of 
his career as a spymaster but for something elusive in 
his character. Many of Bishop’s interviewees speak of 
detachment and a cultivated unknowability. Jonathan 
Aitken recently described him in a BBC documentary 
as ‘slithering along the sides of the corridor’ with an 
air of ‘ghostliness’. Tom King thought him ‘a natural 
conspirator’. These characteristics stood him in good 
stead in the clandestine role of campaign manager for 
Margaret Thatcher in her bid to oust Edward Heath 
as leader of the Conservative Party in 1975, the most 
far-reaching achievement of Neave’s life. Thatcher’s 
success depended on his ability to keep the momentum 
building behind her secret so that he could portray even 
up to the last minute a vote for her as a protest against 
Heath. Such tactical thinking was seen as very bad form 
in some quarters in those days. Aitken tells Bishop 
of an elderly MP who was most affronted when the 
result came in: ‘Neave... said there was no chance of 
her winning.’ Such naivety is touchingly redolent of a 
more innocent age, seen from today when all politicians 
are expected to surround themselves with battalions of 
spin-doctors practised in just such subterfuge.

In this, Neave was ahead of his time as he was in 
seeing that a woman could be a credible candidate 
for high office. From our vantage point at the end 
of Britain’s second female premiership, it is hard to 
recall how seismic a shift this was. In attaining the 
post of Secretary of State for Education in Heath’s 
Cabinet, Thatcher had come as far as any woman in a 
major Western country and she herself had frequently 
ruled out the chance of a female Prime Minister in 
her lifetime. It may simply have been the challenge of 
pulling off such an historic first that inspired Neave to 
work so hard for Thatcher. She was not his political 
soulmate. He was a more consensual moderate figure 
who would eventually have been seen as a ‘wet’ if he 
had survived to serve in her first Cabinet. Bishop also 
struggles to find much evidence that he was motivated 
by hatred of Heath, who had in any case made himself 
disliked throughout the party by this time.

Although, as Neave found, the candidacy of a woman 
for party leader was a difficult sell even among female 
members, the fact that he needed no convincing was, 
Bishop believes, due to memories of the female 
agents he had worked with in the war when he was 
a major figure codenamed ‘Saturday’ in MI9, the 
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body responsible for bringing back to Britain escaped 
prisoners of war and stranded servicemen who had 
evaded capture. One such female operative was his 
wife Diana who worked as a liaison officer for the 
Polish government-in-exile. Their marriage was one 
of equal partners from the beginning. Of the female 
agents in the field, one of the most memorable was 
Andrée de Jongh who escorted fifty-four men over the 
Pyrenees to safety. She ‘was idolised by every young 
airman who struggled behind her up the rocky paths’, 
Bishop tells us. She was originally given the codename 
‘postwoman’ but insisted it was changed to ‘postman’ 
as she wanted to be thought of as every bit as good as 
a man. A more difficult job for Neave was managing 
Mary Lindell, the kind of woman who would be called, 
and hate being called, ‘feisty’ today. An Englishwoman 
married to a French Count and living in Paris, she 
impressed Neave with her fearlessness but worried 
him with the recklessness which had led her, on being 
sentenced to nine months in prison by the Germans, to 
tell the court that this was ‘just sufficient time to have 
a baby with Adolf’. She was the first female agent to 
be trained by MI9 and Neave had full responsibility 
for her, not an easy job when she had a disdain for 
the Germans which, though admirable, could well 
have caused her fatally to underestimate them, and 
a capriciousness which led to her being flown back 
behind enemy lines without a wireless operator as she 
had ‘fallen out with the one she had been assigned’. 

Sitting behind a desk in Whitehall, making 
arrangements for others, particularly women, to carry 
out duties in the front line was probably not the form 
Neave ever envisaged his war service would take. 
After all, almost uniquely among his generation of 
undergraduates, he had prepared for war, having seen 
the militaristic atmosphere building in Nazi Germany 
first hand as a schoolboy visitor in 1933. Others voted 
in King and Country debates; he read the whole of 
Clausewitz. Much of his experience at Oxford seems to 
have been of standing out against a left-wing socialist 
and pacifist groupthink which some would mistakenly 
see as peculiar to our own era of higher education. 
‘My failure to understand the merits of the fashionable 
intellectual notions of Socialism was regarded as a sign 
of mental deficiency by the dons’ could well have been 
written by some poor unfortunate at university today. 
But Neave did not concern himself with politics unduly. 
If he attended the Union where future colleagues 
and adversaries such as Heath and Hugh Fraser were 
leading lights, it was as an amused observer rather than 
a participant, perhaps convinced that the inevitability 
of war rendered such activity trivial.

For someone so ready for war, Neave was at first 

cruelly treated by fate when it came. Captured very 
early, he would have felt the sense of disgrace which 
Donald Trump played on in his infamous denigration 
of John McCain’s war hero status: ‘He was captured. 
I like the guys who weren’t captured.’ Such a stigma 
is intrinsically unfair. However courageous a soldier 
may be, he can never dictate, in the chaos of war, the 
circumstances in which he is going to be allowed to 
display courage, and the circumstances of Neave’s 
first experience of active service were unpropitious, a 
harsh lesson in the realities of warfare for the student of 
Clausewitz. He had the misfortune to end up at Calais 
with inadequate equipment and the task of tying down 
some of the German divisions in order to facilitate a 
more successful evacuation at Dunkirk.

After, at first, a numb acceptance of capture while 
he still nursed wounds, Neave developed the feverish 
desire to escape, familiar from his best selling book 
They Have Their Exits for which of course he is most 
famous. It was by no means a foregone conclusion that 
POWs would attempt to escape. In camps like Stalag 
XXa where Neave was initially incarcerated, no more 
than one in twenty prisoners was genuinely interested 
in making the effort. Conditions in the camps were 
bearable and many prisoners were prepared to sit the 
war out in them. Neave felt his failure on the battlefield 
intensely and escape was his way of trying to even 
the score. An early attempt ending in failure led to 
his being sent to Colditz. In the way young offenders’ 
institutions are often referred to as academies of crime, 
Colditz was an Escape University and one wonders 
why the Germans thought it was a good idea to put all 
determined escapers together in one place, however 
seemingly impenetrable. From then on, Neave was 
with men who shared his obsession, experts in every 
aspect of escaping. His sheer determination was 
enough to make him sui generis, the first British officer 
to succeed in this near impossible challenge.

After the war, there were frequent periods of 
dissatisfaction at a lack of direction in his life until 
he was offered the chance to be a ‘soldier’ again and 
take on Irish terrorism as Shadow Secretary of State 
for Northern Ireland. In the end, the ‘devils’ of INLA, 
as Thatcher described them, got him. But not before 
he had carried out his final service to his country. Two 
days earlier, the Callaghan government was brought 
down by one vote. Had INLA struck earlier, there 
would have been deadlock, the Speaker would have 
voted with the status quo and Callaghan would have 
survived. Perhaps this could one day form the opening 
of a dystopian counterfactual novel. If so, then yet 
another fictional genre might owe something to the 
flesh and blood character of Airey Neave. 
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The Way We Eat Now. Bee Wilson, 4th Estate, 2019, 
£12.99.

At home I eat from a melamine plate just over nine 
inches wide given by an aunt in the 1980s and drink 
from a crystal goblet bought in Prague twenty years 
ago, which holds a quarter of a pint. I did this out of 
habit with no idea, until I read this book, that I was 
helping to keep myself alive. We can’t return to the 
sensible eating habits of our great-grandparents, writes 
Wilson, but, ‘We could use their plates, bowls and 
glasses,’ as the alternative to the disastrous culture of 
throw-away cartons, plastic forks and cups, used on 
the run to eat food which is often grossly calorific. 

‘A large dinner plate in the 1950s had a diameter 
of 25 cm, today it may be as large as 28.’ She writes. 
‘There’s been a sevenfold increase in the size of 
average wine glasses,’ from 70 ml in 1700 to 450 
ml today. Her book is stuffed with such potentially 
life-changing facts. Using ‘good plates,’ is one small 
strategy for holding back the effluent tide of globalised 
food marketing, which now affects everyone’s health. 
‘Very little about the way we eat now would have been 
considered normal a generation ago,’ says Wilson. In 
some ways the current picture is good; in 1947, ‘half 
of all people were chronically underfed,’ by 2015 only 
one in nine were. But in 2006 the overweight overtook 
the hungry for the first time, paradoxically rich in 
calories but poor in nutrients. Malnutrition means not 
lack of food but ‘bad feeding,’ and the new ‘global 
diet,’ replete with sugar and refined carbs, lacks crucial 
micronutrients such as iron and trace vitamins. In 2000 
not a single child in the UK had type 2 diabetes, in 
2016 more than 600 did. 

In the UK poor diet now causes more cancer than 
cigarettes. Life expectancy is stalling and one in ten 
children are overweight by the age of five. This is a 
global epidemic; in parts of India babies are lighter 
than those in the UK but actually fatter. Their adipose 
tissue shows that they have higher rates of pre-diabetes 
hormones than English infants, gained from mothers 
who were once undernourished and acquired ‘fat-
preserving genes.’ Those infants are ill-equipped for 
a rich modern diet often growing up with a biological 
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mismatch. This has led India to the highest rate of 
diabetes in the world. In Chennai, two thirds of the 
population are pre- or actually diabetic. But a similar 
problem faces millions in the modern world. Wilson 
believes that during this ‘transition’ from scarcity to 
plenty, we’ve all taken a very wrong turning. 

