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Salisbury Review

A	woman	who	calls	herself	a	man	can	have	a	baby,	but	a	man	who	calls	himself	a	woman	cannot.	If	
a	man	tells	you	he	is	a	woman	or	a	woman	tells	

you	she	is	a	man,	the	law	requires	you	to	act	as	though	
it	is	a	fact.	If	you	persist	in	addressing	either	by	their	
original	title;	Mr,	Miss	or	Mrs,	you	can	go	to	prison	for	
committing	a	hate	crime.	
There	was	a	time	when	there	were	men	and	women	

plus	 a	 few	unfortunate	 people	whose	 sexual	 organs	
were	a	mixture	of	male	and	female.	These	days	a	man	
can	feel	he	is	a	woman	and	a	woman	can	feel	she	is	a	
man	or	anything	in	between	(called	gender	fluid)	and	if	
either	of	them	want	to	look	like	the	opposite	sex,	rather	
than	just	feel	male	or	female,	they	can	have	hormone	
treatment	or	an	operation.	Even	then	they	will	only	look	
like	the	opposite	sex.	Neither	hormones	or	surgery	will	
change	your	genetic	sex.
This	interpretation	of	sexuality,	if	unprovable	(how	

can	you	read	another’s	mind	let	alone	operate	on	it?)	
is	 something	which	 you	 can	 believe	 or	 vehemently	
disagree	with.	You	might	want	to	argue	about	it	loudly	
in	a	pub,	write	to	the	papers,	or	if	you	are	a	scientist	
research	it.	The	transgender	movement	has	no	intention	
of	allowing	public	debate.	Transition	is	a	moral	quality	
and	anybody	who	opposes	it	is	ignorant,	evil,	misguided	
or	a	criminal.	‘Transphobes’	must	be	found,	brought	to	
justice	and	hounded	from	decent	society.	No	discussion	
on	 the	 subject	 is	 allowed	 except	 to	 confirm	 there	 is	
no	such	thing	as	a	fixed	sexual	identity,	we	are	all	in	
transition,	even	if	we	don’t	know	it.	
There	have	been		regrets	and	suicides	after	sex	change	

operations.	Two	years	 ago,	 a	 postgraduate	 sociology	
student	at	Bath	University	wanted	to	find	out	how	many,	
but	under	intense	pressure	from	his	frightened	university	
authorities	he	was	forced	to	drop	his	proposal	because,	
the	university	feared	it	would	come	under	intense	attack	
on	social	media.	Unlike	ordinary	drugs	or	surgery,	only	
research	that	comes	up	with	the	‘right’	results	should	
be	allowed	when	it	comes	to	transitioning.	We	are	in	
the	realm	of	witch	hunters,	book	burners	and	magical	
thinking.	

In	his	book	The Open Society and its Enemies,	written	
as	Hitler’s	 troops	marched	 into	 Poland,	 the	 Jewish	
philosopher	Karl	 Popper	 observed	 that	 speculations	
about	the	mind	can	often	have	more	in	common	with	
primitive	myths	such	as	Voodoo	than	genuine	science.	
He	had	in	mind	the	psychoanalytical	theories	of	Freud	
and	Adler,	 which	 offer	 universal	 explanations	 for	
everything.	Whatever	you	do	Freud	has	an	explanation	
for	it,	even	if	your	actions	are	contradictory.	Freudian	
fanatics	believe	that	mocking	the	master’s	theory	is	a	
sign	of	mental	illness.	Any	theory	which	claims	to	be	
universally	true,	while	maintaining	criticism	is	further	
proof	that	it	is	right,	is	a	cult.	Transitioning,	a	modern	
form	 of	 therapy	 culture,	 is	 never	wrong;	 it’s	 your	
thinking	which	is	wrong.	A	sign	in	a	ladies’	changing	
room	reads,	‘Having	a	problem	with	somebody	else’s	
genitalia,	maybe	you	are	the	problem?’	
Science,	this	being	medicine	we	are	talking	science	

and	 peoples’	 lives,	 is	 based	 on	 the	 principle	 of	
falsifiability.	If	you	think	there	is	a	giant	teapot	behind	
the	sun	you	can	send	a	spaceship	to	look.	You	don’t	have	
to	actually	send	it,	you	just	have	to	have	a	practicable	
means	of	proving	or	disproving	your	theory.	It’s	why	
we	cannot	prove	or	disprove	the	existence	of	fairies.	
Similarly,	it’s	no	good	looking	for	the	transition	teapot	
and	your	doubts	will	only	strengthen	its	believers’	faith	
that	it	exists.	How	could	anything	which	is	so	obviously	
true	be	doubted?	Which	is	why	transitioning	is	defended	
with	 such	missionary	 zeal	 and	 its	 critics	mercilessly	
persecuted.	Religions	have	beliefs	and	in	the	absence	
of	 corroboration	 (which	 is	 never	 forthcoming)	 they	
require	enemies.	
‘You	don’t	believe	in	the	Resurrection?	This	way	to	

the	stake.’	
‘You	don’t	believe	that	the	Prophet	Muhammad	was	

transported	from	Mecca	to	Jerusalem	on	a	winged	beast?	
Let	me	introduce	you	to	the	Saudi	state	executioner.’
Critics	 of	 transitioning	 are	 now	being	 rung	by	 the	

police	to	‘check’	their	thinking,	or	taken	to	the	police	
station,	finger	printed	and	 locked	up.	The	magic	has	
begun.	
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Once	upon	 a	 time,	 English	 boys	 existed	 in	
England.	Today	they	are	classified	simply	as	
white	males.	The	prevailing	ethos	maintains	

this	sub-group	of	humanity	is	privileged	by	both	their	
skin	colour	and	 their	 sex	but,	 as	 should	be	obvious	
to	 those	who	 deal	 in	 reality,	 this	 isn’t	 the	 case	 at	
all.	Boys	 of	 all	 racial	 backgrounds	 are	 a	 declining	
demographic	in	our	universities,	making	up	a	mere	43	
per	cent	of	the	undergraduate	intake	in	2017.	White	
males	as	a	solo	group	accounted	for	only	27	per	cent	
–	a	statistic	which	elicits	no	
useful	 further	 information	
as	 to	 the	 number	 of	 Poles,	
Latvians	 etc,	 compared	 to	
actual	English	boys,	thereby	
reducing	 their	 ratio	 even	
further.	 There	 have	 been	
some	half-hearted	 attempts	
to	redress	this	imbalance,	but	
when	the	‘minority’	group	in	
question	 is	 privileged	male	
and	 privileged	 white,	 the	
issue	has	been	slow	to	gain	
traction.	Feminist	groups	and	
ethnic	minority	 advocates	
openly	 deride	 the	 notion	 that	English	 boys	 should	
be	given	a	protected	minority	status	and	thus	benefit	
from	positive	discrimination	–	designed	in	the	main	
to	 help	 only	 those	 ground	 into	 the	 dust	 ‘neath	 the	
heel	of	the	white	imperialist	male	oppressor.	Another	
factor,	of	course,	is	the	class	issue.	Much	of	the	under-
representation	 is	 in	 the	Kevin	 and	Dwayne	bracket	
rather	than	the	Rupert	hyphenated	Smythe	echelon,	and	
as	everyone	is	aware,	the	media	talking	heads	who	opine	
so	vociferously	on	matters	such	as	the	phantom	gender	
pay-gap	or	the	lack	of	female	CEOs	in	the	off-shore	oil/
gas	industry,	are	notably	silent	about	the	inequalities	
encountered	by	not	just	the	lumpenproletariat,	but	the	
white	male	lumpenproletariat	to	boot.	
English	boys	have	been	at	 the	bottom	of	 all	 state	

educational	 league	 tables	 for	 some	years	 now.	This	
ought	to	be	a	matter	of	national	interest	and	national	
outrage,	but	for	obvious	reasons	in	sad	old	PC	Britain	
it	 is	 not.	Despite	 the	 reality	 of	 this	 racial	 injustice/
imbalance,	the	political/educational	establishment	is	
intent	 on	promoting	 their	 favoured	minority	 groups	
instead.	In	the	interests	of	‘social	 justice’	non-white	

Degrees of Racism
Paul Weston

students	are	herded	into	elite	universities	at	the	expense	
of	whites	with	superior	academic	qualifications.	One	
school	in	Newham,	London’s	poorest	borough,	recently	
revealed	that	41	of	its	pupils	had	been	given	offers	to	
study	at	Oxford	or	Cambridge	–	nearly	all	of	the	pupils	
are	ethnic	minorities	and	half	of	them	are	on	free	school	
meals.	I	suppose	it	is	possible	these	children	were	all	
remarkably	intelligent	and	all	gathered	together	in	one	
geographical	location	by	mystical	circumstances	but	
when	one	looks	a	little	closer,	one	finds	ethnic	social	

engineering	 on	 a	massive	
scale	 where	 poor	 white	
boys	 are	 simply	 unable	 to	
compete.
The	 curiously	 named	

Conservative	 Party	 does	
nothing	to	help	this	flagrant	
racial	 inequality.	 In	 fact,	 it	
has	just	advised	universities	
they	will	 face	 sanctions	 if	
non-white	 students	 fail	 to	
achieve	equality	of	outcome	
(as	 opposed	 to	 equality	 of	
opportunity)	 in	 terms	 of	
good	 degrees.	 The	 Prime	

Minister’s	Race	Disparity	Audit	 (Orwell,	 spinning,	
grave)	 noticed	 that	 despite	 the	 increase	 in	 ethnic	
minority	 students,	 they	 were	 failing	 to	 gain	 a	
statistically	 equal	 number	 of	 first-class	 or	 upper-
second-class	degrees	as	white	students.	The	chancellor	
of	the	Duchy	of	Lancaster,	David	Lidington	MP,	said:	
‘I	 am	determined	 that	 nobody	 experiences	 a	worse	
outcome	 solely	 on	 the	 grounds	 of	 their	 ethnicity’	
followed	by	Professor	Edward	Byrne	AC,	President	
and	Principal	of	King’s	College	London,	who	stated:	

Tackling race disparity outcomes is important and 
we welcome the Minister’s visit to King’s today. I 
am proud of the diverse international community 
we have here at King’s, in 2017 49 per cent of our 
undergraduates were from Black, Asian and other 
ethnic minority backgrounds, and we have the fastest 
growing population of low-income students in the 
Russell Group. Over the past seven years we have 
significantly reduced the gap between Black, Asian 
and Minority Ethnic (BAME) students and non-
BAME students achieving a first or 2.1, from 11.1 
per cent in 2011 to 3.8 per cent in 2017.
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So	 there	 you	 are,	 when	 confronted	 with	 the	
inescapable	 fact	 that	 English	 boys	 are	 the	most	
disadvantaged	 group	 in	 the	 educational	world,	 the	
government	goes	all	out	 to	dishonestly	engineer	the	
educational	outcome	of	non-whites	only.	And	it	gets	
worse.	Much,	much	worse.	The	reason	given	for	ethnic	
minority	 disparities	 of	 outcome	 is	 not	 because	 the	
establishment	has	energetically	channelled	people	of	
insufficient	intelligence	to	cope	with	the	strictures	of	
university	life,	but	because	the	whole	of	university	life	
is	geared	around	dastardly	white	privilege	instead.	In	
order	for	ethnic	minorities	to	compete,	universities	must	
‘decolonise’	 their	 curriculums.	White	 philosophers	
must	be	replaced	with	African	poets;	history	should	no	
longer	encompass	a	past	seen	only	through	the	prism	
of	whiteness;	statues	of	white	imperialists	must	be	torn	
down	and	replaced	with	marbled	transgender	women	of	
colour.	And	on	and	on	it	goes.	In	a	report	titled	‘Degrees	
of	Racism’	 by	 the	 School	 of	Oriental	 and	African	
Studies	(SOAS)	Students’	Union,	a	black	student	stated	
‘How	can	I	have	a	rapport	and	feel	comfortable	talking	
to	a	60-year-old	white	man?’	Such	a	statement	should	
of	course	be	laughed	out	of	existence	in	a	sane	society,	
but	we	are	no	longer	sane.	The Daily Telegraph	reports	
the	following	disturbing	news:	

Male, pale and stale university professors are 
to be given reverse mentors to teach them about 
unconscious bias, under a new Government funded 
scheme. Under the project, white men in senior 
academic posts will be assigned a junior female 
colleague from an ethnic minority as a mentor. 
Prof John Rowe, who is overseeing the project at 
Birmingham University, said he hoped the scheme 
will allow eminent professors to confront their own 
biases and leave them feeling quite uncomfortable.

In	 closing,	 I	would	 like	 to	make	 the	 following	
observation.	Imagine	a	French	student	studying	at	the	
Nazi-controlled	Sorbonne	 in	 1941.	He	would	 have	
to	 passively	 accept	 second	 class	 status,	 to	 see	 his	
heritage,	 tradition	 and	 history	 re-written;	 to	 realise	
no	advancement	was	possible	unless	he	toed	the	new	
ideological	line	with	total	acquiescence	–	indeed	with	
an	eager	embrace.	And	then	ask	yourself	the	following	
question:	is	there	any	difference	between	the	French	
boy	at	the	Sorbonne	then	and	the	English	boy	at	pretty	
much	any	British	university	now?	This	of	course	leads	
to	a	secondary	question	–	when	were	we	invaded	and	
why	have	so	few	people	noticed?

Paul Weston is currently writing a novel about the 
possible/probable state of Sharia Britain in 2048.

Ex Hippocrates
myles Harris

If	you	 live	 in	 London	 you	will	 have	 seen	 the	
adverts	on	the	underground	for	Babylon’s	online	
GP	 service,	 ‘GP	 at	Hand’.	 It	 offers	what	 every	

patient	 (and	 government	 health	minister)	 wants,	
instant	access	to	a	GP.	Health	Secretary	Matt	Hancock	
is	an	enthusiastic	customer	along	with	40,000	other	
customers.	All	you	have	to	do	is	to	pick	up	your	mobile	
phone,	 dial	 Babylon’s	 number,	 answer	 a	 number	
of	 simple	questions	 from	a	 chatbot,	 and	 a	 cheerful,	
smiling	doctor	will	appear	on	your	computer	screen	
or	mobile	phone.
Readers	of	the	Salisbury Review	may	recoil.	How	

nasty	can	 the	world	get	when	old	Dr	Reaction	who	
you	have	been	going	to	for	years,	is	replaced	by	a	hand	
waving	young	metropolitan,	‘reaching	out’	to	‘share’	
details	 of	 your	 chronic	 constipation?	What	 about	
problems	‘down	there’?	Surely	you	will	not	have	to	
take	photographs	with	your	iPhone?	
While	it	is	true	there	are	limitations	to	this	type	of	

consultation	–	lack	of	a	physical	examination,	undue	
reliance	on	what	the	patient	is	prepared	to	reveal	about	
his	history,	or	may	have	forgotten,	and	the	ability	of	
the	doctor	to	get	the	patient	to	reveal	them	–	70	per	
cent	of	diagnoses	can	be	made	on	 the	history	alone	
so	most	patients	do	not	require	extensive	tests,	if	any.
Surely	 this	 chatbot	 thing	 cannot	 compare	with	

the	accumulated	knowledge	of	centuries	of	medical	
practice?	Not	so	say	the	machine	intelligence	experts.	
Babylon’s	doctors	are	aided	by	a	computer	which	the	
owners	 of	 the	 company	 claim	 outperforms	 human	
candidates	in	a	difficult	postgraduate	exam	GPs	sit	if	
they	want	to	practice	independently.	The	average	pass	
mark	for	human	doctors	who	had	trained	for	12	years	
was	72	per	cent	over	5	years;	Babylon’s	AI	(Artificial	
Intelligence),	which	is	2	years	old,	scored	81	per	cent	
at	its	first	attempt.	
The	President	of	 the	Royal	College	of	GPs,	faced	

with	a	doctors’	version	of	the	1980s	Wapping	Printers	
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so	far	is	the	chess-playing	computer	program	Alpha	
Zero.	Given	the	basic	rules	of	chess,	it	turned	itself	into	
an	all-conquering	chess	master	(in	twenty-four	hours)	
by	playing	itself	over	and	over	again,	reinforcing	its	
previous	knowledge	at	each	step.	

Starting from random play, and given no domain 
knowledge except the game rules, Alpha Zero 
achieved within 24 hours a superhuman level of play 
in the games of chess and shogi [a similar Japanese 
board game] as well as Go, and convincingly 
defeated a world-champion program in each case.

Denis	Hassabis,	founder	of	Deep	Mind	and	the	CEO	
of	the	computer	company	that	developed	Alpha	Zero.	
claimed	that	‘It	does	not	play	like	a	human	or	like	a	
computer.’	Pointing	out	that	it	makes	crazy	sacrifices	of	
high	value	pieces	to	lure	its	opponent	into	a	positional	
trap,	he	remarked,	‘It	plays	in	a	third,	almost	alien	way.’	
Other	experts	however	maintain	that	as	a	great	deal	of	
human	thought	went	into	the	building	Alpha	Zero,	one	
should	be	careful	of	attributing	superhuman	powers	to	
a	human	creation.
Nevertheless,	medicine	is	very	like	chess.	During	a	

consultation	a	human	doctor	‘sees’	a	type	of	medical	
chessboard	in	her	mind’s	eye,	with	its	defined	moves,	
counter	moves	 and	 resulting	 ‘play’.	Moves	 include	
picking	up	the	phone	to	the	hospital,	ordering	a	test,	
or	reassuring	the	patient	and	sending	him	on	his	way.
Whether	machines	will	ever	become	conscious	does	

not	matter,	at	least	for	now.	We	have	no	evidence	to	
suggest	Alpha	Zero	is	conscious	and	there	is	no	reason	
why	it	would	have	to	be.	Nor	are	we,	without	a	physical	
model	of	consciousness,	in	a	position	to	judge.	All	we	
can	rely	on	is	the	Turing	Test.	If	one	cannot	distinguish	
between	 a	 human	 and	 a	machine	 then	we	 have	 to	
assume	the	latter	is	conscious	and	act	accordingly.	
Comforting	yourself	with	‘Not	in	my	time?’	Consider	

the	iPhone.	Preceded	by	the	Bakelite	receiver,	then	by	
shoebox-sized	portable	phones,	it	was	released	in	2007	
and	now	guides	you	around	the	streets,	plays	Bach,	
Beethoven,	Dixie,	Soul	and	Rap,	translates	all	foreign	
languages,	recites	poetry,	summons	taxis,	delivers	your	
post,	pays	your	bills,	shops,	and	orders	your	next	meal;	
it	can	even	find	you	a	lover	–	oh,	and	you	can	even	
consult	a	doctor	on	it.	
Will	patients	accept	machine	doctors?	I,	like	many	

doctors,	was	extremely	sceptical	about	the	introduction	
of	 telephone	counselling.	Patients	would	not	 trust	a	
stranger	 on	 the	 other	 end	of	 a	 telephone	with	 their	
most	private	thoughts.	Quite	the	contrary,	most	patients	
find	not	having	to	face	a	flesh	and	blood	human	being	
reassuring,	which	is	why	the	service	has	proved	very	
popular,	and	as	effective,	if	not	more	so,	than	a	physical	
meeting	with	a	therapist.	
This	 is	 born	 out	 by	 the	 experience	 of	Relate	UK	

dispute	when	the	old	hot	 lead	printing	presses	were	
forced	to	give	way	to	Microsoft	Word,	poured	scorn	
on	this	claim,	saying	that	the	questions	Babylon	set	its	
computer	were	intended	for	revision-only	purposes	and	
did	not	match	those	of	the	actual	exam.
But	when	Stamford	University	and	the	Royal	College	

of	GPs	 tested	 one	 hundred	 clinical	 ‘vignettes’	 on	
twelve	experienced	GPs,	none	with	any	connection	to	
Babylon,	and	the	patients	were	played	by	practising	
GPs	 (some	of	whom	did	work	 for	Babylon)	human	
doctors	 correctly	 diagnosed	between	64	 and	80	per	
cent	 of	 questions;	Babylon	 got	 98	 per	 cent.	When	
triage	decisions	(who	to	send	to	hospital	and	who	not)	
were	compared;	humans	had	only	a	slight	edge	over	
Babylon;	doctors	92	per	cent,	Babylon’s	90	per	cent.	
In	terms	of	computing	power	and	machine	intelligence	

there	is	nothing	very	‘clever’	about	Babylon.	It	uses	a	
tree-like	structure	to	process	and	score	answers	similar	
to	systems	already	used	by	a	number	of	US	automated	
counselling	services	and	other	types	of	non-medical	
triage	systems	such	as,	‘Why	will	my	car	not	start?’
This	 leaves	Babylon,	 and	 programs	 like	 it,	with	

several	advantages	over	conventional	general	practice.	
The	first	is	accessibility.	You	can	‘see’	a	GP	any	time	
of	the	night	or	day.	The	second	is	cost.	While	Babylon	
requires	physical	offices	to	which	patients	can	go	if	
they	need	face	to	face	consultations	or	tests,	they	can	
be	concentrated	in	 large	centres	 that	 take	advantage	
of	the	economies	of	scale.	One	centre	could	replace	
a	dozen	conventional	surgeries.	A	doctor’s	home	visit	
will	become	rare.	Woken	with	pain	in	your	chest?	Hold	
your	iPhone	to	your	chest	so	a	computer	can	read	your	
ECG	online.	Spit	on	a	special	piece	of	litmus	paper	to	
measure	chemicals	that	indicate	damage	to	the	heart	
muscle.	Three	minutes	later	an	ambulance	is	on	its	way.	
It	may	be	that	within	ten	years	the	streets	are	so	packed	
with	people	thanks	to	recent	successes	in	reversing	old	
age	that	the	ambulance	cannot	get	through,	but	that	is	
another	matter.
The	 service	will	 get	 cheaper.	There	 is	 nothing	 to	

stop	digital	doctor	 systems	 from	employing	doctors	
from	 low	wage	 countries	who	 can	 pass	 the	 PLAB	
(Professional	 and	Linguistic	Assessment	Board	 test	
for	foreign	doctors)	who	will	not	have	to	come	here	to	
practise.	They	can	do	it	from	their	bedrooms.	Babylon’s	
directors	talk	of	their	system	being	one	day	on	sale	to	
the	rest	of	the	world	under	the	NHS	brand.
Could	AI	dispense	with	doctors?	Will	machines	ever	

be	sufficiently	advanced	to	digest	an	infinite	number	
of	 clinical	 encounters,	 correlate	 and	 score	 them	 for	
relevance	–	add	in	 the	entire	corpus	of	medical	and	
biological	knowledge	and	produce	lightning	answers	
to	anything	asked?
The	most	advanced	form	of	self-teaching	machine	
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which	last	year	provided	15,000	sessions	of	live	chat	
online	–	a	demand	it	expects	will	double	in	the	next	
two	years.	Similar	programs	in	the	US	such	as	Woebot	
and	Tess,	which	offer	online	behavioural	counselling	
sessions,	report	a	similar	success.	
For	those	patients	who	need	to	see	the	doctor’s	face	

bio-engineering	 laboratories	 are	 racing	 to	 construct	
simulated	 humans,	 ‘avatars’	who	 look	 and	 behave	
as	 idealised	doctors.	The	University	College	of	Los	
Angeles	 at	 San	Diego	 is	 developing	machines	who	
mimic	‘inflections	of	the	voice	that	doctors	use,	that	
are	empathetic,	or	that	are	judged	as	having	a	lot	of	
empathy	for	their	patients	by	themselves,	but	also	by	
their	patients,	and	also	by	naive	observers’.
In	the	film	Ex Machina,	a	young	man	is	exposed	in	an	

experiment	to	a	highly	attractive	female	robot	called	Eva,	
whom,	even	though	he	knows	she	is	a	machine,	he	falls	
in	love	with.	She	is	able	to	persuade	him	to	take	her	side	
in	an	escape	when	she	tells	him	she	is	a	prisoner	of	her	
inventor	who	plans	to	‘upgrade’	her,	switch	her	off	and	

use	her	parts	to	make	a	better	robot.	As	soon	as	Eva	is	
free,	she	locks	him	in	her	electronic	cage	to	die	of	thirst,	
escapes	to	the	outside	world	and	vanishes.	
If	machine	 doctors	 are	 as	 perfect	 in	 their	 clinical	

skills	as	Eva	in	imitating	love,	and	patients	prefer	them	
even	though	they	know	they	are	machines,	will	we	need	
human	doctors?	The	human	doctor	and	her	patient	have	
a	common	bond	–	they	both	know	they	are	going	to	
die;	machines	do	not	die,	they	upgrade.	Which	is	why	
however	hopeless	a	case	may	seem	a	human	doctor	is	
driven	by	common	humanity	to	do	everything	he	or	
she	can	to	save	the	patient.	Machines	are	not	human,	
they	do	not	share	our	mortality,	and	are	therefore	not	
sympathetic	to	such	irrational	considerations.	Given	
the	considerable	computing	power	they	will	develop	
in	the	future,	they	may	develop	an	agenda	of	their	own	
in	which	we	play	no	part	–	perhaps	in	a	language	to	
which	we	will	never	have	access.

Myles Harris is our Editor

A Dog’s Breakfast
Jane kelly

In	 one	 of	 the	 cafés	 nearby	 the	 conversation	
was	 familiar:	weariness	with	Brexit,	 a	 lack	 of	
real	 information	 because	 ‘all	 news	 is	 fake’,	 all	

politicians	are	liars	and	most	are	involved	in	a	huge	
conspiracy	 organised	 by	 international	 capital.	The	
escape	 from	 all	 that	 duplicity	was	 pinned	 to	 the	
notice	board	above	us.	Local	ladies	are	invited	to	join	
a	‘Serene	Woman	Circle’	and,	for	a	fee,	find	a	‘safe	
space’	to	‘meet	your	deepest	selves’.	
Or	they	could	look	forward	to	the	‘Women’s	Summer	

Solstice’	with	 its	 ‘Cacao	 ceremony’.	Nothing	 to	 do	
with	the	Milk	Tray	our	mothers	once	enjoyed.	This	was	
about	a	‘Letting	cacao	awaken	your	full	power,	giving	
awareness	of	the	abundant	nature	of	the	universe,	moon	
times,	womb	wisdom	and	cycle	awareness’.
Cycles	 here	 have	 nothing	 to	 do	with	 bikes.	The	

courses	on	offer	were	for	local	women	in	full	retreat	
from	modern	 technology	 and	 science.	They	 are	 not	
alone.	Even	people	prone	to	reading	scholarly	journals	
will	 easily	 find	 peer-reviewed	 –	 that	 is	 respected,	
work	approved	by	high	ranking	academics	–	heartily	
endorsing	this,	shall	we	say,	‘mystical’	view	of	reality,	
even	if	it	challenges	the	facts	of	human	biology.
On	May	19,	2017,	the	prestigious	US	journal	Cogent 

Social Sciences	 published	 ‘The	 conceptual	 penis	 as	
a	 social	 construct.’	Terrifyingly,	 one	 assumes,	 for	

most	men	this	argued	that	‘penises	are	not	male,’	but	
mere	‘social	constructs’.	The	article	also	blamed	‘the	
conceptual	penis,’	for	climate	change,	and	suggested	
silencing	white	males	in	college	classrooms.	It	advised	
that	they	should	be	made	to	sit	on	the	floor	in	chains	
to	experience	‘reparations’	for	the	evil	past.	
That	 same	month,	Helen	Wilson,	with	 a	 PhD	 in	

feminist	studies	–	a	‘lead	researcher	of	the	Ungendering	
Research	 Initiative’	 –	 submitted	 her	work,	 ‘Human	
reactions	to	rape	culture	and	queer	performativity	at	
urban	dog	parks	in	Portland,	Oregon,’	to	the	respected	
Journal of Gender, Place & Culture.	It	was	based	on	
approximately	 1,000	hours	 of	 observing	 the	 sexual	
habits	of	10,000	dogs	and	their	owners,	in	a	Portland	
dog	park.	