Snacks now account for ‘half of all eating occasions’ 
in the US. We no longer tell our children not to eat 
between meals as snacks are a means of modern child-
care. ‘Parents used snacks less as a form of nutrition 
than as a tool to manage a child’s emotional state,’ she 
writes of a study in Philadelphia. ‘Snacks appease a 
grumpy child or reward a well behaved one.’ Young 
and old are not just eating but drinking badly. ‘A rise 
in beverage consumption is one of the key elements 
in the nutrition transition,’ says Wilson. Tap water 
and milk were long ago replaced by exciting, sugary 
alternatives. ‘In 2015, Starbucks marketed a cinnamon 
flavoured Frappuccino containing 27 spoons or 102 
grams of sugar in one serving.’ She says the surprise 
is not that two thirds of the population of the UK and 
US are overweight, but that one-third isn’t. 

The meat of her book is not just changes in supply, 
but the nature of what we eat and drink. Even humble 
fruit has been got at. 

Here’s another strange new thing about grapes; 
the mainstream ones in the supermarket are always 
sweet,’ she writes, and you can picture her sour 
expression. ‘In common with other modern fruits such 
as red grapefruit and Pink Lady apples, our grapes 
have been carefully bred to appeal to consumers 
reared on sugary foods.

If any single food illustrates the monotony of modern 
global diets, it is the banana. The Cavendish banana 
has found its way into kitchens around the world 
without having a great deal to recommend it.

Enraged as she is, Wilson believes there is still a 
chance to turn back from this, ‘craziness’. She wants 
us to think more carefully about what goes into our 
mouths, but at the same time not to worry neurotically 
about it, advising, rather like a priest to a sinner worried 
about going to hell: ‘If you are worrying about it, 
you are probably all right.’ She holds the liberal view 
that ‘What we eat is not a matter of personal choice.’ 
She believes families are overwhelmed by the force 
of international capitalism rather than having any 
individual autonomy. She is more cutting about the 
purveyors of ‘pseudoscience,’ who have caused 
‘millions to look with terror on a range of basic and 
nourishing foods,’ such as gluten, and points out 
that only ‘1 per cent of the population suffers from 
celiac disease,’ despite 100 million Americans now 
claiming that they have to buy ‘expensive gluten-free 
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replacements for no good reason.’ 
She doesn’t discuss education or class, and uses 

some cumbersome words such as, ‘Obesogenic,’ 
and ‘fatphobia,’ and although she disapproves of the 
modern American diet, she favours their English; cake 
icing becomes, ‘frosting,’ and ‘soda’ means carbonated 
soft drinks, rather than what some of us still enjoy with 
a whisky, always imbibed from the heirloom cut-glass 
decanter of course. 

An Impeccable Spy: Richard Sorge, Stalin’s Master 
Agent, Owen Matthews, Bloomsbury Publishing, 
2019, £25.00, $30.00.

Richard Sorge (1895-1944) is perhaps the most 
famous or notorious of all those individuals who 
spied in the interests not so much of Russia as of the 
great communist experiment to create a glorious and 
allegedly inevitable future for the whole of mankind. 
Indeed, had Stalin believed Sorge’s (and several 
other people’s) warnings that Hitler was planning to 
invade the USSR not in the autumn of 1941 but in 
the summer of that year, several million Soviet lives 
would probably have been saved. As it was, Sorge’s 
later assurances to Moscow that Japan, after much 
heated top-secret discussion, had decided not to take 
advantage of the Nazi invasion to grab territory in 
Russia’s East, were believed. This enabled Stalin to 
send considerable numbers of Soviet troops stationed 
East of the Urals to the Western fronts to slow down 
the German advance, save Moscow city from Nazi 
occupation and thus contribute to the eventual downfall 
of Hitler’s grandiose plans for a splendid Aryan future.

The spy to whom Sorge has most often been 
compared is Kim Philby, who is quoted here as saying 
‘To betray, you must first belong. I never belonged’. 
Sorge was born and brought up in the largely Islamic 
Baku. His mother was Russian but his father was 
German, and their son Richard began to learn some 
Russian only as an adult. How well he mastered that 
language is unclear, but to judge from this book, like 
several Brits who spied for Stalin, he never showed any 
interest whatsoever in such striking features of ‘Soviet’ 
rule as the Gulag and the forced collectivisation of 
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agriculture. In other words, he was more interested in 
Communism as an idea than in Russia. Indeed, he was 
always very much a German. Fighting bravely for his 
country in WWI, he was wounded several times but 
returned to the ranks when his convalescence was over, 
being promoted to the rank of corporal, awarded the 
Iron Cross (second class) and honourably discharged 
from active service. Two of his brothers were killed 
in the fighting. One can speculate that all this was an 
important factor in his decision to support the Kremlin 
by joining both the Communist Party of the Soviet 
Union, to strengthen it and, in 1934, the Nazi Party, to 
weaken it from within by sending to Moscow as much 
confidential information about its plans and activities 
as possible.

Was Sorge nice? This may seem to be a ridiculous 
question to ask about any spy, but in this case it is 
relevant. The opinion of people who knew him, as 
Matthews tells us at the outset, regarded Sorge as ‘an 
idealistic communist and a cynical liar’, ‘a pedant, a 
drunk, and a womaniser’, ‘a braggart’ who ‘recklessly 
seduced the wives of his most valuable agents and 
closest colleagues’. ‘A self-professed champion of 
the working masses, he was a raging intellectual snob 
whose natural milieu was the casinos, whorehouses 
and dance halls of pre-war Shanghai and Tokyo.’ This 
was pretty much the initial impression of probably 
the very last European lady who accepted Sorge’s 
pressing invitation to share his bed. A German virtuoso 
harpsichord player, Eta Harich-Schneider, at first 
regarded him as ‘an arrogant and rather boorish man 
with lowbrow cultural tastes. He was an atheist, a 
drinker, a glutton and a nihilist for whom nothing was 
sacred.… She found his habitual mocking tone and 
incessant sarcasm grating’. Yet only a little while later 
she realised that ‘Sorge was a fundamentally decent 
and humanistic man’. In contrast to the other Germans 
in Tokyo, ‘Sorge stood out “like a true aristocrat, pure 
and uncorrupted, natural and spontaneous”’. Sorge 
(whose surname is the German for ‘care, sorrow, 
anxiety’) and who lived for over fifteen years knowing 
that at any moment he could be uncovered as a Soviet 
spy, was, perhaps, a more honourable man than the 
countless open pro-Stalin, and now pro-Putin, fellow-
travellers, almost all of whom had (and now have) 
little understanding of and sympathy for the realities 
of the at best dreary lives of most of the subjects of the 
regime in Moscow that these foreigners support(ed).

Even if you have already read one or two of the 
numerous books about Sorge, you will pick up much 
new information in this ground-breaking monograph. 
For me, the most interesting chapters are about 
Shanghai and Tokyo in the 1930s and the discussions 
about Japanese foreign policy at that time – expand 
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control of more territory to the North or to the South? 
Had the choice been the North, an ‘attack by Japan on 
the USSR in the summer of 1941 would have spelt the 
end of Stalin’s regime and utterly changed the outcome 
of the Second World War’. ‘Japan certainly wanted its 
slice of the Soviet Union – it just didn’t expect to have 
to fight for it’. ‘The [Japanese] Imperial General Staff’s 
freedom of action was being shrunk every day by the 
American oil embargo. However much the army may 
have wanted to take Siberia, Japan simply did not have 
the petrol to do it’.

Thus, partly thanks to Sorge, Communist Party rule 
in Moscow lasted for half a century after his arrest 
and full written confession to the Japanese authorities. 
One could query the suggestion in the title of this 
remarkable book that it is about an ‘impeccable’ 
spy. Fortunately for historians and armchair readers, 
Sorge, not only before his arrest but also after it, was 
extremely peccable, divulging a huge amount of 
information to his captors, which a true professional 
would have kept to himself. However, no doubt he 
deserved the Soviet postage stamp, costing a mere four 
kopecks (perhaps the American equivalent would be 
five cents) and issued to honour him in 1965, shortly 
after Khrushchev was replaced by Brezhnev and the 
last quarter of a century of communist stagnation and 
degeneration got under way.

Days in the Caucasus, Banine, Pushkin Press, 2019, 
£16.99.

Unlike Czechoslovakia as seen by Neville Chamberlain, 
Azerbaijan really is a faraway country about which 
most of us know very little indeed. It occupies the 
western shore of the Caspian Sea, and the capital, 
Baku, lies about 200 miles north of the border of Iran. 
In the early twentieth century, the iron hand of Islam 
lay heavy on everyday life; but it was the scene of an 
oil boom on a fantastic scale, which turned the country 
into a strange oriental version of the Wild West.

Banine was born in 1905, at the height of the boom, 
but her mother died giving birth to her. Her father, 
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by then one of the richest men in the country, very 
reluctantly, and under steamrolling pressure from 
his unstoppable mother, married again, this time to 
a sophisticated Frenchwoman of Ossetian origin. 
Banine came to love her dearly, and she also loved 
her violent grandmother, who was the epicentre of a 
large, polygamous and sometimes incestuous tangle 
of relations and extended in-laws. They spent their 
days in quarrelling, lying, and gossiping, breaking off 
to shout obscene insults at each other and to indulge 
in interminable games of poker.

Commerce was all-important. Anyone not engaged 
in buying and selling was despised as a freak. The 
Moslem tyranny of this clan life was overwhelming. 
Much-loved French and German governesses, with one 
exception, were soon sent packing, and music, dancing 
and painting lessons would be abruptly terminated, 
but Banine was then free to read ‘all’ the stories of 
Maupassant and Zola, or so she claims. There were no 
concessions to refinement or taste, just vast fortunes 
spent on weird excesses. One of the extended family 
had a passion for construction, and built no less than 
sixty houses for no apparent reason or use. But by far 
the most important passion was for gambling, ‘the 
favourite pastime of all Baku men’. Wine had been 
prohibited by the prophet, but Baku made up for this 
with an enormous consumption of brandy and vodka, 
which did nothing to reduce the violent babel of insults 
and lies which were the family’s usual method of 
addressing each other.

The Russian Revolution of 1917 took a long time 
to reach Baku, and when it did the Bolsheviks created 
a violent civil war which at first they lost. The new 
Republic of Azerbaijan appointed Banine’s father 
minister of Commerce, but the tables were turned 
in April 1920, and he was thrown into a primitive 
prison by the returning Bolsheviks. This did not stop 
Banine having a passionate and blissful love affair 
with a handsome and dedicated young commissar, 
though he later abandoned her for her nymphomaniac 
cousin, to whom she was afterwards rather surprisingly 
reconciled. Her father was later able to escape the 
country with the help of the son-in-law he had chosen 
for the fourteen-year-old Banine, who detested and 
despised him with equal passion. Banine, though 
technically unqualified, was taken on as a music 
teacher in the secular school for Moslem girls that had 
amazingly – but everything here was amazing – been 
opened in Baku in 1901.

The chronology of the story becomes shaky after this, 
though the family spent a few months in Tiflis, Persia 
and Constantinople before her final escape to Paris in 
1924, still not aged nineteen, but luckily without her 
abominated husband. The exotic and witty flavour of 
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the whole story cannot be summarized, it cries out to be 
savoured to the full. Only published, in French, in 1945, 
it was plainly based on memories rather than any letters 
or diaries. But this matters very little, thanks to the 
hair-raising nature of her adventures, the depth of her 
emotions, and her always startling gift for expressing 
them. She had already published, in 1947, a sequel, 
Days in Paris, and later an account of her conversion 
to Christianity, aptly entitled I Chose Opium. I hope 
and pray that these too will find a publisher here.

The Virtue of Nationalism, Yoram Hazony, Basic 
Books, 2018, £25 and The Right Side of History, Ben 
Shapiro, Broadside Books, 2019, £14.99.

‘I’m a nationalist’, declared Donald Trump at one of 
his rumbustious Rustbelt rallies. The vast hall roared 
in appreciation, but the mainstream media issued 
furious op-eds. Nationalism, you see, has a bad name 
in postmodern, progressive culture. In schools it is 
associated with the terrible wars and genocide of the 
past century, and its current resurgence is denigrated 
as ‘far-right’ nostalgia. A moral choice is presented 
between xenophobic borders and open universalism. 
But after decades of a liberal globalist hegemony, is 
the nation on its way back? Two recent books present 
a contrasting view of nationhood: The Virtue of 
Nationalism by Yoram Hazony, and The Right Side 
of History by Ben Shapiro. Both are Jewish; both are 
brilliant writers; both criticise rationalist philosophy 
and its offshoots of godless, collectivist ideology; both 
seek a higher purpose in life. But they differ in scope: 
Hazony paints an ideal picture of nationhood, while 
Shapiro applies the Western religious, philosophical 
and scientific endowment with a broader brush. 

Hazony rejects the notion that a strong national 
entity is inherently divisive or aggressive. As we have 
witnessed, romantic nationalism can become a monster, 
but conflict and subjugation have tended to arise from 
imperialist distortions of national or religious fervour. 
The Third Reich imposed the rule of the ‘master race’ 
far beyond German borders, and the ‘socialism in one 
country’ of the USSR led to an oppressive regime 
across Eastern Europe. Immanuel Kant described 
three stages of social progress, from ‘savagery’ 
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(tribal anarchy) to ‘civilisation’ (national states), and 
eventually ‘moral maturity’ (universalism based on 
reason). Rationalist philosophy was born in France, 
and it inspired the hubristic ventures of Napoleon. The 
common people cannot know what is best for them, so 
they need a great leader and an army of bureaucrats 
to decide for them. The federalist concept of ‘pooled 
sovereignty’ in the EU is a mask for disenfranchising 
citizens: faceless, unelected commissioners in remote 
steel-and-glass towers are in control. 

Hazony’s five virtues of nationalism are democracy, 
individual liberty, collective freedom, banishment of 
violence and protection from imperialism. Legitimacy 
of the state arises from mutual loyalty, with citizens 
having rights and responsibilities. Tax is levied through 
a social contract: the National Health Service provides 
for all, whatever their contributions, but health tourism 
violates the contract (as does extravagant foreign aid). 
Hazony concurs with John Stuart Mill’s nineteenth-
century view of the state as the ultimate guarantor of 
freedom, observing that ‘nothing that has taken place in 
the subsequent century has given us reason to believe 
that his assessment is mistaken’. The ‘just prejudice’ 
of Edmund Burke is more realistic and rewarding than 
the impersonal imperatives of Kant.

Faith, flag and family have enduring appeal. 
Hazony’s idea of nation as extended kinship is rooted 
in biblical teaching. The Old Testament was certainly 
not Universalist. When God told Abraham that he 
would ‘make of you a great nation’, the chosen people 
were to live in peace with their neighbours, and not 
to force anyone to follow their faith. However, ethno-
nationalism is very problematic in a multicultural 
society, both practically and morally. Somehow 
countries must develop an inclusive national identity, 
taking the progressive refrain of ‘strength in diversity’ 
to accentuate the whole. As Hazony argues, ‘no 
universal ideology – not Christianity or Islam, not 
liberalism or Marxism – has succeeded in eliminating 
the intense desire to protect and strengthen the 
collective, or even in diminishing it much’. Hazony’s 
concept of nationhood is more inclusive than the 
fragmentary ideology of cosmopolitan liberals. 

Shapiro is less interested in national self-determination. 
He acknowledges the historical evidence of the Treaty 
of Westphalia: ‘a multiplicity of nation-states can be a 
guarantee against universal tyranny, and a guarantee 
of philosophical, legal and political diversity’. But he 
is not convinced by Hazony’s thesis, fearing the worst 
aspects of nationalism (he is a critic of Trump and his 
followers). Shapiro has a dualist project, giving equal 
precedence to individual and collective purpose. He 
cogently argues that Greek teleology and Judeao-
Christian mores were the essence, not the anathema, 
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of the Enlightenment. Arriving at the present cultural 
malaise, Shapiro observes that existentialist philosophy 
has ‘left man alone…sentient but purposeless’, and 
mere ‘corks bobbing on the eddies of time’. With 
their relative security, the people have been pacified, 
and are pawns for a self-serving elite. It is no longer 
a rational system, but a decline into paganism. The 
Left’s obsession with intersectional identity politics 
and its demonization of conservative attitudes has 
created a cult of victimhood that is counterfactual, 
counterintuitive and counterproductive. 

A thought experiment in Shapiro’s book seems an 
astonishing gift of ammunition to the anti-Semitic Left: 

You are the leader of a nation. That nation is more 
technologically advanced and more intellectually and 
culturally adaptive than its neighbors. Your nation 
is relatively small, and there are populations that 
live in your nation that consume disproportionate 
resources and refuse to integrate into your superior 
culture. You are surrounded by more populous and 
more barbarous nations. Thus, you have two options. 
First, you can wait for the inevitable demographic 
swamping of your nation – which, in the long run, 
will result in the collapse of humanity’s survival, 
since your neighbors are less adaptable. Second, 
you can attack your neighbors, and take whatever 
measures are necessary in order to secure the long-
term survival of your nation. 

Hands up, who is thinking Israel? Shapiro goes on 
to state ‘that was Hitler’s case for the Holocaust’, 
but I can imagine Jeremy Corbyn’s pro-Palestinian 
zealots or Minnesota congresswoman Ilhan Omar 
making the usual link between Zionists and Nazis. 
Notably, whereas Hazony devotes a whole chapter to 
an intellectually rigorous defence of Israel, Shapiro 
scarcely mentions the Jewish homeland. Shapiro pines 
for the Western civilisation of Athens and Jerusalem, 
and Hazony for autonomous nations. Perhaps we need 
both, building a robust nationhood on Judeao-Christian 
heritage, Enlightenment values of liberty and reason, 
and an inclusive identity. But after decades of liberal 
deconstruction, the challenges are formidable. 

The Dinosaurs Rediscovered: How a Scientific 
Revolution Is Rewriting History, Michael J Benton, 
Thames and Hudson, 2019, £24.95.

Most young boys seem, or at any rate once seemed, 
to go through a dinosaur phase, almost as if it were 
a neurologically-determined stage of development 
like walking or the acquirement of speech. Moreover, 
interest in dinosaurs is rarely extinguished completely, 
but can be rekindled with little difficulty. Dinosaurs 
and murder are two subjects that never fail to arouse 
interest.

My knowledge of dinosaurs, however, is severely 
out of date. In fact, it goes back mainly to my primary 
school days, when the BBC broadcast reports to schools 
from its Jurassic and Cretaceous correspondent, every 
episode (as I recall, which may not be accurately) 
ending with the correspondent having to flee for his 
life from a pursuing Tyrannosaurus, though by the 
following week he had always escaped.

Could a mere man outrun a Tyrannosaur? I remember 
asking myself that important question, but I never 
investigated the answer, and indeed I doubt whether 
in those days the answer could have been given 
with any certainty. But this book, by the eminent 
palaeontologist, Professor Michael Benton, shows how 
sophisticated and modern methods of research have 
helped supply a reasonable answer, and to illuminate 
much else about the Dinosauria. The answer, by the 
way, is uncertain, since the conclusion reached by 
research is that Tyrannosaurus Rex probably had a top 
speed of between 5 and 10 miles an hour. At 5 miles 
an hour I probably could outrun it for a time, but at 
10 miles or more an hour not. Further unanswered 
questions are how long the Tyrannosaurus could keep 
up its top speed, and whether, if I dodged from side 
to side, he would be quick and agile enough to catch 
me. There is always, happily for scientists, room for 
further conjecture and research.