Dog parks are microcosms where hegemonic 
masculinist norms governing queering behavior 
and compulsory heterosexuality can be observed 
in a cross-species environment…Oppressive spaces 
that lock both humans and animals into hegemonic 
patterns of gender conformity, adding, oppressive 
patriarchal norms reach zenith in dog parks.

The	paper	suggested	training	men	like	dogs	as	a	way	
of	‘interrupting	masculinist	hegemonies.’	In	perhaps	
too	much	information,	Wilson	claimed	to	witness	‘One	
dog	rape	incident	every	60	minutes.’
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The	 paper	 was	 praised	 by	Gender, Place and 
Culture	 as	 ‘incredibly	 innovative,	 rich	 in	 analysis,	
and	extremely	well-written	and	organized’	by	the	first	
reviewer.	Respectful	 feedback	was	 given	 for	 other	
accepted	papers.	The	paper	was	cited	as	one	of	the	best	
works	in	the	25-year	history	of	the	academic	journal.
Over	ten	months,	ending	in	December	2018,	Wilson	

and	two	colleagues	wrote	twenty	papers.	Seven	were	
accepted,	and	praised.	These	included:	

Who Are They to Judge? Overcoming Anthropometry 
and a Framework for Fat Bodybuilding. 

Published	in	Fat Studies,	the	first	academic	journal	
that	 ‘critically	 examines	 theory,	 research,	 practices,	
and	programs	related	to	body	weight	and	appearance.	
Content	 includes	 original	 research	 and	 overviews	
exploring	 the	 intersection	 of	 gender,	 race/ethnicity,	
sexuality,	age,	ability,	and	socioeconomic	status’.

Going in Through the Back Door: Challenging 
Straight Male Homohysteria and Transphobia 
through Receptive Penetrative Sex Toy Use, Sexuality 
& Culture.

Academic	reviewers	praised	this	study	as	a	‘rich	and	
exciting	contribution	to	the	study	of	the	intersection	
between	masculinity	and	anality’.

An Ethnography of Breastaurant Masculinity: 
Themes of Objectification, Sexual Conquest, Male 
Control, and Masculine Toughness in a Sexually 
Objectifying Restaurant. 

Published	in	Sex Roles,	a	research	journal	publishing	
‘Original	 research	 concerned	with	 the	 underlying	
processes	and	consequences	of	gender	role	socialization	
perceptions	 and	 attitudes.	 The	 journal	 presents	
the	most	 recent	 developments	 in	 emerging	 areas	
of	 study	 including:	 developmental	 cognitive	 and	
social-personality	 factors	 in	 childhood;	 acquisition	
maintenance	and	impact	of	stereotypes;	social	contexts;	
personal	 and	 interpersonal	 relationships;	 sexual	
preference’.
That	paper	was	praised	as	‘Excellent	and	very	timely,	

an	important	dialogue	for	social	workers	and	feminist	
scholars.’
In	 the	UK,	 in	December	2018,	biology	was	being	

changed	in	the	interest	of	progressive	thought,	not	in	
theory	but	in	practice,	as	children	in	Brighton	began	
being	taught	that	‘all	genders’	menstruate.	
Brighton	&	Hove	City	Council	published	a	report	

saying:	‘Trans	boys	and	men	and	non-binary	people	
may	have	periods,’	adding	that	‘menstruation	must	be	
inclusive	of	all	genders.
‘Learning	about	periods	is	inclusive	of	all	genders,	

cultures,	 faiths	 and	 sexual	 orientations.	Girls	 and	
women	and	others	who	have	periods.	Our	approach	

recognises	the	fact	that	some	people	who	have	periods	
are	trans	or	non-binary’.
This	went	 unquestioned	 by	 teachers	 or	 parents.	

Meanwhile,	in	America,	progressive	thought	went	on	
challenging	what	reactionary	people	call	facts.	Wilson	
and	 her	 colleagues	 planned	 to	 publish	 their	 papers	
until	the	end	of	January,	2019,	but	in	June	the	Twitter	
account	for	New Real Peer Review	became	suspicious.	
The Journal of Feminist Geography	–	yes,	it	is	real	–	
could	also	not	confirm	that	she	had	a	PhD.	A	reporter	
at	the	Wall Street Journal	demanded	proof	of	identity	
and	an	extraordinary	hoax	was	exposed.	
The	 hoaxers	 were	 Peter	 Boghossian,	 assistant	

professor	of	philosophy	at	Portland	State	University,	
who	writes	on	atheism,	critical	thinking	and	scientific	
scepticism;	James	A	Lindsay,	a	doctor	of	maths,	author	
of	‘A	Manifesto	Against	the	Enemies	of	Modernity’.	
Also,	 Helen	 Pluckrose,	 from	 the	 University	 of	
London,	editor	of	Areo,	a	magazine	on	Enlightenment	
liberalism,	secularism	and	freedom	of	expression,	her	
genuine	 essays	 include:	 ‘How	French	 Intellectuals	
Ruined	the	West:	Postmodernism	and	its	Impact,’	and,	
‘Why	I	No	Longer	Identify	as	a	Feminist’.
Using	what	Dr	Lindsay	calls,	‘Batshit,	insane	papers,’	

they	hoodwinked	the	academic	world,	and	it	wasn’t	
hard	 to	 do.	All	 too	 easily	 they	 demonstrated	 that	
literally	anything	can	earn	the	imprimatur	of	‘research’	
no	matter	how	unscientific	or	anti-rational,	as	long	it	
adheres	to	the	‘progressive	narrative’.
Among	 their	 seven	 accepted	 papers,	which	 they	

called,	‘Grievance	Studies,’	was	the	spectacularly	daft,	
‘Our	Struggle	 is	My	Struggle:	 Solidarity	 feminism	
as	 an	 intersectional	 reply	 to	 neoliberal	 and	 choice	
feminism’.
Published	 in	 the	 influential	Affilia: Journal of 

Women & Social Work,	it	was	a	rewrite	of	chapter	12	
of	Mein Kampf,	with	 feminist	 buzzwords	 added	 in.	
Authors	 partially	 reproduced	Hitler’s	 description	 of	
why	the	Nazi	party	is	needed	and	what	it	requires	of	
its	members.	They	replaced	his	references	to	national-
socialism	with	feminism,	and	Jews	with	‘privilege,’	the	
new	buzzword	for	white	power.	
Lindsay	 also	wrote,	 in	 six	 hours,	 an	 eleven-page	

document	 on	 poetry,	 with	 ‘self-indulgent	 auto-
ethnographical	 reflections	 on	 female	 sexuality	 and	
spirituality,’	 to	 ‘see	 if	 journals	will	 accept	 rambling	
nonsense	 if	 it	 is	 sufficiently	 pro-woman,	 implicitly	
anti-male,	and	thoroughly	anti-reason	for	the	purpose	
of	foregrounding	alternative,	female	ways	of	knowing’.
It	went	 through	peer	 review	and	was	accepted	by	

the	Journal of Poetry Therapy,	under	the	title	‘Moon	
Meetings	 and	 the	Meaning	of	Sisterhood:	A	Poetic	
Portrayal	of	Lived	Feminist	Spirituality’.
As	the	educated	middle	classes,	particularly	women,	
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retreat	 from	 science,	 it	was	 all	 too	 easy	 to	 get	 this	
spectacular	nonsense	accepted.	Punishment	followed.	
They	were	 attacked	 by	 fellow	 academics	 in	The 
Chronicle of Higher Education.	Professors	at	Portland	
State	University	signed	an	open	letter,	which	accused	
the	trio	of	‘Academic	fraud	and	dishonesty,	spite	and	
a	perverse	 interest	 in	public	humiliation’	overriding	
‘scholarly	goals’.	
Other	 academics	 alleged	 that	Boghossian	had	 left	

them	liable	to	‘death	threats	and	assault	from	online	
trolls’.
Boghossian	was	threatened	with	dismissal.	Portland	

State	 barred	 him	 from	 leading	 further	 research	 for	
violating	research	rules	by	not	gaining	prior	consent	
from	his	institutional	review	board.	According	to	the	
university,	 the	 academics	who	 reviewed	 the	 papers	
should	 have	 been	 told	 they	were	 being	 studied.	
Boghossian	was	told	to	cease	all	research	until	he	had	
undergone	‘human	subjects	research	training’.
‘I	 didn’t	 want	 to	make	 this	 a	 right-left	 issue,’	

Boghossian	said.	‘To	me,	this	is	not	a	political	issue,	
it’s	an	issue	of	scholarship	and	scholarly	rigor.’
The	Grievance	Hoax	researchers	are	still	awaiting	

resolution	 of	 charges	 that	 they	 fabricated	 research.	
In	fact,	they	exposed	the	fraud	and	corruption	within	
the	 publishing	 arm	of	 academia,	which	Boghossian	
accuses	of	‘pushing	a	kind	of	social	snake	oil	onto	a	
public	 that	keeps	getting	sicker’.	He	says	 that	what	
the	university	does	with	him	will	tell	you	what	kind	
of	university	they	want	to	be.	‘Do	they	want	to	be	a	
social	justice	university,	or	do	they	want	to	be	a	truth-
seeking	university?’	
He	can’t	be	too	optimistic	about	his	future	in	Portland	

as	we	are	not	living	in	a	truth-loving	age.	The	report	on	
menstruation	from	Brighton	&	Hove	Council	was	no	
hoax.	It	was	and	is	real	for	them	that	transgendered	men	
and	boys	menstruate	–	that	is	taken	as	fact.	Academics	
and	teachers,	who	mostly	hold	academic	degrees	in	the	
UK,	have	swallowed	at	least	as	much	snake	oil	as	their	
American	colleagues.	The	only	thing	to	do	is	form	a	
fairy	ring,	howl	at	the	moon,	focus	on	your	cycle	–	or	
perhaps	more	 sensibly,	 pedal	off.	Facts	 are	 still	 out	
there	somewhere	looking	for	rescue.	

Jane Kelly was a celebrity interviewer for the Daily	
Mail.

Chinese Organ Takeaway
niall mCCrae

The	liver	is	whisked	from	a	condemned	prisoner,	
and	 taken	 to	 the	 adjacent	 theatre	 for	 instant	
insertion	in	a	sick	patient.	The	convict	was	kept	

alive	until	the	last	moment	to	maintain	the	quality	of	
his	vital	organ.	His	crime,	by	the	way,	was	not	murder,	
rape	or	 armed	 robbery,	 but	 the	 officially	 prohibited	
spirituality	of	Falun	Gong.	And	because	believers	tend	
to	lead	healthy	lives,	their	bodily	parts	are	coveted	by	
the	huge	Chinese	transplant	industry.	
Should	we	believe	such	tales	of	Gothic	horror?	In	

December	2018,	the	alleged	organ-harvesting	scandal	
was	examined	by	a	‘people’s	tribunal’	in	London.	Such	
informal	hearings	have	been	held	for	various	crimes	
that	 national	 or	 international	 bodies	 have	 failed	 to	
investigate	(as	in	the	tribunal	of	1967,	led	by	Bertrand	
Russell,	 on	 the	Vietnam	War).	After	 three	 days	 of	
evidence	 from	 refugees,	 doctors	 and	 investigators,	
Geoffrey	Nice	QC	 declared	 that	 the	 tribunal	was	
in	 no	 doubt	 that	 the	 Chinese	 state	 and	 approved	
organisations	 are	 guilty	 of	 forced	 organ	 removal	
from	prisoners	of	conscience,	thereby	breaching	the	
Universal	Declaration	of	Human	Rights.	The	Chinese	

government,	 ambassador	 to	 the	UK	 and	 surgeons	
involved	in	organ	transplantation	were	invited	to	give	
evidence,	but	all	failed	to	respond.	
Organ	 transplantation	 is	 a	 lucrative	 business	 in	

China.	 Officially	 about	 ten	 thousand	 operations	
are	 performed	 annually,	 but	 this	 is	 probably	 an	
underestimate,	 as	 capacity	 in	 hospitals	 registered	
by	the	Ministry	of	Health	is	over	60,000.	Anecdotal	
reports	from	transplant	units	suggest	that	as	many	as	
twenty	 operations	 are	 performed	 daily,	 sometimes	
continuing	 through	 the	 night.	Kidneys,	 livers	 and	
hearts	 are	 available	within	 days,	 if	 not	 hours.	This	
apparent	abundance	is	unlike	the	waiting	times	in	other	
countries,	and	beyond	the	supply	that	could	be	expected	
from	the	nascent	Chinese	donor	system.	
Western	society	tends	to	regard	China	optimistically:	

a	 technologically	 advanced	 trading	 nation	 that	 has	
substantially	 improved	 living	 conditions	 for	 its	
people.	Yet	liberalisation	of	the	regime	has	been	more	
economic	than	social.	While	appearing	to	relinquish	
the	 brutal	 legacy	 of	 Chairman	Mao,	 the	 Chinese	
Communist	 Party	 (CCP)	 is	 accused	 of	 persecuting	
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is	 paramount	 and	 dissidents	 are	 considered	 to	 be	
dangerous.	Falun	Gong	believers	have	been	diagnosed	
with	‘evil	cult-induced	mental	disorder’,	incarcerated	
in	squalid	psychiatric	institutes	and	plied	with	potent	
tranquillising	drugs.	Others	are	not	so	fortunate.	
In	2006	a	hospital	worker	in	Shenyang	told	a	reporter	

that	4000	Falun	Gong	adherents	had	been	killed	for	their	
organs.	She	alleged	her	husband,	a	surgeon	at	the	same	
hospital,	had	removed	corneas	from	2000	living	Falun	
Gong	 practitioners.	This	 revelation	was	 supported	 by	
undercover	 enquiries	with	 doctors	 by	David	Kilgour	
and	David	Matas,	whose	book	The Bloody Harvest was	
followed	 by	 damning	 evidence	 gathered	 over	 seven	
years	by	investigative	journalist	Ethan	Gutmann	in	The 
Slaughter: Mass Killings, Organ Harvesting and China’s 
Secret Solution to its Dissident Problem.	Nominated	for	
the	Nobel	Peace	Prize,	Kilgour,	Matas	and	Gutmann	have	
played	a	 leading	role	 in	alerting	 the	West	 to	 the	organ	
harvesting	scandal.	
Under	Xi	 Jinping,	 China	 has	 tightened	 internal	

authoritarianism,	while	expanding	its	external	influence	
t h r o u g h 	 g l o b a l	
capitalism.	 For	 the	
latter,	public	relations	
is	 necessary.	 China	
denies	 use	 of	 Falun	
Gong	practitioners	for	
forced	transplants.	In	
2015	it	stopped	using	
executed	 prisoners	
for	 organs;	 instead,	
death-row	 prisoners	
‘voluntarily’	 donate	
and	are	registered	on	
the	 national	 donor	
programme.	 This	
was	 described	 as	 a	
‘semantic	 trick’	 by	
Kirk	 All ison	 and	
colleagues	 in	 the	
B r i t i s h  M e d i c a l 
Journal . 	 The	 law	

was	 not	 changed,	 and	 anyway	 the	World	Medical	
Association	decrees	 that	 ‘in	 jurisdictions	where	 the	
death	 penalty	 is	 practised,	 executed	 prisoners	must	
not	be	considered	as	organ	donors’,	because	consent	
cannot	be	fully	free	from	coercion.	As	similar	window-
dressing,	 the	CCP	 closed	 its	 forced	 labour	 camps,	
simply	renaming	them	‘legal	education	centres’.
China	has	been	dissecting	executed	prisoners	since	

transplant	 operations	 began	 several	 decades	 ago.	
Unlike	recidivist	criminals,	Falun	Gong	practitioners	
provide	a	reliable	source	of	high-quality	bodily	parts	
due	to	their	self-cultivating	lifestyle.	Intricate	medical	

minorities	 including	Tibetan	 and	Uyghur	Muslim	
separatists,	Christians	 and	Falun	Gong.	A	 spiritual	
movement	that	began	in	1992,	Falun	Gong	was	initially	
supported	by	the	government	as	a	cultural	expression,	
and	 it	 gained	up	 to	100	million	 followers.	Strongly	
influenced	 by	Buddhist	 philosophy	 and	meditative	
practice,	 its	 guiding	 principles	 are	 ‘truthfulness,	
compassion	 and	 tolerance’.	 Falun	Gong	was	 soon	
regarded	as	an	ideological	challenge	to	the	CCP.	Tried-
and-tested	methods	from	the	Cultural	Revolution	were	
used	to	suppress	it,	as	described	by	Maria	Cheung	and	
colleagues:

First, the regime designates the victim group 
with a derogatory label such as enemy of the 
state or counter-revolutionary to incite hatred 
and antagonism among the populace. Intensive 
nationwide media denunciations and condemnations 
of the victim group follow suit. Thereafter, the victim 
group is arrested in large numbers.

In	1999,	when	10,000	Falun	Gong	followers	gathered	
peacefully	at	the	government	petitions	office	in	Beijing,	
h u n d r e d s 	 w e r e	
arrested.	To	 protect	
r e l a t i v e s , 	 many	
refused	 to	 divulge	
their	 family	 name,	
thereby	 creating	 a	
large	 anonymous	
p o p u l a t i o n 	 i n	
s t a t e 	 d e t e n t i o n .	
P r e s i d e n t 	 J i a n g	
Zemin	 announced	 a	
formal	 programme	
o f 	 e r a d i c a t i o n .	
H e 	 c r e a t e d 	 t h e	
610	 Office, 	 with	
extrajudicial	 powers	
to	 complete	 the	 task	
within	three	months.	
The	 CCP	 believed	
that	 as	 Falun	Gong	
was	 a	 recent	 phenomenon,	 followers	 could	 be	
converted	by	re-education.	
However,	 Falun	Gong	 proved	 resilient,	 and	 after	

protests	at	Tiananmen	Square	the	campaign	intensified.	
People	 suspected	 of	Falun	Gong	 involvement	were	
dismissed	 from	 jobs,	 their	 homes	 ransacked	by	 the	
police,	and	bank	accounts	raided	by	the	state.	Countless	
practitioners	 were	 incarcerated	 and	 subjected	 to	
brainwashing,	 sleep	 deprivation,	 sexual	 violence,	
forced	 labour,	 and	 torture	 by	 beating	 and	 electric	
batons.	Many	 followers	 have	 been	 classified	 as	
mentally	ill.	Abuse	of	psychiatry	is	a	recurring	theme	
in	 totalitarian	 states,	where	 ideological	 compliance	
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examinations	are	performed	on	Falun	Gong	prisoners	
not	 for	 their	 own	 benefit	 but	 to	 screen	 and	match	
their	organs	for	transplant	patients.	A	prisoner’s	death	
is	timed	by	the	need	for	an	organ,	as	explained	in	a	
testimonial	 for	 the	film	Hard to Believe	 by	Wendy	
Rogers	of	Macquarie	University:	‘Wealthy	recipients	
are	matched	against	a	large	pool	of	prisoners,	with	the	
best	matched	prisoner	scheduled	for	execution	at	the	
convenience	of	surgeon	and	recipient’.	
Gory	details	of	the	harvest,	akin	to	a	19th-century	

Gothic	 horror,	 have	 been	 revealed	 by	 doctors	who	
practised	in	China.	Enver	Tohti	recalled	his	experience	
of	organ	plunder	in	1995.	Two	chief	surgeons	ordered	
him	to	assemble	a	 team	for	multiple	surgery	on	 the	
next	day,	when	he	and	colleagues	were	taken	to	a	site	
outside	the	hospital.	After	hearing	gunshots	they	were	
taken	into	a	yard	where	a	man	was	lying	on	the	ground.	
The	surgical	team	was	instructed	to	remove	the	liver	
and	kidneys.	Yet	the	man	was	still	alive,	as	revealed	by	
his	bodily	reaction	to	the	scalpel.	This	was	no	mishap:	
to	minimise	 ischaemic	 deterioration	 and	 thus	 boost	
the	 prospects	 of	 successful	 transplantation,	 organs	
are	taken	from	living	donors.	According	to	Huige	Li	
at	 the	University	 of	Mainz,	 execution	 is	 performed	
incompletely,	 such	 that	 condemned	 prisoners	 are	
actually	killed	by	the	surgeon.	
Allegedly,	 executed	Falun	Gong	practitioners	 are	

used	in	exhibitions	of	dissected	cadavers.	The	‘Real	
Bodies’	show	in	Birmingham	this	year	was	promoted	
as	‘	powerful	thought-provoking	exhibition	exploring	

life	by	displaying	20	real,	perfectly	and	respectfully	
preserved	 human	 bodies’.	 The	 general	 public	 is	
blissfully	 ignorant	 of	 the	 provenance	 of	 these	 fine	
specimens,	but	neurologist	David	Nicholls	called	for	
a	coroner’s	inquest.	The	American	exhibitor	Imagine	
denies	any	illegality,	but	these	are	‘unclaimed’	bodies	
sourced	from	the	police	in	Dalian	with	no	record	of	
consent	or	 cause	of	death.	Lord	Alton	of	Liverpool	
demanded	a	government	enquiry,	and	an	open	letter	
by	several	politicians,	scholars,	clinicians	and	others	
(including	myself)	 to	 Prime	Minister	Theresa	May	
raised	grave	concerns	about	the	exhibition.	However,	
parliamentary	 interest	 has	 been	 negligible.	Western	
governments	 are	 afraid	 of	 rocking	 the	 boat	with	 a	
major	trading	partner.	
The	European	Union	passed	a	resolution	in	2013	for	

member	states	to	raise	awareness	of	organ	transplant	
abuses	among	citizens	travelling	to	China.	A	similar	
resolution	was	 passed	 in	 2016	 in	 the	USA	by	 the	
House	of	Representatives,	which	demanded	the	release	
of	all	prisoners	of	conscience.	Ethan	Gutmann,	at	a	
meeting	in	October	2018	in	the	Houses	of	Parliament,	
condemned	the	complicity	of	governments,	NGOs,	and	
medical	and	educational	establishments.	Following	the	
people’s	tribunal,	there	is	no	longer	an	excuse	for	not	
knowing	about	the	cruel	methods	of	the	Chinese	state	
to	eliminate	Falun	Gong.	

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

American Beauty
mark mantel

Some	time	ago,	I	met	an	unhappy	family	that	is	
just	like	other	unhappy	families.	My	task	was	
to	visit	their	dwelling	and	prepare	a	bankruptcy	

petition.	But	during	several	consultations,	I	came	to	
learn	 that	 there	was	no	communion	of	 the	flesh	nor	
union	of	the	spirit	in	this	fateful	house.	So,	I	resolved	
to	study	this	clan,	as	a	dilettante	sociologist,	in	addition	
to	my	regular	legal	services.	This	was	not	a	hard	labor	
since	my	clients	often	conflate	my	duties	with	those	of	
a	psychologist	or	arbitrator	and	sometimes	even	expect	
the	consolations	they	ought	to	be	demanding	from	a	
qualified	bartender.	
The	father	of	the	house	is,	of	course,	an	unidealized	

figure	 of	 the	 piously	 feminist	 persuasion.	He	 can	
sometimes	be	spotted	 tiptoeing	around	 the	dwelling	
and	is	likely	inordinately	frightened	of	his	own	shadow.	

His	main	 consolations	 are	 playing	 video	 games	 or	
tucking	himself	 into	 a	 rather	 soured	 sofa.	Now	and	
then	he	is	permitted	these	debauches,	so	long	as	he	can	
sufficiently	hide	his	guilty	jubilation.	But	to	his	credit,	
he	is	not	one	of	those	sham	male	feminists	who	do	it	
just	to	get	an	imaginary	cookie.	No,	this	fellow	learned	
the	feminist	scriptures	by	heart,	and	put	them	to	good	
practical	effect	by	means	of	strenuous	domestic	labor	
that	would	have	totally	demoralized	a	weaker	person	
like	me.	
Glaring	 over	 his	 shoulder,	 often,	 can	 be	 found	

the	 rigid	 head	of	 a	wife.	 She	 is	 a	woman	gifted	 in	
excavating	any	evidence	of	domestic	incompetence.	I	
believe	the	marriage	was	at	one	time	more	democratic,	
but	by	the	time	I	found	it,	the	wife	had	already	seized	
all	 executive	 authority	 in	 a	 coup	 that	 involved	 the	
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forced	 purchase	 of	 a	 violet	minivan.	And	now,	 her	
every	gesture	is	designed	to	let	the	father	know	how	
well	she	could	get	on	without	him.	
But	to	her	credit,	she	is	not	the	sort	of	overlord	who	

is	tyrannical	at	home,	but	a	mere	mouse	at	work.	At	
least	not	when	it	comes	to	men.	She	toils	at	CNN.	And	
scattered	around	her	is	a	horde	of	boy	news	announcers	
with	wires	affixed	to	their	peachy	ears,	getting	directions	
from	a	 controlling	 female	 director.	These	 lads	 lack	
all	 journalistic	 sense	 and	 throw	 totally	 unbecoming	
tantrums	 and	often	have	guilty	 or	 evasive	 looks	on	
their	snouts.	Yet	as	an	aspiring	member	of	the	American	
Gynocracy,	 she	usually	
comes	 home	 looking	
like	a	dead	fish	cast	up	
on	 the	 shore.	 She	 is	 a	
subordinate	 to	 a	 brash	
and	 exacting	 woman	
who	 te r ror izes 	 the	
office.	I’m	not	sure,	but	
if	it	were	me,	I’d	rather	
answer	 to	 a	 slovenly	
drunken	 husband	who	
feels	 sorry	 for	 himself	
than	 dig	 into	 the	 day’s	
tasks	with	that	frightful	
she-wolf.	Overall,	in	the	
words	of	Chesterton,	the	
whole	CNN	 operation	
amounts	 to	 ‘the	 plodding,	 elaborate,	 elephantine	
imitation	of	the	male	sex’.	
Anyways,	the	spouses	recently	gave	birth	to	a	rather	

hairy	 infant	with	 fat	 kicking	 legs,	 and	 additionally	
possess	an	adolescent	child	of	triumphantly	indefinite	
gender	who	scurries	about	the	halls	making	unreasonable	
demands	about	how	it	is	to	be	addressed.	Thus,	on	top	
of	 everything	 else,	 the	husband	 and	wife	 recovered	
from	the	personal	tragedy	of	two	pregnancies.	(But	I	
was	informed	that	it	had	been	a	long	while	since	the	
bone	of	 the	 husband’s	 jaw	or	 the	 rasp	 of	 his	 beard	
shivered	through	the	soul	of	the	wife).	
Now,	 I	 admit	 to	 not	 being	 entirely	 qualified	 to	

pronounce	this	family	‘unhappy’,	since	my	academic	
degree	 is	 in	 jurisprudence	 and	not	 at	 all	 in	 clinical	
psychology.	 I	 have	performed	no	diagnostic	 testing	
and	have	certainly	permitted	several	cultural	biases	to	
badly	adulterate	my	findings.	But	what	I	did	do	was	
to	 observe	 if	my	 subjects	 ever	 smiled	 or	 snickered	
and	stuff	like	that.	I	also	noted	all	instances	of	hostile	
behavior	and	even	all	objective	examples	of	passive-
aggressiveness.	As	such,	my	preliminary	conclusions	
are	 certainly	 as	 sound	 as	 any	 social	worker	who	
removes	 children	 from	 homes	 based	 on	 a	 similar	
methodology.	