The explanation that I long believed for the 
replacement of the dinosaurs by the mammals as the 
pre-eminent terrestrial creatures (actually, it is the 
insects, but their hegemony is easily overlooked) was 
that clever little agile mammals made a bean-feast of 

Outrunning an 
Enormous Chicken

Anthony Daniels
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dinosaur eggs and thereby extincted then, to coin a 
phrase. It was a matter of brain prevailing over brawn, 
but of course this explanation was wholly wrong. 

Benton’s handsome book has an excellent chapter 
on the theory, about as finally proved as the subject 
matter will allow, that the dinosaurs died out not by 
the depredation of mammals, but in the aftermath of 
the climatic changes wrought by the collision of a 
huge asteroid, about four and a half miles across, with 
the earth 66 million years ago. The dinosaurs were 
unable to survive the deathly conditions that followed, 
the mammals being more able to do so. We of course 
use the condescending metaphor of the dinosaur 
as a creature specially destined by its stupidity and 
lack of adaptability to extinction, forgetting that the 
dinosaurs ruled the earth, so to speak, for nearly 200 
million years, rather longer than we humans have so 
far managed. 

How intelligent were dinosaurs, a question by which 
no one, surely, could fail to be fascinated? Benton 
answers by reference to the latest research that uses 
new imaging and computing techniques. The answer 
is that they were in intelligence somewhere between 
birds and lizards or crocodiles, which I am afraid to 
say is ‘Not very intelligent.’ I admit to having been a 
little disappointed by this answer: I was rather hoping 
for a dramatic revelation that these creatures, long a 
byword for stupidity, were in fact brilliantly intelligent. 
Alas, no. 

There are, however, many surprises for the general 
reader in this book. Evidence adduced suggests that 
dinosaurs grew very fast and not by slow accretion, 
as do crocodiles, as I had supposed. It is possible that 
some dinosaurs took at least a minimal protective 
interest in their offspring. And I did not know that some 
dinosaurs, including the biggest, travelled in herds. Oh 
for a time machine to watch a herd of brontosauruses! 

Among the most startling discoveries recounted in 
this book are the number of feathered dinosaurs and 
the fact that, by means of electron-microscopy and 
chemical analysis, it is possible to attribute colours 
to dinosaur feathers with a good deal of certainty. 
Some such dinosaurs had black and white stripes and 
a crest of red (rather like a woodpecker), others were 
ginger and white. The purpose of this coloration was 
probably the same as in birds which, incidentally, 
are direct descendants of dinosaurs, that is to say 
sexual selection. A male Anchiornis, a, bird-like small 
dinosaur with a good red crest, had a better chance of 
attracting a female – though at this distance of time, 
some 165 million years, this explanation must remain 
speculative. 

It was a close-run thing for birdlife on this planet. 
After the Great Extinction brought about by the 

asteroid, only five species of bird or bird-like creatures 
are known to have survived, compared with the very 
large numbers known before. From these five, then, 
have evolved all the 11,000 species known today. 
Schumpeter, if he had been a biologist rather than an 
economist, would have called the asteroid’s impact 
creative destruction. 

Benton’s tone in this book is uneven, moving 
uneasily between the academic and the faintly 
jocular. The subject changes from the intricacies of 
dinosaur taxonomy to personal details of eminent 
palaeontologists and back again. It is almost as if the 
author is not quite sure who his audience will be, or 
who he is aiming at. Nevertheless, I think his book 
will please many, indeed all those who, without ever 
having followed up their early interest in dinosaurs, 
have never quite lost their fascination for them either. 
This category must be a large one. 

It is both pleasing and reassuring to learn that, 
throughout the world, there are many clever people 
researching dinosaurs and their palaeobiology. It is 
reassuring because, in a sense, the study of dinosaurs 
is perfectly useless. Although, as this book records, 
disagreements among palaeontologists are frequently 
passionate or even bitter, nothing of practical 
importance hangs on the resolution of their disputes, 
only truth itself. Here, then, is the disinterested 
search for knowledge for its own sake, a search 
whose continuance comes as a relief in these times of 
hypersensitive ideological disputation. 

The Intelligence Trap. Why Smart People Make 
Stupid Mistakes – and How to Make Wiser 
Decisions, David Robson, Hodder and Stoughton, 
2019, £22.99.

Cogito, ergo sum, or I think therefore I am, is probably 
the best known of all philosophical statements. It 
celebrates humanity’s ability to reason and its author, 
René Descartes, the seventeenth century philosopher, 
elaborates on this fundamental idea to suggest that 
a thinking human mind is entirely separate from the 
human body. And most of us, unless we are thinking 
very hard indeed, have this dualistic model of Homo 
sapiens (note the self-admiring species name) in our 
minds and act accordingly. Our actions, we believe, 
are controlled by our rational brain. 

Too Clever by Half

Celia Haddon
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Yet very intelligent people make stupid mistakes. 
Take the recent disaster of Woodford Investment 
Management, for example. Neil Woodford managed 
£15 million of funds for Invesco, a large investment 
management firm, and was praised as one of the 
best long-term stock pickers ever. When he went 
independent, millions of pounds were invested in his 
funds. Yet this summer his flagship fund crashed in 
value. Success working in a large organisation did not 
translate into success as an independent fund manager.

Hitler’s Diaries, a forgery of 60 volumes, were 
bought by the Sunday Times in l983. Sensibly, the 
newspaper decided to verify them and asked the 
historian Hugh Trevor-Roper to authenticate them. 
He declared them genuine, but his high intelligence 
and historical knowledge misled him. His historical 
knowledge was the wrong kind of expertise to detect 
the fraud. What was needed was forensic examination 
of ink, paper and bindings, which showed them to be 
a fraud.

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, author of the Sherlock 
Holmes stories, might have been expected to have 
some idea of what constituted reliable evidence. 
Yet he was fooled by two schoolgirls who claimed 
they had photographed fairies. He declared their 
photographs, showing cardboard cut-outs of fairies, to 
be genuine. Despite being a medical doctor, he was also 
a spiritualist who attended seances. Wishful thinking, 
or what is known as the confirmation bias, can make 
fools of the cleverest.

Indeed, high intelligence can be a trap in itself. 
Much of our day-to-day thinking is rule-of-thumb or 
heuristic thinking. We do not take the time to pause and 
rationally consider our decisions. This fast thinking, 
which is intuitive and almost automatic, is prey to 
all kinds of biases. What is more, if we think we are 
intelligent, we may be convinced our decisions are 
more valid than they are and fail to pause and think 
things out slowly. We know we know, therefore we 
don’t bother to check our own knowledge. Intelligence 
isn’t the same as rationality. David Robson has dug up 
some very amusing facts. In one survey it turned out 
that 44 per cent of the members of Mensa, the largest 
high IQ society in the world, believe in astrology and 
56 per cent were convinced that the earth had been 
visited by extra-terrestrial beings. The gambler’s 
fallacy, that after a long run of red on the roulette 
wheel, black will be more likely to turn up, is also 
more common among high IQ people than those with 
average IQs. 

In general, very intelligent people are not necessarily 
sensible. They are more likely to smoke, drink more, 
spend more, and save less than those of average 
intelligence. College graduates are more likely to 

believe in ESP and ‘psychic healing’ than those who 
never went to college. Steve Jobs of Apple fame opted 
for ‘alternative’ cures for his pancreatic cancer, leaving 
it too late for this cancer to be treated successfully by 
surgery. Even lawyers, whose training should make 
them consider both sides of a dispute, are likely to use 
their brains to justify their biased thinking rather than 
examining both sides of an issue.

Knowledge of a subject may lead to failure to think 
successfully. Self-confident experts may believe that 
they know stuff that they do not. They may have 
become inflexible, entrenched in knowledge that 
needs updating. Or they may be on auto-pilot, like the 
two pilots on Comair Flight 5191. They took off from 
the wrong runway, ignoring all warning signs, and 
crashed the plane killing 47 passengers. ‘The curse of 
knowledge’ is what David Robson calls it. As a Zen 
monk put it: ‘In the beginner’s mind, there are many 
possibilities: in the expert’s, there are few.’

So how should we think, if we want to be using 
our brains properly? Wisdom, now an active area for 
study in the USA, has come up with ‘active open-
minded thinking’ (looking at a subject from different 
viewpoints, and intellectual humility, an awareness of 
blind spots and knowledge limits). Benjamin Franklin, 
when asked for advice, suggested writing down the 
pros and cons of a decision, weighing each advantage 
and disadvantage and then taking a couple of days to 
consider before deciding.

Is there no room for intuitive thinking or gut 
feelings? The man who bought up the first Macdonald’s 
hamburger restaurant and went on to make it into 
the world’s most successful burger chain, did it on 
a hunch. ‘I felt in my funny bone that it was a sure 
thing,’ he said. Intuitions and emotions are valuable 
pointers for drawing our attention to what we should 
be thinking about. If we then use rationality to examine 
these feelings critically, rather than using rationality to 
justify and confirm our biased feelings, we will make 
good judgements.

Some of these conclusions seem startlingly obvious. 
Yet we pay lip service to them rather than practising 
them, mainly because of an unthinking confidence 
in human, and in particular our own, rationality. 
Descartes believed that the rational human mind was 
completely different from animal intelligence. Yet in 
our own time neuroscientists have examined the brains 
of both animals and humans and shown how many 
of the systems are alike in both. Scientists have also 
discovered that what is going on in our gut can literally 
affect our brain. The disembodied brain, separate from 
and in control of the body, does not exist.