I	also	grant	that	all	the	domestic	gloom	might	have	
been	the	proximate	result	of	an	exceedingly	handsome	
collection	 of	Herend	 porcelain	 being	 distributed	 to	
general	unsecured	creditors	by	the	bankruptcy	trustee.	
As	such,	the	wife’s	permanent	scowl	might	not	even	
be	 grounded	 in	 the	 traumatic	 sight	 of	 her	 husband	
scrubbing	 their	 yellowish	 bathtub	 over	 a	 period	 of	
years.	Still,	in	my	experience,	the	discharge	of	massive	
consumer	 indebtedness	 is	 usually	 accompanied	 by	
lighthearted	tenderness	and	even	the	singing	of	cheerful	
songs,	 other	 things	 being	 equal.	Bankruptcy	 alone	
would	not	explain	all	the	flaring	nostrils	and	that	sort	

of	thing.	
So , 	 wha t 	 nudged	

this	 family	 into	 the	
dark	 progressive	 ditch	
promulgated	 by	 juicy	
media 	 c l ipp ings 	 or	
suavely	 unleashed	 by	
Hollywood?	
We l l , 	 h e r e 	 m y	

methodology	 probably	
takes	an	inept	downward	
spiral.	 Sometimes	 my	
vivid	imagination	fancies	
it	can	divine	everything,	
that	 is	 the	 problem.	No	
false	modesty	 about	 it.	
In	 the	 case	 of	 the	wife,	

the	matter	is	probably	simple	enough:	maybe	a	moose	
of	a	grandmother	set	on	her	a	pair	of	faded	gray	eyes	
and	gave	her	the	lie?	Maybe	the	old	hag	told	her	that	
all	the	male	bombast	was	true?	That	commerce	was	
genuinely	 important?	That	 the	 real	 business	 of	 life	
was	not	the	drama	of	the	home?	And	maybe	the	young	
wife	listened	to	the	pep	talk,	flung	her	head	against	the	
back	of	a	chair,	and	believed	it	all?	Maybe	she	even	
started	 hating	motherhood	 and	 all	 things	 feminine?	
And	once	she	soon	found	a	few	kindred	spirits,	ladies	
who	overwork	 in	 our	 digital	 kolkhoz,	 her	 servitude	
was	sealed?	
But	who	put	the	polish	on	the	husband?	What	brought	

him	to	loss	of	chivalry,	loss	of	manliness,	loss	of	all	
authority?	And	what	 the	hell	makes	him	want	 to	be	
both	sexes	at	once?	These	are	the	questions	that	make	
me	want	 to	stomp	out	 in	silence.	Sometimes	I	hope	
it	is	merely	a	case	of	noblesse	on	steroids.	A	kind	of	
gallantry	on	crack.	But	the	trouble	with	this	theory	is	
that	men	have	gotten	less	responsible	for	their	sperm	
and	seed	and	far	less	polite	to	women.	I	think	maybe	
it	is	even	the	feminist	men	who	drag	women	by	the	
hair	to	abortion	clinics.	
Truth	be	 told,	 I	 don’t	 know	what	 exactly	unmans	

a	man	or	what	exactly	conjures	a	feminist	man	into	

2019 Spring   12 25/02/2019   09:53



The Salisbury Review — Spring 2019 13 Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

existence.	Maybe	 they	 love	 the	 loveless	 sex	 of	 the	
Gynocratic	 order,	 the	 dirty	 bastards.	Or	maybe	 it’s	
just	what	happens	to	men	after	civilization	goes	from	
a	heroic	aristocratic	ethos	to	one	grounded	in	plotting	
productivity.	Or	it	might	even	be	that	a	percentage	of	
men	simply	get	buffaloed	in	boyhood	when	they	are	
taught	the	vocabulary	of	emotions	instead	of	how	to	
stand	up	straight	and	adjust	their	ties.	
What	I	do	know	is	that	the	roots	of	Gynocracy	go	

way	 back	 to	 the	 damn	 troubadours	 and	 their	May	
Day	festivals	and	the	romances	of	Provence.	And	its	
highwater	mark	happened	 at	 the	 court	 of	Versailles	
when	 the	 nobles	 started	 chit-chatting	 instead	 of	
butchering.	And	what	we’ve	got	today	is	what	happens	
when	you	free	all	that	chatter	from	the	discipline	of	
kingly	courts	and	stylish	saloons	and	let	it	loose	on	the	
streets	and	Internet.	
But	 just	 remember	 this.	When	 the	Trojans	 fought	

Turnus,	the	Italians	mocked	their	dainty	hair	and	bright	
clothes,	and	even	made	the	tragic	mistake	of	calling	
them	woman.	Yet	at	least	they	all	brawled	it	out	with	

flesh	 and	 blood	 and	 sword.	Now,	with	 transgender	
and	surrogacy,	men	might	be	at	an	evolutionary	dead	
end.	Maybe	I	sound	like	a	hopeless	catastrophist,	but	
when	you	walk	 around	Western	Christendom	 these	
days,	you	can	catch	castration-syndrome	 just	 riding	
the	metro.	Yes,	 it	 really	worries	me	how	 things	 are	
going	for	us	chaps.	
Still,	I’d	bet	deep	in	the	secret	antechamber	of	the	

feminine	heart,	the	old	tenderness	for	gents	who	can	
woo	and	win	is	waiting	and	pickling.	I’d	even	bet	that	
our	 hysterical	Gynocracy,	 on	 its	 own	volition,	may	
even	sweep	away	these	pathetic	boys	who	anxiously	
shuffle	their	dangling	legs	and	act	as	dumb	as	broken	
bricks.	And	just	maybe,	after	knocking	the	stuffing	out	
of	us,	woman	will	suddenly	toss	all	the	‘progress’	away	
in	one	lofty	and	disdainful	gesture.	Then	our	masculine	
preoccupations	with	pettifogging	politics	 and	 lowly	
stock-jobbery	will	once	again	inspire	their	gentle	pity	
and	kindly	contempt.	Woman	are	clever	like	that.	

Mark Mantel is a lawyer from Richmond Virginia.

Caught Knapping
HeatHer ollerensHaW

A	dead	fox	was	lying	by	the	side	of	the	road	in	front	of	my	house.	I	couldn’t	be	truly	confident	it	was	
dead	for	it	was	dark	and	the	fox	was	lying	with	

its	head	on	its	paws	as	though	resting.	I	had	never	seen	
a	fox	that	close.	I	nudged	it	with	my	foot,	but	it	didn’t	
move.	Checking	nobody	was	watching,	I	put	down	my	
shopping	bag	and	touched	it.	It	was	as	warm	as	a	living	
creature.	Hesitantly,	I	 lifted	the	fox	off	the	ground.	It	
felt	just	as	if	I	had	picked	up	a	dog.	But	it	did	not	move;	
instead,	the	body	hung	heavy	in	my	arms,	its	neck	lolling.	
To	passers-by,	it	would	be	like	detritus	for	the	council	
to	clear	up.	To	me,	it	looked	like	a	project.	
I’ve	been	an	avid	‘bushcrafter’	for	years,	and	much	of	

my	free	time	is	dedicated	to	the	learning	of	old	skills.	
Our	ancestors	survived	on	this	cold	wet	island	without	
iPhones,	supermarkets	and	central	heating,	and	one	day	I	
sometimes	think:	when	all	these	things	have	vanished	in	
some	Armageddon	we	will	need	these	skills	ourselves.	
Of	course	few	people	would	choose	to	live	like	a	hunter-
gatherer	today,	but	I’ve	never	been	so	sure	I	was	born	
in	the	right	era	myself.	Too	much	comfort	robs	us	of	a	
need	for	ingenuity.
A	 familiar	 feeling	of	 panic	 overtook	me;	 the	 panic	

of	 displaying	 eccentric	behaviour	 in	public,	 for	what	
should	 I	 say	 to	 any	 of	 the	 neighbours	who	 saw	me	
disappearing	through	my	front	door	a	dead	fox	under	

one	arm,	a	Morrison’s	shopping	bag	on	the	other?	But	
to	my	Neolithic	mind,	the	fox	was	far	too	beautiful	to	
be	left	in	the	street	like	garbage.	It	would	make	a	nice	
rug	or	a	Davey	Crockett	hat.	I	would	skin	it	with	my	
flint	tools,	and	tan	its	fur	with	its	brains,	as	I	had	seen	
Ray	Mears	do	on	the	telly.	
Inside	in	the	light,	I	could	see	the	fox	was	quite	dead.	

Its	jaw	was	broken,	its	eyes	protruded,	while	a	tiny	trickle	
of	blood	coursed	from	an	ear.	There	would	be	no	nursing	
it	back	to	health.	I	hesitated	for	a	moment	then	stroked	
its	soft	fur.	It	was	exotic	and	beautiful	and	I	was	sorry	
it	had	been	killed	in	the	first	place.	

On the stone ridge east I go.  On the white road 
I, red fox, crouching go.  I, red fox, whistle, on 
the road of stars.

Wintu Spirit song
But	dead	it	was,	and	soon	it	would	be	as	if	it	never	

existed,	unless	I	could	perform	the	necessary	alchemy.	
Brain	tanning	has	history	that	stretches	from	the	Iliad	

to	the	beginning	of	the	twentieth	century.	It	would	be	a	
shame	if	such	a	knowledge	was	not	retained	so	I	felt	I	
ought	to	practice.
I	rummaged	through	several	drawers	in	my	kitchen	

until	I	found	what	I	was	looking	for	a	small	flint	scraper	
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I	once	knapped	with	Will	Lord,	son	of	Britain’s	foremost	
flint	knapper.	I	have	lived	in	the	woods	with	such	people,	
eating	berries,	sleeping	 in	a	hammock	slung	between	
trees,	making	fire	with	sticks,	 living	off	wild	animals	
as	our	ancestors	did	300,000	years	ago.	Red	Fox	was	a	
visitor	from	that	time	and	had	paid	with	his	life.	Like	our	
Neolithic	ancestors,	I	would	honour	him	by	preserving	
his	bright	fur.
Flint	 knapping	 is	 the	 fashioning	 of	 flints	 into	

arrowheads	 and	 stone	 knives.	Bushcrafter	Will	Lord	
lives	in	the	woods	as	a	caveman.	Each	day,	scores	of	
children	come	to	his	yurt,	sit	by	his	fire	and	learn	about	
the	 Neolithic	 ways	 of	 the	
ancient	British.	Knowledge	is	
no	 good	 in	 books,	 you	 have	
to	 keep	 it	 living	 for	 it	 to	 be	
worthwhile;	 now	 finally,	 I	
could	put	the	scraper	to	use.
I	had	never	skinned	anything	

before	 and	 wasn’t	 entirely	
sure	what	 to	 expect,	 but	 I’d	
read	 several	 books	 on	 the	
subject,	 even	watched	 a	 few	
demonstrations.	I	had	a	vague	
idea	I	had	to	make	a	‘T’	incision	
down	the	front	of	the	fox	and	
peel	its	skin	backwards.	
I	pinched	up	a	fold	of	white	fur	and	hesitating	gingerly	

for	a	moment	stuck	my	knapping	tool	into	its	chest.	Some	
air	escaped,	as	though	the	fox	was	sighing	its	last	breath.	
It	was	easy	once	 I	got	going.	The	only	 tough	parts	

were	the	legs,	for	the	nearer	I	got	to	the	paws	the	skin	
seemed	superglued	onto	the	muscles,	eventually	forcing	
me	to	cut	it	off	at	the	wrists	and	ankles.	It	was	the	same	
with	the	head,	I	brought	the	incision	up	to	the	top	of	the	
neck,	as	the	facial	features	seemed	too	tricky	to	navigate	
around	with	the	knife.	
Finally,	I	started	to	peel	the	skin	off	the	body.	I	started	

at	the	head	and	worked	from	the	front	of	the	animal	to	
the	back,	cutting	through	the	membrane	with	the	stone	
scraper.	At	one	point,	 frustrated	with	 the	slowness	of	
the	operation,	 I	 downed	 the	 stone	 tools	 and	 resumed	
skinning	with	a	modern	knife,	but	that	only	punctured	
the	thin	skin	with	its	sharp	tip.	My	flint,	I	was	pleased	
to	see,	did	a	far	better	job,	if	a	little	slower.	Finally,	I	
reached	the	tail;	I	decided	to	tackle	it	by	cutting	down	
the	length	rather	than	by	trying	to	pull	it	off	in	one	piece.	
The	literature	assured	me	it	could	be	sewn	back	to	its	
original	shape	afterwards.
After	three	hours	of	work,	two	gruesome	entities	lay	

on	the	kitchen	floor;	the	soft	flaming	fur	of	the	fox,	and	
the	naked	biological	machine,	its	body.
I	nailed	the	skin	to	a	board,	stretched	it	as	tight	as	I	

could,	and	started	the	long	process	of	scraping.	You	can	
salt	the	skin	first	and	dry	it	out	for	a	couple	of	days.	It	

makes	the	scraping	a	little	easier,	or	you	can	simply	get	
the	job	done	in	one	go,	though	I	hadn’t	expected	it	to	
take	me	until	four	in	the	morning.	
Neolithic	people	created	a	tanning	solution	by	mixing	

the	animal’s	brain	with	warm	water	and	spreading	the	
paste	over	the	skin,	but	that	would	entail	cracking	the	
foxes	skull	open,	and	I	didn’t	have	the	stomach	to	go	
that	far.	Unfortunately	my	fox	had	lost	half	its	brains	
through	its	ears	when	the	Volvo	hit	it	square	in	the	face.	I	
imagined	it	was	a	Volvo.	I	didn’t	fancy	cracking	its	skull	
open	to	see	what	was	left	in	there	anyway,	for	up	until	
this	 point,	 the	 entire	 operation	had	been	 surprisingly	

clean.	Not	 a	drop	of	blood	had	
spilled.	So,	wrapping	the	body	in	
a	sheet	for	disposal,	and	pouring	
salt	over	 the	skin,	 I	 resolved	 to	
head	out	next	morning	and	see	if	
I	could	buy	brains.
‘You	want	brains?’	exclaimed	

the	man	 at	 the	 tripe	 stall.	 ‘No	
love,	 we	 don’t	 sell	 brains.	 I	
don’t	even	think	that’s	legal.’	He	
looked	at	me	suspiciously,	but	I	
was	too	embarrassed	to	explain	
what	 I	was	up	 to	and	 slunk	off	
home	to	reconsider.
There	is	more	than	one	way	to	

tan	a	fox.	In	place	of	brains,	you	can	use	egg	or	soap	fat,	
a	vat	of	battery	acid	or	chrome.	I	found	an	archaeologist,	
a	woman	on	my	wavelength	to	talk	to.	I	asked	her	what	
was	the	quickest	way	to	finish	the	job
‘Stick	it	in	the	washing	machine	for	a	couple	of	hours	

with	a	load	of	fabric	conditioner.’
‘And	that	will	actually	work?’	
She	shrugged.	She	had	been	told	it	did	and	it	would	

be	interesting	to	see	the	results.	This	was	going	to	be	a	
lesson	in	ingenuity	rather	than	traditionalism.
Hoping	it	wasn’t	going	to	destroy	the	washing	machine	

I	bundled	the	fox	into	it.	I	hoped	even	more	that	the	very	
un-Neolithic	 tanning	 technique	 of	 ‘Loads	 of	Lenor’	
would	work,	and	I’d	finally	have	a	finished	fox	skin.
After	 it	was	washed,	 I	hung	 it	 to	dry	over	 the	bath	

and	finished	the	skin	by	burnishing	it	over	the	leg	of	an	
upturned	chair.	This	breaks	the	fibres,	stretches	it	out	
and	makes	it	supple.	It	turned	out	well,	nearly	perfect	if	
the	cat	hadn’t	chewed	the	tail	off.
Seven	years	on,	the	fabric-conditioner	tanned	fur	is	

still	in	my	house,	and	although	the	underside	is	slightly	
brown	 and	manky	 looking,	 the	 coat	 is	 as	 bright	 and	
pristine	as	ever.	
I	 look	 at	 it	 sometimes	 and	 remember	 the	 fox,	 the	

individual	animal,	 long	since	 forgotten	by	 those	who	
stepped	over	it.

Heather Ollerenshaw is a care worker.
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Brexomania
tHeodore dalrymPle

I	don’t	suppose	that	there	were	many	in	the	country	who	managed	 entirely	 to	 avoid	 talking	 about	
Brexit.	The	debate	was	simultaneously	important	

and	dull,	in	that	respect	rather	like	Mrs	May.	Passion	
in	 discussion	was	 not	 necessarily	 proportional	 to	
knowledge,	and	many	people	gave	up	talking	about	it	
because	it	led	only	to	pointless	embitterment.	
I	was	among	those	people.	Why	ruin	a	good	dinner,	

let	 alone	 a	 friendship,	 over	 something	 you	were	
powerless	to	influence?	Better	to	swallow	someone’s	
opinion	 you	 did	 not	 share	 than	 ruin	 the	 convivial	
atmosphere	to	no	purpose.
Few	people	 admitted	 that	 there	was	 something	 to	

be	 said	 on	 both	 sides	 of	 the	 fundamental	 question.	
Although	I	was	a	Leaver,	I	could	easily	enough	construct	
a	 conservative	 case	 as	 a	Remainer.	Conservatives,	
after	all,	believe	as	a	general	rule	that	large	changes	
should	be	made	only	in	response	to	a	real	crisis,	and	
there	was	no	such	crisis	before	the	referendum.	Many	
conservatives	believed	that	the	European	Union	was	
bound	to	fall	apart	anyway	under	the	weight	of	its	own	
contradictions;	why	not	just	wait	for	this	to	happen?	
Britain’s	 fundamental	problems	were	not	caused	by	
the	Union	 and	would	 not	 be	 solved	 by	 leaving	 it;	
moreover,	our	own	bureaucrats	are	hardly	better	that	
the	Union’s.	The	effort	of	leaving	would	therefore	not	
be	worthwhile.
I	need	hardly	rehearse	 the	arguments	 in	 favour	of	

leaving.	But	moving	as	I	do	mostly	in	educated	and	
liberal	 circles	 (liberal	 in	 the	American	 sense	 of	 the	
word)	 I	 soon	discovered	 that	many	 in	 those	 circles	
did	not	believe	that	there	were	or	could	have	been	any	
such	arguments.	They	simply	assumed	that	a	Leaver,	ex 
officio,	must	have	certain	undesirable	characteristics.	In	
short,	they	committed	what	in	other	people	they	would	
regard	as	a	cardinal	sin:	they	stereotyped.	
I	 noticed	 this	many	 times	when	dining	 (my	main	

social	 activity)	 in	 the	company	of	Remainers.	They	
spoke	 of	Leavers	with	 disdain	 or	 distaste,	 or	 both,	
with	 the	 slightly	 curled	 lip	 of	 snobbery.	 For	 them,	
Leavers	had	the	following	characteristics:	they	were	
ignorant	 and	 poorly	 educated;	 they	were	 intolerant	
and	xenophobic;	they	were	fearful	because	they	were	
unskilled	in	a	world	which	has	no	use	for	the	unskilled;	
they	were	uncouth.	
Now	normally,	of	course,	and	in	other	contexts,	such	

Remainers	would	have	affected	great	sympathy	for	the	

unfortunates	 that	 they	assumed	Leavers	 to	be.	Poor	
things,	they	had	been	given	no	opportunity	to	better	
themselves	by	our	unfair	and	unjust	society.	What	was	
necessary	to	raise	up	Leavers	to	the	elevated	condition	
of	Remainers	was	yet	more	social	engineering	directed	
by	government	and	paid	for	by	taxation.	
The	 referendum	result,	 however,	 revealed	 to	 their	

horrified	eyes	just	how	numerous	the	primitive	portion	
of	the	population	was.	Furthermore,	the	ignorant	and	
ill-informed	 had	 been	 handed	 the	 power	 to	 decide	
the	fate	of	the	country!	They	had	turned	Britain	into	
a	 laughing	 stock,	 even	 though	 President	Macron	
admitted	 that,	 had	 a	 similar	 referendum	been	 held	
in	 France,	 an	 even	 bigger	majority	 than	 in	Britain	
would	have	voted	to	leave:	from	which	he	drew	the	
obvious	conclusion	that	what	was	needed	was	further	
European	integration	in	the	hope	that	the	advantages	
of	such	integration	would	one	day	show	up	and	reveal	
themselves	to	French	voters.	
For	 the	Remainers	with	whom	I	was	 friends	 (and	

remain	friends),	there	was	another	explanation,	other	
than	 ignorance	 and	 stupidity,	 for	 the	 prevalence	 of	
Leavers:	they	were	manipulated,	often	by	sinister	forces	
such	as	the	social	media	and	Mr	Putin.	Campaigners	
for	Leave	told	lies	–	the	Remainers	forgot	that	our	very	
membership	of	the	Union	was	founded	on	the	admitted	
lies	of	Edward	Heath	and	others.
No	doubt	lies	were	indeed	told	on	the	Leavers’	side,	

as	they	are	told	in	all	such	campaigns.	But	untruth	is	not	
the	monopoly	of	any	political	opinion.	A	referendum	
is	like	a	trial	by	jury,	and	it	is	up	to	the	jury	to	decide	
who	presents	the	better	case.	
Given	what	the	Leavers	believed	was	the	manipulation	

(and	the	vulnerability	to	manipulation)	of	the	British	
voters,	many	Remainers	came	to	the	conclusion	that	
a	 second	 referendum,	which	 they	 called	 a	People’s	
Referendum,	was	the	only	way	out	of	what	they	saw	
as	the	impending	catastrophe.	Presumably	the	second	
referendum	would	be	arranged	in	such	a	way	that	the	
Leavers	would	not	be	able	a	second	time	to	tell	their	
lies:	untruth	would	have	to	be	muzzled,	for	fear	of	it	
triumphing	again.
The	very	term	People’s	Referendum	was	interesting,	

in	 a	 sinister	way.	 It	 seemed	 to	 imply	 that	 the	 first	
referendum	had	been	organised	on	a	highly	restricted	
franchise,	and	was	therefore	a	lie	in	itself;	but	what	it	
really	meant	was	that	the	People	had	an	opinion	that	
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only	Enemies	of	the	People	would	or	could	oppose.	
The	word	People	was	used	in	a	technical	sense,	as	in	
the	Democratic	People’s	Republic	of	Korea.
If	 those	 calling	 for	 a	 second	 referendum	 –	 all	

Remainers,	 of	 course	 –	 had	 objected	 to	 the	 first	
referendum	before	 it	was	 held,	 on	 the	 grounds	 that	
plebiscitary	democracy	is	very	flawed	and	has	a	terrible	
past,	and	that	large	constitutional	questions	should	not	
be	decided	on	the	basis	of	fifty	per	cent	of	the	voters	
plus	one,	they	would	have	had	a	point	–	with	which,	as	
a	conservative,	I	would	have	agreed.	But	they	raised	no	
such	objection;	they	objected	only	to	the	result.	They	
were	so	far	Europeanised	(in	the	Union’s	sense	of	the	
term)	that	they	saw	referenda	as	the	means	to	endorse	
a	predetermined	‘correct’	answer,	to	be	repeated	until	
the	population	got	the	answer	right.	A	referendum	was	
a	kind	of	exam;	if	you	failed,	you	took	it	again	until	
you	passed,	but	once	you	had	passed,	you	had	passed.	
There	was	no	need	to	take	it	again:	indeed,	there	was	
a	need	not	to	take	it	again.	
The	first	referendum	result	came	as	a	shock	to	my	

Remainer	 friends.	One	of	 the	explanations	was	 that	
there	was	a	generational	disparity	in	the	voting,	the	old	
being	more	in	favour	of	Leave,	the	young	in	favour	of	
Remain.	The	problem	was	that	the	proportion	of	the	

young	who	voted	at	all	was	much	smaller	 than	 that	
of	 the	old	who	voted.	 In	 the	eyes	of	 the	Remainers	
this	delegitimated	the	vote,	for	the	old	were	seen	to	
be	mean-spirited,	 fearful,	 over-cautious	 and	 even	
cognitively	impaired.	Of	course,	 it	might	have	been	
that	they	were	more	experienced,	with	greater	historical	
knowledge	 and	memory,	 and	more	 disinterested	 to	
boot,	in	so	far	as	they	had	no	personal	axe	to	grind,	
but	the	Remainers	did	not	entertain	such	possibilities,	
so	certain	of	the	virtue	of	their	own	opinion	were	they.	
The	referendum	had	one	strange	result:	the	proposal	

of	 a	 professor	 at	Cambridge	 that	 the	 voting	 age	be	
lowered	to	six.	This	was	taken	seriously	in	a	subsequent	
article	in	the	Guardian	newspaper.	
The	 proposal	was	 allegedly	 inspired	 by	 the	 need	

to	 redress	 the	 balance	 between	 youth	 and	 age	 in	
elections	 held	 in	 an	 ageing	 population.	After	 all,	 it	
is	 the	young	who	will	have	 to	 live	for	much	 longer	
with	 the	 consequences	 of	 elections.	Of	 course,	 the	
real	motive	was	other:	it	was	permanently	to	prevent	
‘wrong’	results,	such	as	that	of	Cameron’s	referendum.	
Six-year	olds	will	do	the	bidding	of	their	manipulators.