Robson weaves his way through the modern studies 
of how people think and how people think they think 
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(not at all the same thing) with persistence and skill. 
Towards the end of the book, his thoroughness became 
a little boring (perhaps my fault not his) as evidence-
based facts out-numbered the gut -eeling anecdotes of 
human stupidity. This is a great guide for those who 
want to know how we really think. A little bit more 
humility about and from humanity now seems in order. 

The End is Nigh: British Politics, Power, and the 
Road to the Second World War, Robert Crowcroft, 
Oxford University Press, 2019, £25.

It has taken the British a long time to come to a sober 
appreciation of the reality and effects of the Second 
World War. Crowcroft’s book is a welcome, firm step 
along the painful road to a more realistic view of the 
conflict from a British perspective. In particular, while 
it may, in some limited aspects, have been our ‘finest 
hour’, what is more certain is that it was a national 
disaster which proved terminal for Britain’s place in 
the world. Further, Britain’s involvement was probably 
avoidable. The Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain, 
leading up to the catastrophe, fully recognised that the 
likely outcome of Britain’s involvement in another 
world conflict would be highly detrimental to British 
interests; yet through his strategic mistakes and hubris 
Britain ended up, unnecessarily, as a major participant 
– exactly what he had tried to avoid. That is the well-
argued case Crowcroft presents. 

It was recognised even during WWII that Winston 
Churchill was determined to shape views of the conflict 
by writing the accepted version; indeed he admitted as 
much himself. But though it half-knew it was being 
manipulated, the body politic, high- and low-brow alike, 
has for the last 60 odd years largely fallen for his claims, 
brilliantly set out in his history. Let us remind ourselves 
of the accepted, Churchillian derived, narrative. Evil 
Nazi forces came to power in Germany in the 1930s 
determined to upset the Versailles handcart. The British 
government was soggy and refused to acknowledge 
the truth of German/Nazi military expansion and their 
aggressive intentions in Europe. A few, notably Churchill, 
were more prescient and urged British rearmament, 
initially with no success. The truth became progressively 
clearer as German demands to redraw borders escalated, 
and national humiliation (Munich) resulted. Just in time 

Could we have kept 
out of World War II?

Richard Packer 

rearmament got underway and when war inevitably 
came the nation responded heroically (Dunkirk, Battle of 
Britain) and, after a period of lonely fighting against the 
powers of darkness following the capitulation of France, 
Right, that is Britain, won, with some help from the USA 
and USSR.

There is truth in much of this analysis. The Nazis 
always intended to overturn the Versailles settlement 
in their favour, if necessary by force; rearmament by 
Britain earlier in the 1930s would have been the sensible 
policy, the British contribution to the war effort was 
important (though less so than that of the USA and 
USSR); and the right side won in the end. But it ignores 
vital issues. If there had to be a European war did Britain 
need to be involved? Was there a vital British interest 
necessitating our involvement in it, if it occurred, given 
that Hitler had always made it clear he was interested 
only in Eastwards expansion? Was it sensible for 
Britain to ‘guarantee’ the borders of Poland in the late 
1930s when it had no military means of giving effect 
to any such guarantee? Crowcroft’s answers to all three 
questions are ‘no’ and I agree with him.

It is helpful to pause at his point and dispose of one 
line of argument often introduced to avoid confronting 
the questions just posed: the vile and criminal nature of 
the Nazi regime was such that any opposition to them 
was justified. But such a claim is essentially based on 
hindsight; the full nature of the regime and the death 
camps was only revealed at the war’s end. One might 
add that without war the full scale of the horrors would 
probably not have occurred.

Crowcroft reveals that Chamberlain was an 
intelligent, thoughtful Prime Minister determined to 
do his best, but one who made fatal mistakes, which he 
himself often half appreciated, under political pressure. 
He was also handicapped by a fatal vanity. He gave the 
guarantee to Poland when only a year previously he had 
recognised the futility of any such action. There is some 
resonance with politics in 2019, though one suspects 
Chamberlain’s qualities were superior to Mrs May’s.

The case made by Crowcroft is that Britain would have 
been better served by a government that engaged less 
with Germany’s territorial aims than did Chamberlain’s, 
focusing only on vital British interests, which did not 
include the status of Czechoslovakia and Danzig. On 
this analysis Churchill’s approach, arguing for greater 
engagement, was even more misconceived. The crushing 
fact is that Britain’s place in the world diminished greatly 
as a direct result of WWII. This was predictable, and 
predicted by many including Chamberlain himself. Those 
who present the War as a national triumph – those who 
accept the Churchillian vision – need to explain how the 
outcome was such a great one for Britain. Like Crowcroft 
I think they will find it impossible. 
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History of the Bible: The Book and its Faiths, John 
Barton, Allen Lane, 2019, £25.

You won’t read a better book about the Bible than 
this one. But to begin with I must clear the decks: 
Barton’s hefty tome rightly abjures the literalistic 
or fundamentalist approach, and in so doing proves 
that there is not much ‘fun’ in ‘fundamentalism,’ 
but rather much that is ‘mental’. In fact, a literalistic 
interpretation of the Bible is impossible – for the very 
good reason that the Bible is at variance with itself. 

For example, the Last Supper of Jesus is said by 
John’s gospel to have taken place on 14th of the month 
Nisan. While in Matthew, Mark and Luke (the synoptic 
gospels) it takes place the evening before. This is 
because the gospel writers were not interested in strict 
chronology but always wrote with theological intent. 
In that particular year, 14th Nisan was the Feast of the 
Passover, so John holds that Jesus was killed that day 
because he was the new Passover victim provided by 
God himself.

Or take the Christmas story. We amalgamate many 
different features into one grand narrative, whereas 
the gospels are greatly at variance. Matthew has kings 
turning up at the manger in Bethlehem, while for Luke 
the visitors were shepherds. Mark doesn’t tell the 
story of Jesus’ birth at all, but begins his gospel with 
Jesus a fully-grown man. John starts his account with 
a profoundly philosophical prologue en arche ayn ho 
Logos – in the beginning was the Word and the Word 
was with God, and the Word was God. Matthew and 
Luke include many of Jesus’ parables, while Mark has 
only that of the sower. The story of Jesus’ temptation 
by Satan is told only in Matthew and Luke – and these 
two writers put the three temptations in a different 
order. The four gospels are printed first in the New 
Testament and then St Paul’s epistles. But by the time 
the first gospel appeared – Mark, about AD 65 during 
Nero’s persecution, about thirty years after the events 
of Jesus’ life – all Paul’s epistles had been written and 
published, his missionary journeys all completed, and 
Paul himself was dead.

My words will not 
pass away

Peter Mullen

God did not create the world in seven days of 
twenty-four hours: for that sequence of astronomical 
days could not have taken place until the world was 
already in being. The Israelites did not cross the Red 
Sea in their escape from Pharaoh, but a large marshy 
area called in Hebrew the yam suph, the Reed Sea. 
Moreover, there is not one account of this exodus, but 
four. In one version, that of the Elohist and called ‘E,’ 
the Lord ‘caused the sea to go back by a strong east 
wind.’ In the more sensational Priestly narrative ‘P,’ 
the waters ‘were a wall unto them on their right hand 
and on their left’. This more dramatic version was of 
course the one preferred by Cecil B de Mille in his 
celebrated epic film The Ten Commandments. 

The Bible is a much more interesting and rewarding 
book than the literalists and biblical fundamentalists 
would have us believe, and it contains many different 
sorts of writing: Gospel or euangelion – from which 
we derive ‘evangelism’ – and which means preaching 
or proclamation; Letters, such as those attributed to 
Paul, Peter and John; and the most sublime poetry in the 
hymns and verses of The Book of Psalms. Incidentally, 
I had a Jewish friend in the City of London who was 
able to read the Psalms in the original Hebrew, but he 
declared the 16th century English translation by Miles 
Coverdale to be more beautiful. There is history in the 
books of Kings and Chronicles and there is wisdom 
literature in Proverbs and Ecclesiastes. There is 
prophecy, but again the prophets were not magicians 
who gazed into the crystal ball in order to peer into 
the future, but rather preachers, courtiers and writers 
whose main occupation was to speak truth to power. 
Most of the prophets resided in Jerusalem where they 
had the ear of the kings.

Is the Bible true, then? Yes, but it is not and could 
never be literally true for the reasons already given. 
Is a poem true? Yes, but not in the same way as a 
geometrical theorem or a fact of natural history. It is not 
devout but foolish to regard the Bible as a compendium 
of literal fact into which you can peer in order to see 
what the future has in store for you in particular. Let 
me tell you the cautionary tale of the crazed literalist 
who opened the Bible to find out what he should do 
with his life. He turned up at the verse, ‘And Judas 
went out and hanged himself.’ Terrified, he snapped 
the book shut, opened it again only at where it said, 
‘Go and do thou likewise’. 

Barton’s vast book is as full of treasure as King 
Solomon’s mines. I have only one criticism: he writes 
the sort of bureaucratic prose you might expect to find 
in one entering a qualifying examination for the higher 
civil service.



The Salisbury Review — Autumn 2019 53 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

Passionate Spirit: The Life of Alma Mahler, Cate 
Haste, Bloomsbury, 2019, £26.