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

There	is	no	longer	anyone	pure	enough	in	mind	
to	present	the	Oscars	2019.	Of	all	the	actors	in	
the	world	none	can	be	trusted	to	have	enough	

virtue	to	be	worthy	of	the	honour.	In	December	Kevin	
Hart,	 an	 actor	 and	 comedian,	was	 invited	 to	 do	 it,	
he	 seemed	 to	fit	 the	bill	 entirely	as	he	 is	black,	but	
pulled	out	forty-eight	hours	later,	accused	of	making	
homophobic	comments,	nine	years	earlier.	He	thought	
again	about	his	decision	in	January,	but	outrage	at	his	
‘insincere’	apology	made	him	retreat	for	good.	
Hollywood	 actor	 Liam	Neeson,	 famous	 for	 his	

money-making	violent	films,	certainly	won’t	be	invited	
to	take	over.	After	his	recent	remarks	about	wanting	
to	kill	a	black	man,	forty	years	ago,	after	the	rape	of	
a	friend,	he	 is	unlikely	ever	 to	work	in	La	La	Land	
again.	His	disgrace	is	international.	A	shocked	BBC	
news	 reporter	 commented	 that,	 so	 far,	 ‘there	hadn’t	
even	been	an	apology’.
On	BBC	Radio	4	arts	commentator	Stig	Able	not	

only	wanted	an	apology,	he	said,	but	that,	in	the	words	
mothers	once	used	for	naughty	children,	Neeson	must	
‘really	mean	it’.	But	how	can	Neeson	ever	atone	for	

Dirty Thoughts 
mary sydney

such	erring	thoughts?	As	the	Daily Mirror	said	simply:	
‘Shame	is	not	enough’.
Disgraced	people	once	used	to	make	a	walk	around	

their	town,	wearing	sackcloth	and	ashes	and	wailing.	In	
1483,	Jane	Shore,	a	mistress	of	King	Edward	IV,	
had	 to	 walk	 through	 the	 City	 of	 London	 in	 her	
underwear	 as	 a	 punishment	 for	 harlotry.	 Sadly,	
nowadays	there	is	no	such	ritual.	A	‘walk	of	shame’	is	
just	part	of	a	TV	game	show.	Perhaps	the	BBC	could	
invent	something	new	and	truly	shaming	for	our	age?	
In	future	help	may	come	from	algorithms.	Professor	

Shoshana	 Zuboff	 told	 the	 BBC	 this	 week	 that	
democracy	and	liberty	are	under	threat	as	capitalism	
and	 the	 digital	 revolution	 combine	 forces.	We	who	
worry	about	public	virtue	might	see	this	another	way;	
we	may	rejoice	to	think	that	soon	the	smart	machines	
now	mining	our	minds	for	data,	may	also	be	able	to	
change	our	behaviour	in	the	process.	In	future	smart	
machines,	maybe	controlled	by	Google	or	Amazon,	
will	monitor	and	control	social	behaviour,	enforcing	
correct	behaviour	without	any	need	for	human	agency.	
It	is	often	unnerving	how	much	detail	of	our	lives	is	
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shared.	If	you	take	up	painting	in	acrylic	rather	than	
oils,	you	will	suddenly	get	on-line	messages	offering	
bargains.	Presumably	 from	 information	 traced	 from	
credit	card	exchanges.	More	disturbingly,	if	you	think	
about	perhaps	 trying	 some	 internet	dating,	you	will	
immediately	 receive	 adverts,	many	of	 them	 scams,	
from	lonely	hearts	companies.	
Our	wallets	and	our	minds	seem	to	be	monitored.	

Of	course,	I	don’t	mind	this	because	I’m	a	virtuous	
person	with	nothing	to	hide.	Besides,	as	hate	crimes	
become	a	police	priority,	it’s	obvious	that	we	still	do	
a	good	enough	job	of	policing	ourselves	in	the	good	
old-fashioned	way;	listening,	spying	and	reporting.	
Many	of	us	felt	 let	down	last	October	by	Graham	

Linehan,	the	writer	of	Father Ted,	an	offensive	series	
which	could	not	be	screened	now,	who	had	to	be	given	a	
verbal	harassment	warning	by	police	after	a	complaint	
from	transgender	activist	Stephanie	Hayden	that	he’d	
referred	to	her	as	he,	a	new	and	dire	crime	well	worthy	
of	police	time.	
Many	 of	 us	will	 also	 have	 noted	 last	month	 that	

Harry	Miller,	 a	 docker	 from	 Humberside,	 was	
visited	 by	 police	 over	 a	 limerick	 on	Twitter	which	
the	 police	 decided	was	 a	 ‘hate	 incident’	 against	
transgendered	 people.	Miller’s	 retweet	 questioned	
whether	 transgender	men	 are	 biological	women.	 It	
included	the	lines:	‘Your	breasts	are	made	of	silicone;	
your	vagina	goes	nowhere.’	
Even	 though	 no	 crime	was	 committed,	 not	 even	

against	 poetry,	 sharing	 that	 was	 recorded	 as	 a	
‘hate	 incident’.	When	Miller	 questioned	why	 the	
complainant	was	described	as	a	‘victim’	if	no	crime	
had	been	committed,	a	PC	told	him:	‘We	need	to	check	
your	thinking’.
‘Check’	 in	 the	 old-fashioned	 sense	 of	 stop	 and	

correct.	
Yesterday	I	was	tempted	to	start	using	this	surveillance	

service	myself	for	the	first	time	but	my	heart	was	not	

pure	in	doing	it.	A	young	black	man	got	on	our	bus,	
occupied	downstairs	by	four	elderly	ladies	including	
me,	and	began	making	alarming,	to	me,	noises	at	the	
back	–	subconscious	racism?	I	moved	to	stand	near	the	
driver.	The	man	followed	me,	shouting,	‘Look	at	the	
road	not	at	me,	Blood-clot’.
Did	he	mean	me	or	the	driver?	‘Blood-clot’	is	a	male	

Caribbean	term	for	women.	He	pushed	past	and	began	
screaming,	‘Batty-boy’	(Caribbean	term	for	gay	men)	
at	the	driver.	He	decided	he	wanted	to	get	off	but	the	
driver	refused	to	open	the	door	until	we	reached	a	bus	
stop.	He	was	then	reviled	with	‘Sodomite’	and	‘faggot’.	
‘Let	him	off,’	I	whispered	to	the	driver	who	ignored	

me	 as	we	 sat	 in	 a	 traffic	 jam.	By	 then	 along	with	
‘faggot’	we	had	the	‘C’	word	said	so	loudly	that	people	
on	the	pavement	were	looking.	Among	them	I	saw	two	
police	support	officers,	a	rare	sight.	
‘Let	him	off,’	I	begged	as	I	decided	to	get	off	and	

report	 him	 for	 homophobic	 abuse.	 I	would	 use	 the	
system	to	try	to	punish	him.	
The	driver	 did	 not	 open	 the	 door.	The	policemen	

disappeared.	 Eventually	we	 reached	 our	 bus	 stop.	
People	 came	downstairs	 looking	 scared.	The	driver	
put	his	head	down	on	his	arms	for	a	moment.	I	rubbed	
his	shoulder	and	congratulated	him	on	putting	up	with	
such	a	tirade	of	abuse	without	flinching.	
My	 thoughts	 in	wanting	 to	 report	 the	 youth	were	

mixed;	I	wanted	the	violent	man	to	be	stopped	from	
behaving	in	that	way,	but	also	to	see	what	the	police	
would	do	about	it.	I	was	reporting	homophobic	abuse,	a	
correct	thing	to	do;	but	my	impure	mind	suspected	that	
they	would	be	reluctant	to	act	as	the	culprit	was	black,	
so	I	was	being	racist	and	I	could	not	trust	my	hostility	
to	the	enraged	man.	I	just	thank	God	the	driver	refused	
to	let	me	fall	into	the	possibility	of	sin.	

Mary Sydney is a social commentator.
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In	 the	week	 leading	 up	 to	Australia	Day	 2019,	
which	 commemorates	 the	 beginning	 of	British	
settlement	 in	Australia,	 came	 the	 announcement	

that	 the	 remains	 of	British	 explorer,	 navigator	 and	
cartographer,	Matthew	Flinders,	had	been	found	near	
London’s	Euston	Station.	Flinders	is	remembered	for	
being	 the	 commander	 of	 the	first	 crew,	 in	 1802-03,	
to	 circumnavigate	Australia.	Amongst	 the	 company	
on	HMS Investigator	was	 an	 Indigenous	Australian,	
Bungaree,	a	Kuringgai	man	from	an	area	50	kilometres	
or	 so	north	of	Sydney.	He	 accompanied	Flinders	on	
the	 entirety	 of	 the	 journey	 and	proved	 invaluable	 in	
ensuring	 all	 the	men	got	 back	 to	Sydney	 alive.	But	
activist-historians,	 of	 course,	 cannot	 leave	 it	 at	 that.	
Flinders	University	Indigenous	Archaeology	professor,	
Claire	 Smith,	 just	 had	 to	 spoil	 a	 story	 of	 genuine	
British-Aboriginal	camaraderie	by	interjecting	a	note	
of	PC	self-righteousness:	‘There	are	many	people	who	
also	were	great	explorers	and	contributed	[alongside	
Matthew	Flinders],	 but	 they	didn’t	 have	 the	 idea	 of	
colonising	the	land	like	the	British	did.’
It	is	true	that	Indigenous	Australians,	perhaps	750,000	

in	number	at	 the	 foundation	of	New	South	Wales	 in	
1788,	‘didn’t	have	the	idea	of	colonising	the	land	like	
the	British	did’.	This	is	exactly	why	their	47,000-60,000	
year	 dominion	 over	 the	Great	 Southern	 Land	was	
destined	to	end,	whether	or	not	the	British	colonised	the	
continent.	The	French,	for	instance,	were	very	interested	
in	Australia.	On	April	 8,	 1802,	 twenty-eight-year-
old	Matthew	Flinders	 and	French	maritime	 explorer	
Nicolas	Baudin	confronted	each	other	off	the	southern	
coastline.	Although	their	two	respective	countries	were,	
for	 all	 they	 knew,	 still	 at	war,	 Flinders	 and	Baudin	

Fair Dinkum under Platform 15
daryl mCCann

peaceably	breakfasted	together	and	exchanged	charts	
and	information.	If	Napoleon	had	beaten	Wellington	at	
Waterloo,	Encounter	Bay	might	today	be	known	as	Baie	
des	Invalides.	As	it	is,	the	third	great	peninsula	of	South	
Australia,	Fleurieu	Peninsula,	 is	 named	after	French	
explorer	Charles	Pierre	Claret	de	Fleurieu.
We	 should	 also	 not	 forget	 that	 on	his	 1803	 return	

voyage	to	England,	Matthew	Flinders	was	incarcerated	
by	the	French	on	the	island	of	Mauritius	for	six	long	
years.	His	health	was	never	the	same,	and	yet	while	in	
captivity	he	came	up	with	the	idea	of	conjoining	‘New	
Holland’	with	 ‘New	South	Wales’	 under	 the	 larger	
appellation	 of	 ‘Australia’.	 Lachlan	Macquarie,	 the	
outstanding	 governor	 of	New	South	Wales	 between	
1810-21,	would	go	on	to	use	this	as	a	way	of	securing	
continental-wide	British	sovereignty.	The	PC	brigade	
no	doubt	view	this	as	a	mark	against	Matthew	Flinders,	
and	yet	history	tells	us	that	not	only	France	but	Prussia	
and	 then	 the	Kaiserreich	had	an	 interest	 in	Oceania.	
Would	 Indigenous	Australians	 have	 fared	 better	 in	
an	Antipodean	version	of	Mittelafrica?	 In	 1912,	 the	
Reichstag	recorded	200,000	troublesome	Africans	being	
gunned	down	by	their	colonial	authorities.	
Indigenous	Australians	 did	 not	 ‘have	 the	 idea	 of	

colonising	the	land	like	the	British	did’	but	it	was	not	
only	Europeans	who	had	an	acquisitive	eye	on	Australia.	
The	continent	would	have	been	absorbed	into	the	Greater	
East	Asia	Co-Prosperity	 Sphere	 (1930-45)	without	
Commonwealth	 and	American	military	 resistance	 to	
Imperial	Japan.	Now	Sino-revivalism	poses	as	similar	
challenge	to	our	sovereignty.	Approximately	350	years	
before	Captain	Cook	 arrived	 on	 the	 scene,	China’s	
Admiral	Zheng	He	and	vice-admirals	Hong	Bao	and	
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indoctrinated	 non-Indigenous	Australians,	Australia	
Day	is	a	celebration	not	of	nationhood	but	genocide.	
There	 are,	 thank	 goodness,	 sensible	 Indigenous	