Cate Haste’s new biography of Alma Mahler retells the 
life of one of the most celebrated and notorious figures 
in early modernist art, music and literature. This fair 
and engaging biography returns us to the remarkable 
life of one of the great muses of history. Alma Schindler 
was born in 1879 in Vienna. Her father was a successful 
landscape painter, Emil Schindler, and Alma lived a 
cosseted early life of the haute bourgeoisie, pampered 
and privileged, with frequent visits to museums, the 
opera and country retreats. This comfortable existence 
was disrupted in 1892 by the death of her father. The 
hurt that she felt due to her mother’s marriage to painter 
Carl Moll 1897 was compounded when her mother 
announced Alma would soon have a new sibling. 

To escape what she saw as her displacement from 
her mother’s affections, Alma fled into the challenge 
of music. She was passionate about music and an avid 
attendet of music performances, writing informed 
summaries of those performances in a diary she had 
started in 1898. Alma wished to become a composer but 
there were few precedents and female composers were 
only just beginning to be recognised professionally. Her 
second escape from the family which was becoming 
increasingly unfamiliar to her was romance. Acclaimed 
as ‘the most beautiful girl in Vienna’, Alma was also 
intelligent, witty and cultured. Although she was not 
educated to a high level, she was well read in an erratic 
autodidact fashion. Flirtations and infatuations were 
many. She was fascinated by Gustav Klimt. Sadly for 
all of us, he never painted the portrait he promised to 
make of Alma; the 19-year-old confided to her diary 
with adolescent authority and intensity, ‘He’s the only 
man I ever loved and shall ever love. We harmonise 
so beautifully.’ Alma’s journal is one of the greatest of 
published diaries – full of passion, passing obsessions, 
self-discovery, declarations of intended suicide, gossip 
about famous figures and insights into the lost world of 
imperial Vienna. Ultimately, the voracious womaniser 
Klimt failed to seduce her. Her second love affair was 
with her tutor, the composer Alexander von Zemlinsky. 

Mahler’s Bride

Alexander Adams 

She overcame her dislike of Jews when she met 
a Jew she liked well enough. Alma’s powerful anti-
Semitism is completely of her time and it peppers 
statements throughout her life, although two of her 
husbands, close friends and collaborators were Jews. 
Zemlinsky proposed marriage but it was Gustav 
Mahler she married. The greatest sacrifice was that 
Mahler demanded that his prospective bride cease 
composing. ‘If we are to be happy together, you will 
have to be my wife, not my colleague.’ After initially 
rejecting the stipulation, Alma idealistically concluded 
‘I must live entirely for him, to make him happy.’ To 
become independent of her family she had to accept 
the bonds of wedlock. ‘I simply believed that it was the 
fate of woman – that I had to give up all that happiness 
when I married.’ After much thought and considerable 
regret, Alma relinquished the uncertain path to creative 
production as a composer in favour of the certain path 
to passive fame as a muse. Since her death, the few 
extant compositions by Alma have been recorded and 
she is highly regarded as a minor composer of lieder. 
Her small output was reduced by the destruction of 
manuscripts during World War II. 

It seems that the marriage (and motherhood) was 
less satisfying intellectually than she had hoped. 
Mahler was involved in conducting and composing 
and was ailing. There was little opportunity for Alma 
to be creative or to take an active part in her husband’s 
work and she suffered from post-natal depression while 
one of their children died in infancy. As the marriage 
proved to be difficult for Alma, she began an affair with 
the Modernist architect Walter Gropius in 1910 which 
precipitated a marital crisis. Mahler laboured on his 
Tenth Symphony, conducted his Eighth and fulfilled 
his commitment to conduct in New York. Worn out, 
he came back to Europe to die. 

The following year, 1912, she met Oskar Kokoschka 
and the Expressionist painter was commissioned 
to produce her portrait. Their affair produced 
passionate letters (that Haste quotes) and a group of 
autobiographical paintings, but she doubted the future 
and aborted their baby. When war came, Kokoschka 
received wounds so grave that his death was announced 
in Viennese newspapers. Alma entered his studio to 
retrieve scandalous letters but the artist survived and 
commissioned a doll-maker to make a life-size doll 
of Alma, which became his constant companion and 
subject for a time. There is nothing of Alma’s life that 
does not read like a romantic melodrama or Symbolist 
novel. 

The subsequent marriage of Alma to Gropius was 
ill-starred. Although they had a daughter together, his 
military service separated and eventually estranged 
them. During this time Alma and Czech writer Franz 
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Werfel formed a bond. She gave birth to his child 
during her marriage to Gropius, but it died in infancy 
and she divorced Gropius by agreement in 1920. She 
and Werfel married in 1929, and this would be her 
last marriage. An uncommon burden of suffering was 
visited on her, for her sister was confined to a mental 
institution; in addition to two children who died in 
infancy, her daughter Manon Gropius died in 1935 of 
poliomyelitis, aged 18. 

The rise of Hitler provoked mixed reactions: She was 
sympathetic towards Nazism rather than a supporter, 
but the status of Werfel as a prominent Jewish anti-
fascist meant that the couple joined the flood of 
refugees who only just escaped from the German army 
in 1940, heading through southern France. They sailed 
for the USA, where they would stay while Alma came 
to be seen as a living link to Mahler and keeper of his 
flame. In her widowhood, Alma was joined in Beverly 
Hills by her only surviving child, Anna Mahler, who 
was a sculptor, and her granddaughter. 

Alma’s character has provoked strong reactions 
from commentators ever since she entered public life. 
She could be possessive, jealous, unreasonable, petty 
and imperious; she could also be capable of devotion, 
tenderness and generosity. She may not have had a 
great mind but she was responsive to art and devoted 
to supporting artistic achievement. Notwithstanding the 
great losses of her life, a close friend observed ‘you 
have a fondness for suffering’.

The author is aware of Alma’s untrustworthiness 
about her own life. Alma was notorious for rewriting, 
concealing and misrepresenting her past. Her 
statements, autobiography and lifetime biography are 
unreliable. Alma’s control of the Mahler estate meant 
that she was a primary source of information about 
her husband during his last years, but her version of 
Mahler is a self-serving one. This altering of the record, 
distortion of the truth and gatekeeping are collectively 
described as the Alma Problem.

A text of 392 pages (plus notes and index) barely 
contains the outline of Alma’s remarkable story. 
Although there seems little here that is new, Haste 
makes an able guide, organising the information clearly 
and informing us of contradictory opinions while not 
intruding with moral judgments.

Twilight of the Elites: Prosperity, the Periphery, 
and the Future of France, Christophe Guilluy, Yale, 
2019, £18.99.

Few things annoy the British about the French 
more than their proclivity to go on strike, usually in 
summer when tourists are attempting to either start 
their holidays in France or return from them. But I 
wonder how many of us are currently cheering on les 
gilets jaunes, those high-vis demonstrators against the 
imperialistic rule of their president, Emmanuel Macron 
(or ‘Macroleon’ as I like to call him). These are strange 
times indeed when many conservatives are tempted 
to supply tea and sandwiches to the agitating workers 
on the front-line of protest. After reading Christophe 
Guilluy’s book, many more might find themselves in 
ever greater solidarity with the sans-culottes across 
the Channel.

The international attention to the phenomenon of les 
gilets jaunes has undoubtedly led to Yale University 
Press bringing out this translation by Malcolm 
Debeoise of Guilluy’s polemic on French unrest. It was 
first published in France in 2016, when the country was 
‘simmering with discontent’; hence it is impressively 
prophetic as regards recent events. France has its 
share of right-wing thinkers decrying the modern 
state of the over-liberalised nation (Alain Finkielkraut, 
Pascal Bruckner, Eric Zemmour and, most notoriously, 
Renaud Camus); Guilluy, a geographer who is more a 
sociologist and social commentator, perhaps gravitates 
gently to the left of the spectrum. But much of his 
criticism of the current state of affairs will be shared 
by Trump supporters and Brexiteers railing against the 
Establishment. Even Marine le Pen’s Front National 
(as then was) consulted him for his advice.

At the heart of this short book is Guilluy’s deep 
and genuine concern at the effects in France of 
globalisation and the exclusion of rural and peripheral 
communities (la France périphérique) from a political 
discourse which is directed by the metropolitan elite 
– in Paris, mainly, of course, but also in Bordeaux 
and Lyon and a dozen other cities (he calls these the 
‘New Citadels’). This might seem a typical leftist 
view, but it is one increasingly adopted by the now 

France; a Dearth of 
Egalité
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more radical Republican Party in the States: there 
anti-globalisation, anti-corporatism and anti-East and 
West-coast elitism is taking hold not just among the 
Bernie Sanders movement, but the Trump one, too. 
Macron’s combination of free-market reforms and anti-
national EU-philia has massively antagonised – and 
in many ways is uniting – mainstream socialists and 
Gaullist conservatives in his own country. No wonder, 
then, that the old left-right taxonomy no longer holds 
true. In short, what has been happening in France 
and elsewhere in the western world is the irruption of 
populism. 

Guilluy’s entrée in the world of political observation 
stems from his research into housing and what he has 
called ‘the ghettoization by the top of society’ in the 
cities. He and his family personally experienced the 
consequences of gentrification on lower-middle and 
lower-income families, who are priced out of the 
market in the most sought-after conurbations, and 
then neglected in the provinces as being out of sight, 
out of mind – ‘an unnoticed presence’. The French, 
argues Guilluy, now have to rely on public housing 
for any hope of living near major cities and the jobs 
they can offer. He says of ‘French-born workers’ 
that ‘their expulsion from the largest urban centres 
will be irreversible’. The well-off have deliberately 
immured themselves in the rich cities, ignorant of – 
or wholly unconcerned about – the rest, who are left 
to fend for themselves outside the financially-gated 
ramparts, ‘condemned to live out their lives as second-
class citizens’. Thus Guilluy is utterly dismissive 
of this closed society’s hypocritical pretence and 
sanctimonious ‘compassion’ when advocating an open 
society.

To take a British perspective of the disconnect 
between rulers and ruled that Guilluy exposes in 
France, think not only of Brexit but also back to the fuel 
protests here in 2000, 2005 and 2007, caused by rising 
petrol and diesel costs. Tony Blair’s distant government 
and those occupying the insulated Westminster bubble 
had little idea or appreciation of the hardship caused 
across the country, especially in rural communities, 
as ordinary people struggled to make ends meet. 
Similarly, les gilets jaunes and rural protestors in 
general were inflamed that Macron, ever enthusiastic 
to parade his green credentials, had proposed a new 
tax on petrol and diesel.

Guilluy rightly condemns the out-of-touch contempt 
for the masses of what he dismissively and deliciously 
provocatively calls the ‘bobos’ – the bourgeois bohème, 
a disparaging French term for the ‘dominant classes’ 
whom he considers to be of the upper middle-class 
left. Some Americans would recognise these as 
limousine liberals and some British as champagne 

socialists (la gauche d’Islington to mirror France’s 
la gauche caviar?). He vocally laments how France 
has abandoned traditional French values to embrace 
neoliberalism and the consequent ‘Americanised 
society’ it has created. Egalitarian France has been 
rather short of egalité recently: in the last three decades 
the richest one per cent of France have enjoyed a 
100 per cent rise in post-tax income while almost 
everybody else has had to make do on a fraction of 
that. This is a complete reversal of the previous norms 
in French pay history. 

Part and parcel of this spirited obloquy is a deep 
cynicism about the French élites’ smug, self-righteous 
promotion of multiculturalism. Immigration has raised 
deep fears of le grand replacement – the supplanting 
of white population areas with ones dominated by 
African newcomers. Though this notion has been 
championed by others (not least those thinkers on the 
right mentioned above), Guilluy makes a measured and 
sensible contribution to the debate, recognising that 
‘the working class at least are under no illusion. They 
know perfectly well that social and cultural separation 
is a fact of everyday life in France today’. 

Despite all the excitable media attention it has 
received, les gilets jaunes movement is, for now at 
least, continuing to lose impetus. The Establishment 
(the very name tells it all) can outwait and outweigh 
the protestors, keeping them pressed down once more. 
And then the discontent will simmer again. But if the 
voice of the French periphery is silenced, then la peine 
forte et dure will only increase. If the French do not 
revolt, who will? It is an unhappy state of affairs, and 
one which Guilluy captures and analyses beautifully.

Why I am no longer talking to White People about 
Race, Reni Eddo-Lodge, Bloomsbury, 2018, £8.09.

Reni Eddo-Lodge’s book is hard-hitting and thought-
provoking. It certainly deserves careful consideration 
with, despite the title, its heartfelt plea for white people to 
understand the effects of structural and institutional racism. 
But, then, in Chapter Five, she goes and spoils it all by 
saying something stupid… Recounting her experience, 
when invited to join the panel of Radio 4’s Woman’s 
Hour, and bemoaning the unrepresentative nature of the 
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programme, Eddo-Lodge observes that the panel ‘would 
have been all white, if it wasn’t for my presence’. 

It’s worth reading that sentence again: ‘the panel would 
have been all white…’ (Boo!) ‘…if it wasn’t for my 
presence.’ (Hooray!)

And here, encapsulated, is the central difficulty with 
Eddo-Lodge’s book: she complains about a supposedly 
‘all-white panel’ that, in reality, wasn’t actually all-white 
because Eddo-Lodge was present. 

Eddo-Lodge’s presence, in fact, made the panel 33 per 
cent ‘black’, a figure far in excess of the proportion of the 
UK BME population. Hardly unrepresentative. We might 
also point out that the panel was 100 per cent university 
educated and 100 per cent female, so, yes, unrepresentative 
after all – but not on Eddo-Lodge’s terms! And Eddo-
Lodge was not only present but in the privileged position of 
being a contributor. Looking around at the staff as well as 
the panel, she noticed that hers was ‘the only black face in 
the studio’ and alarm bells began to ring. She conveniently 
forgets to mention that the all-white studio staff were, 
unlike her, not invited to contribute to the debate. 

Eddo-Lodge sees non-existent racism with an ideological 
fervour bordering on paranoia where, in reality, there is 
none. And so Eddo-Lodge continually lets her white-
privilege ideology trump reality. You get the feeling she 
regrets that the Radio 4 panel wasn’t all-white, just to prove 
her narrative that racism abounds. If only she had stayed 
at home in the ghetto, she would have been proved right. 
Her tortuous illogicality borders on outright falsehood – 
with ‘victim’ writ large on her brow. Eddo-Lodge’s thesis 
is that white privilege is so endemic and embedded that 
white people cannot see it. How ironic given that this 
cameo appearance by her ideology shows she suffers a 
similar malady: she sees so much racism that she cannot 
see when there is none. This ‘phantom racism’ narrative 
pervades the book in so many guises. Her lengthy account 
of black history recalls terrible instances of racism which 
undoubtedly occurred throughout British history. But 
the same narrative cites, seemingly un-self-consciously, 
numerous examples of individuals and institutions 
(political parties, judiciary, government legislation, 
legal professionals, academics, artists, broadcasters and 
journalists) joining the fight against racism. Eddo-Lodge 
hasn’t wilfully ignored these examples of anti-racism 
by (presumably) white and privileged individuals and 
institutions. She cites them, herself, but cannot see them. 
This makes her ideological blindness all the starker.

For example, the Stephen Lawrence case is, for her, the 
pivotal moment when institutional racism is recognized in 
the Metropolitan Police. She mentions, without apparent 
sense of awareness, that this revelation was facilitated by 
the investigations of the Kent Police and a High-Court 
judge, both, presumably, steeped in racism and white 
privilege – but not to the point that they couldn’t see 
racism and combat it. Further back in history, she lauds 
the abolitionists who fought against slavery, pointing out 

(you sense, grudgingly) that most were Quakers. She could 
just have easily said that most were also white – if she had 
been a robust historian. 

Eddo-Lodge talks of her experience as a four-year old, 
watching children’s television where, in her eyes, every 
good role model was white (thus ‘normalising whiteness’) 
while the ‘baddies’ and insignificant sidekicks were 
invariably black. This was the same period in which 
Diane–Louise Jordan became the first black presenter of 
Blue Peter and Power Rangers featured a black leading 
character. The white baddies and sidekicks go unremarked. 
Selective viewing leads to selective hearing in the Eddo-
Lodge echo-chamber.

Finally, of course, the messenger best proclaims the 
message. We hear a woman declaring, stridently, that she 
is disadvantaged by her race. But we see a woman who 
has benefited hugely from education and job opportunities, 
finding a platform in leading journals (and a best-selling 
book) that many white, middle-aged men can only dream 
of accessing. What we see, in fact, is someone who needs, 
urgently, to ‘check her privilege’. 

While the idea of white privilege requires serious 
reflection and racism undoubtedly exists, Eddo-Lodge 
forbids us to celebrate how far we have come. She is blind 
to how black people are extremely well-represented in the 
national consciousness: footballers, athletes, MPs, shadow 
and actual Home Secretaries, TV presenters, news-readers, 
RSC leading actors, Archbishops and Strictly Come 
Dancing celebrities. I can hear the bigots shouting: ‘There 
goes the cultural neighbourhood!’

Luther (Idris Elba), Inspector Javert (David Oyelowo), 
Annie (Quevenzhane Wallis), even a 16th Century Scottish 
Lord in cinema’s latest historical drama (Mark Lester) 
are being played by black actors. Morgan Freeman, in 
the Bruce Almighty franchise, even plays God! The glass 
ceiling for black people is well and truly broken. Dr Who 
is reduced to having ‘a token middle-aged white guy’ as 
one of her companions. But that comment is out of order 
for, as I am often told, ‘Reverse racism is not a thing…’

The sad danger is that, while racism is still with us in 
many guises, Eddo-Lodge’s blind ideology makes us look 
in the wrong direction. We should eradicate the racism 
that is still nurtured in the secret places of our hearts when 
the external battles are all but won. But Eddo-Lodge only 
alienates her potential allies in this struggle. White people 
and a white society carry the blanket-guilt of indefinable 
and undocumented shortcomings – a guilt that could never 
be proved in court on any test of evidence. 

We are white so we must be privileged and therefore 
guilty. Wait a minute! That last sentence actually sounds 
like racism, from whichever viewpoint you look at it. But, 
I’ll remind myself: reverse racism cannot be a thing…
can it? 

My uncertainty is one reason why I’m ‘Still Wanting to 
Talk’ to Reni…
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Félix Vallotton: Painter of Disquiet (Royal 
Academy, until 29 September) sets forth the 
idea that the artist is a master of the odd. 

Certainly, this exhibition (and the fine catalogue) will 
leave viewers delighted and puzzled by an artist little 
known to British audiences.  Félix  Vallotton was born 
in Lausanne in 1865. At 16 he moved to Paris, where 
he was to live for the rest of his life. He studied at 
the Académie Julian, a centre of independent artistic 
thinking. He was attached to realism and his earliest 
works show a rejection of Impressionism. There is a 
careful, restrained still-life of a coffee pot and cup. A 
painting of a convalescent woman in bed being tended 
to by a maid, painted in 1892, shows the pin-sharp 
clarity without fussiness. It manages to be very realistic 
yet also artificial – with areas of unblended unmodified 
colour giving the impression of clarity while in real 
life reflected colours and impurities make reality a 
touch more messy. This would be a template for the 
artist, being pulled between the demands of realism 
and advantages of simplicity. 

Vallotton was associated with the Nabis and the 
Intimists and produced domestic scenes. These were 
often of decorative character, with touches of humour 
and featuring heavily patterned fabrics, furnishing 
and wallpaper, influenced by Japanese art. Vallotton 
established himself as a brilliant woodcut artist and 
catered to the demand for high-concept high-class 
monotone illustration. He perfected the woodcut prints 
which appeared in collector journals like La Revue 
blanche which ran from 1889 to 1903, focusing on 
art, literature and high culture, with serious political 
discussions. Vallotton became its principal illustrator. 
His prints were often street scenes, satirical in 
character. The demands of woodcut mean that one has 
to conceptualise very simply, plan well and not deviate 
from the initial design in the course of execution. Some 
of these prints are included in the current exhibition. 

The artist’s more emphatic satire is sometimes as 
bold as his designs. His frolicking maidens, heavily 
clad old women, fat businessmen and gesturing 
policemen are a touch on the obvious side. Also, 
the limitations of woodcut work against portrayal of 
movement, make the scenes of action unsatisfying. 

Art
Félix vallotton: paintEr oF disquiEt

alExandEr adams

However, perhaps his greatest masterpiece is a series 
of woodcuts called Intimacies (1897-8). It shows 
figures in comfortably furnished bourgeois interiors; 
these are often encounters between couples. The events 
are ambiguous, with the action being unreadable. 
Intimacies is a veritable sequence of stage dramas 
– romantic intrigues with the dialogue lost. The 
compositions rely on large areas of complete black. 
Visually as well as narratively, most of the substance is 
obscure to us. The grace and concision of these prints 
makes them a masterclass, with the humour toned down 
from the journal illustrations, Intimacies is one of the 
most effective print suites ever made.

Vallotton also painted some of these Intimacies (or 
close analogues of them). These feature simple, strong 
colour and are as effective as the prints. No drawings 
are displayed. In 1899 Vallotton married and he was 
determined to make his mark as a prestigious painter 
rather than a printmaker. He had financial security 
from his marriage which allowed him to pursue his 
course and in 1903 La Revue blanche closed. He rarely 
returned to woodcuts after 1902. 

The new work would be nudes, still-lifes and (later) 
landscapes: the nudes range from the brilliant to 
awful. The ones on display in London are fine pieces 
but Vallotton struggled to paint flesh well. He had the 
sensitivity but his inclination to simplify hampered 
him. Bodies are not one flesh hue modulated by 
shadow and highlight, but range in colour and texture, 
further accented by reflected colour. His nudes are 
disagreeably coloured, as if in putty or clay. This is the 
human clay as literal clay (see Models Resting (1905)). 
He could do so much better. Consider one of the stars of 
the show, The White and the Black (1913) – a painting 
of a reclining nude white woman and a seated black 
woman. It is a study in polarities: horizontal/vertical, 
awake/asleep, pale/dark, passive/active, clothed/
undressed. The nude model’s skin shows a wide range 
of tints and inflections and the strong colours of the 
black woman’s skin, blue dress, orange hair tie and 
the green walls all sing. Other nudes include the Nude 
Seated in a Red Armchair (1897), which is positively 
Baconian in its modelled flesh set in unmodulated red 
furniture and assertively modern plain green walls. 
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There are still-lifes that have Swiss clarity and 
assertiveness, which distinguishes his art from the more 
mixed palettes and handling of his colleagues Bonnard 
and Vuillard (the latter’s current exhibition at the  
Holburne Museum, Bath is warmly recommended). 
There is a still-life of a jug of water, a brass bowl and 
wooden crate which is almost a masterclass in passing 
A-level art set tasks, with its handling of various 
textures. A painting of red peppers (twisted glossy red 
forms set against an eau-de-nil striped wallpaper) has 
a reflection of red on the knife. Painted in 1915, this 
seems to be a commentary on the fratricide of war. 

The landscapes are indeed disquieting. They are often 
so stylised that they seem exercises in artificiality and 
enter the territory of Symbolism, although Vallotton 
evades classification. The emphatic horizontals and 
artificially smooth curves are unrealistic yet seem to 
reveal an underlying feeling about what one sees. His 
greens are defiantly green – pitted in opposition to the 
optical mixing of the Impressionists and Pointillists. 
It is the strangeness of shapes and separation of colour 
areas, which create a striking impression. Included in 

this show are a few reference photographs, which do not 
dispel the magic of the paintings but instead generate 
admiration for Vallotton’s pictorial shrewdness in 
tidying up and exaggerating for deft effect. 

By the time Vallotton died in 1925, the art world 
had moved on. He is hard to place in art history, so 
he has often been left out of art-historical literature. 
Not quite a Nabi, not quite French, not quite modern, 
Vallotton comes out of this exhibition looking better 
than he did in the recent (2013) Paris retrospective. 
The absence of many of the war pictures, the worst 
nudes and some awful allegories, all leave Vallotton 
looking consistent and restrained. (The catalogue 
includes a few examples, which allows viewers to see 
what they are not missing.) Vallotton benefited from 
having his more wayward branches trimmed for the 
Sackler Gallery on the top floor of the Royal Academy.

This is one of the most fascinating exhibitions 
of the year and will leave anyone not familiar with 
Vallotton, intrigued and impressed. This is the must-
see exhibition of the summer. 

IN SHORT
Socrates in Love. The Making of a Philosopher, 
Armand D’Angour, Bloomsbury Publishing, 2019, 
£20.

The last words of Socrates, after had drunk hemlock, 
were to remind his friends that ‘we owe a cock to 
Asclepius’. This was the traditional sacrifice to the 
god of healing on recovery from an illnes, suggesting 
that Socrates meant that he was recovering from the 
disease of life. Or did he mean something completely 
different? Perhaps, according to Armand D’Angour, the 
sacrifice to Asclepius was for the recovery of Aspasia, 
a woman who had helped teach him the nature of love 
and who was at that time in poor health. 

Never having had the chance of learning ancient 
Greek, my knowledge of Socrates comes from reading 
Plato in translation and a little from the novels of Mary 
Renault. I had never heard of Aspasia, but she was the 
beloved partner of Pericles, the famous statesman of 
Athens. So fond was Pericles of Aspasia, his unofficial 
wife or mistress, that he would kiss her every day 
before leaving and on his return home.

This lyrical book, written by an Oxford professor 
of classics, is the rediscovery of the youthful Socrates 
and a meditation on his possible relationship with 
Aspasia. For Angour maintains that she appears in 

The Symposium, Plato’s account of a party in which 
Socrates and his friends discuss the nature of love. It is 
at this party that Socrates claims he learned about love 
from a woman called Diotima. Diotima, says Angour, 
was the fictional name Plato gave to Aspasia. It is 
Diotima/Aspasia who teaches Socrates that love is like 
a ladder. At the lower rungs there is bodily attraction to 
beauty, which in turn leads to a higher love of eternal 
spiritual beauty. Part scholastic discussion and part 
novel, this beautifully written book sent me back to my 
very grubby old university textbook, Selections from 
Plato to read again The Symposium and The Phaedo. 
And then I joyfully read Angour’s book a second time.

Celia Haddon

The Struggle for Greece 1941-9, C M Woodhouse, 
Hurst, 2018, £16.99. 

Christopher (Monty) Woodhouse wrote books about the 
history of Greece in the 1940’s in the 70’s and 80’s. No 
non-Greek has ever played such a major role in Greek 
affairs since. This reprint was his major work and is a 
must-read for all Hellenophiles. It was written in 1976 
just after the Colonels misrule between 1967 and 1974, 
which was a time when a reconciliation between left and 
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right in Greece began. Like Airey Neave, Woodhouse 
was a fine representative of the generation who fought 
with distinction during the Second World War and 
became outstanding parliamentarians afterwards, for 
wartime experience had cemented ideals of patriotism 
in many of them. Woodhouse was destined for an 
academic (classics) career and about to prepare for 
the All Souls examination when war broke out. He 
had been travelling in Greece during that summer and 
was delighted to find that modern Greek often echoed 
Plato’s language. First joining the Royal Artillery he 
was later posted into SOE and became responsible 
for training Greeks to be infiltrated back into their 
homeland. Later he was parachuted into Greece to 
cut the railway between Thessoloniki and Athens. He 
met members of the Resistance groups, four of whom 
were communists and much more security conscious. 
He became a colonel at 26 and the commander of the 
Allied Military mission to the Greek resistance (1943).

His political skills were tested to the limit by the 
outbreak of civil war in the resistance, for EAM and 
ELAS wanted to eliminate the much smaller EDES. 
The story of the resistance mattered greatly to him and 

his detailed, poetic descriptions of the mountain ranges 
and forests show how they made a guerrilla movement 
possible for the Germans would have been defeated by 
the terrain. ‘We cursed the snow and the goat tracks but 
we owed our lives to them.’ The inhabitants belonged 
to two centuries ago, cut off from the rest of Europe 
where life was just a miserable existence. Ironically 
the resistance movement changed everything: life in 
the mountains moved into the twentieth century with 
the introduction of telephone, wireless and courier 
and life began to be organised for a common purpose. 
Woodhouse stressed that sympathy is the most valued 
quality in human life for Greeks as they do not bear past 
grudges. ‘The leaders of EAM ELAS who violently 
attacked me for two years and fought against British 
troops in 1944 see no incongruity in entertaining me 
at home now.’ 

No non-Greek has ever played such a crucial role 
in Greek affairs as Woodhouse: he helped to shape 
its future at a critical juncture and also made a 
distinguished contribution to the historiography of 
the country.
Merrie Cave
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