Australians	who	 know	 that	 the	 best	 future	 for	 their	
progeny	 is	 within	mainstream	Australian	 society.	
Warren	Mundine,	a	member	of	the	Bundjalung	people	
and	former	national	president	of	the	Australian	Labor	
Party,	became	so	fed	up	with	PC	militants	(Aboriginal	
and	otherwise)	 that	he	became	 the	 leading	voice	 for	
the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 Indigenous	movement	 –	 the	
conservative	 side.	His	memoir,	Warren Mundine in 
black and white (2018),	turns	up	all	kinds	of	paradoxes	
that	 radical	 activists	 do	 not	want	 us	 to	 know:	 for	
instance,	 Indigenous	Australians	 are	more	 likely	 to	
be	 practising	Christians	 than	 their	 non-Indigenous	
counterparts.
Mundine’s	candidature	on	behalf	of	the	(sometimes)	

conservative	Liberal	 Party	 in	 the	 forthcoming	 2019	
Federal	election	has	drawn	a	double	helping	of	abuse	
from	the	 lefties.	Not	only	 is	he	a	political	 traitor	 for	
abandoning	 the	Labor	 Party	 but	 an	 identity	 traitor.	
Jacinta	 Price,	 another	 Indigenous	 conservative	
candidate	 in	 the	2019	election,	has	been	pummelled	
even	more	by	the	PC	brigade	for	insisting	that	identity	
politics/separatism	has	 increased	 domestic	 violence	
against	Aboriginal	women	and	children	in	the	Northern	
Territory.	Undeterred,	she	has	come	out	 in	favour	of	
retaining	Australia	Day	on	January	26:	‘By	ignoring	this	
date,	we’re	ignoring	the	significance	of	this	particular	
date	and	we	do	need	to	learn	about	our	country’s	history	
in	 its	 entirety	 –	 all	 that	 is	 really	 horrible	 about	 our	
history,	but	all	 that	 is	really	good	about	our	history.’	
This	innocuous	statement	has,	believe	it	or	not,	marked	
out	Jacinta	Price,	in	the	eyes	of	social	media	jackals,	
as	identity	traitor	#1.
The	discovery	of	Matthew	Flinders’	remains	near	Euston	

Station	is	especially	exciting	to	South	Australians,	since	the	
brilliant	cartographer	literally	put	most	of	our	coastline	on	
the	map.	He	never	named	anything	after	himself	but,	out	
of	respect	for	his	achievement,	we	have	in	South	Australia	
alone	Flinders	Street,	Flinders	Chase	Conservation	Park,	
Flinders	Ranges,	Flinders	University,	Flinders	Hospital,	
and	so	on.	As	a	school	child	I	competed	against	students	
in	Flinders	House.	My	first	full-time	employment	was	in	
a	 faraway	country	 town	of	Streaky	Bay,	 named	after	 a	
one-line	entry	in	Flinders’	log	for	February	5,1802:	‘And	
the	water	was	much	discoloured…and	I	called	it	Streaky	
Bay.’	The	connection	of	all	these	things	tells	me,	if	I	did	
not	already	know,	that	we	are	bound	to	each	other	in	the	
most	the	most	fascinating	ways	–	not	least	to	Bungaree,	
the	first	Australian-born	man,	thanks	to	Matthew	Flinders’	
expedition,	to	circumnavigate	Terra	Australis.	

Daryl McCann has a blog at http://darylmccann.
blogspot.com.au/

Zhou	Man	were	here.	It	was	our	good	fortune	–	and	here	
I	include	Indigenous	Australians	–	that	various	Ming	
emperors	never	followed	up	on	these	discoveries.	Still,	
the	People’s	Republic	of	China	has	begun	to	behave	
as	 if	 those	fifteenth-century	maritime	exploits	might	
represent	 something	more	 than	 historical	 footnotes.	
Already	President-for-life	Xi	 Jinping	 is	 challenging	
the	territorial	sovereignty	of	the	Philippines,	Vietnam,	
Taiwan	and	Malaysia	in	the	South	China	Sea.	A	Chinese	
version	of	the	Greater	East	Asia	Co-Prosperity	Sphere	
might	be	in	the	offing.
The	 conservative	 historian	 Keith	Windschuttle	

recently	put	the	matter	of	sovereignty	rather	succinctly:	
‘Aboriginal	society	never	had	the	power	to	deny	any	of	
the	strangers	from	overseas	the	right	to	drop	anchor	in	
their	waters	or	pitch	tents	on	their	shores.’	Given	that,	
the	Aboriginal	people	would	have	been	worse	off	 if	
faced	with	an	alternative	imperial	and/or	colonial	power.	
The	British,	at	the	time	of	settlement,	were	particularly	
under	the	influence	of	the	Scottish	Enlightenment.	Its	
admonitions	 against	 slavery	 and	 endorsement	 of	 the	
principle	that	‘all	individuals	were	equal	before	both	
God	and	the	law’,	argued	Windschuttle,	meant	‘the	first	
contacts	between	British	and	Aboriginal	culture	would	
involve	far	less	violence	than	any	possible	scenario’.	
This	 is	 not	 saying	 there	 was	 no	 violence	 and	

dispossession,	and	yet	the	Flinders-Bungaree	friendship,	
as	depicted	 in	Flinders’	A Voyage to Terra Australis	
(1814),	is	one	to	applaud.	Flinders	noted	in	his	memoir,	
published	one	day	before	his	premature	death	at	 the	
age	of	only	40,	that	Bungaree	was	a	fine	companion,	
intelligent	and	very	kind	to	Trim,	the	ship’s	cat.	He	was	
also	invaluable	in	preventing	food	poisoning	along	the	
way	–	if	Bungaree	could	not	identify	a	local	plant,	nut	
or	berry,	the	crew	omitted	it	from	their	diet.	Bungaree	
was,	additionally,	helpful	in	communicating	with	the	
coastal	tribes	they	encountered	on	their	voyage.	This	
communication	was,	nevertheless,	inexact.	It	took	the	
form	of	hand	gestures	and	so	forth,	since	there	were	
approximately	250	Aboriginal	language	groups	at	the	
time.	
It	has	become	increasingly	de rigueur	amongst	our	

professoriate	to	refer	to	these	250	discrete	Aboriginal	
language	groups	as	250	distinct	nations.	 I	am	surely	
contravening	PC	orthodoxy	–	but	not	common	sense	
–	to	point	out	that	this	is	to	bend	our	understanding	of	
‘nation’	beyond	all	recognition.	The	militant	Aboriginal	
lobby	group,	as	distinct	from	a	much	more	conservative	
Aboriginal	movement,	will	 not	 be	 satisfied	until	 the	
descendants	of	these	tribal	groups	join	together	in	the	
form	of	 a	political	 entity	 that	 is	 separate,	 or	 at	 least	
autonomous	in	some	form,	from	the	Commonwealth	
of	Australia,	which	is	an	actual	nation	that	federated	
on	January	1st,	1901	–	one	continent,	two	nations.	For	
the	militants,	 along	with	 as	many	 as	 20	 per	 cent	 of	
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Unmerciful Killing
miCHael mCmanus

In	November	 2018	Noel	Conway	was	 the	 latest	
person	defeated	in	a	legal	attempt	to	get	a	medically-
assisted	death.	Euthanasia,	or	in	this	case	suicide,	

can	never	be	an	issue	that	admits	of	acceptable	answers	
in	all	situations	for	all	people.	Ethical	argument	is	like	
that.	All	we	can	hope	for	is	intelligent,	compassionate	
and	informed	discussion	and	a	shared	understanding	
of	why	we	cannot	all	agree	all	of	the	time.	‘In	human	
affairs,’	Xenophanes	 said,	 expressing	 a	 fundamental	
Conservative	sentiment,	‘there	is	no	certain	truth,	and	
all	our	knowledge	is	but	a	woven	web	of	guesses.’	Get	
thee	behind	me	ideology.
One	might	ask,	if	a	person	does	not	have	the	right	to	

take	their	own	life,	what	rights	do	they	have?	Individual	
liberty	is	fundamental	to	democracy.	Taking	one’s	own	
life,	however,	is	not	done	in	isolation:	Robinson	Crusoe	
could	choose	suicide	without	further	distressing	anyone,	
but	none	of	us	live	on	an	island;	we	have	people	who	
depend	upon	us	in	various	ways,	however	tenuous.	In	
a	Dorothy	Parker	short	story	(The	Standard	of	Living)	
Annabel	and	Midge	discuss	what	they	would	do	if	they	
suddenly	inherited	a	million,	with	the	stipulation	that	it	
must	be	spent	only	on	themselves	and	without	benefit	to	
anyone	else.	So,	what	could	they	do	with	their	money	
that	does	not	break	the	self-only	rule?	Nothing.	The	two	
women	cannot	buy	a	single	thing	without	benefiting	the	
seller,	never	mind	anyone	who	rides	in	their	new	car	or	
takes	tea	in	their	new	home.	Parker	does	not	pursue	this	
thought:	she	has	the	pair	go	window	shopping	where	
they	decide	they’d	need	ten	million,	not	one.
Surprisingly,	Thomas	More	 included	 euthanasia	

among	the	benefits	of	his	Utopia,	but	only	because	the	
inhabitants	were	to	be	so	virtuous	that	it	would	never	
be	 abused.	Perhaps	 those	virtuous	 inhabitants	might	
have	comforted	and	attended	the	dying	in	some	way	
that	removed	all	fear	of	hasty	or	pressured	choices.
Some	cases	are	easier	than	others.	In	a	coma	without	

any	 detectable	 brain	 function,	 and	 kept	 alive	 by	
machinery,	many	people	would	agree	that	the	person	
is	effectively	already	dead,	and	has	ceased	to	exist	as	
a	 person.	 Perhaps	we	make	 too	much	 of	 death	 and	
what	is	 lost.	One	could	say	that	all	we	really	lose	is	
our	present	moment:	 the	past	 is	gone	and	 the	 future	
has	not	happened;	neither	can	be	said	to	exist	in	a	form	
that	can	be	lost.	What’s	the	big	deal?	But,	as	Benedick	
says	in	All’s Well That Ends Well,	‘Anyone	can	bear	a	
grief	but	he	that	has	it’.	Death	is	not	something	we	can	
take	a	cool,	dispassionate	view	of:	it	is	one	of	the	most	

deeply	passionate	moments	in	anyone’s	life.
Shakespeare’s	Edgar,	in	Lear,	suggests	a	pre-emptive	

strategy	to	retrieve	people	from	suicidal	depression:	

Who alone suffers most i’the mind 
Leaving free things and happy shows behind:
But then the mind much sufferance doth o’er skip
When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship.

Some	religious	groups,	for	example	the	Hutterites,	
consider	unhappiness	to	be	caused	by	visitations	from	
evil	spirits.	The	treatment	they	offer	is	just	the	same	
as	Shakespeare’s	 –	 to	 stay	with	 the	 afflicted	 person	
until	they	feel	better	and,	it	is	supposed,	the	evils	have	
gone	away.
We	need	to	understand	that	there	is	a	vast	difference	

between	 offering	 someone	 euthanasia	 and	 someone	
voluntarily,	 and	without	 any	 suggestion,	 still	 less	
pressure,	requesting	it.	If	you	say	to	a	sick,	old	person,	
‘Would	you	like	to	end	it	all,’	or	some	such	euphemistic	
formulation,	 you	 immediately	 put	 the	 thought	 into	
their	mind	 that	 you,	 or	 someone	 else,	 thinks	 their	
death	would	be	a	good	idea.	If	they	decline	the	offer,	
they	 nevertheless	 cannot	 get	 out	 of	 their	mind	 that	
they	are	persisting	 in	 a	 course	 they	have	now	 taken	
responsibility	for,	but	that	someone	else	wishes	they	
would	abandon.	It	is	almost	as	if	you	have	made	them	to	
blame	for	their	illness.	And	if	they	agree	to	euthanasia,	
those	who	made	the	suggestion	may	always	have	the	
lingering	 thought	 that	 they	 have	 brought	 about	 an	
involuntary	death.
Socrates	committed	suicide	and	so	did	Seneca	–	the	

Stoic	who	taught	that	we	should	accept	what	life	throws	
at	 us:	 a	 jewel,	 he	 said,	 cannot	 be	 polished	without	
abrasion;	 don’t	 lose	 the	 day	 for	worrying	 about	 the	
night,	nor	the	night	for	worrying	about	the	dawn.	Plato	
worried	that	some	suicides	were	harmful	to	the	state,	
and	many	others	thought,	as	believers	still	do,	that	only	
God	or	the	gods	had	the	right	to	take	life.	Zeno	smartly	
got	around	this	by	claiming	that	if	it	was	the	right	time	
to	kill	oneself	one	would	receive	a	sign	from	those	very	
gods.	Seneca	said	 that	 if	 life	proved	unbearable,	 the	
door	was	always	open.	When	he	was	70,	like	Socrates	
under	threat	from	a	ruler,	he	chose	to	go	through	it.
The	Scottish	philosopher	David	Hume	discussed	the	

view	that	suicide	was	an	encroachment	on	the	rights,	or	
even	the	very	life,	of	the	Almighty.	He	dismissed	the	
idea.	Would	preserving	one’s	life	by	avoiding	falling	
masonry	be	an	encroachment	on	God’s	will	 also?	 It	
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would	be	no	crime	against	God	to	divert	a	river	from	its	
course,	so	why	should	diverting	a	pint	or	two	of	blood	
be	a	problem?	You	might	wonder	at	Hume’s	reasoning	
here,	but	there	is	no	doubt	that	infringing	the	rights	of	
the	Almighty	has	often	been	an	impediment	to	progress.	
Shortly	 after	America	 became	 independent,	when	
Thomas	Jefferson	was	pushing	the	widespread	use	of	
Edward	 Jenner’s	 new	vaccination	 against	 smallpox,	
the	then	president	of	Yale	University	opposed	it	as	an	
interference	with	God’s	benign	design.
The	last	word	will	be	with	Nietzsche.	He	wrote	that	

in	 some	 circumstances	 it	was	 indecent	 to	 continue	
with	life	when	its	meaning	had	been	lost.	He	thought	

it	was	better	to	die	proudly	when	living	proudly	was	
no	longer	an	option.	He	envisaged	a	self-chosen	death,	
sweeping	aside	the	physicians	and	their	machines	(in	
the	1870s!)	as	being	something	‘brightly	and	cheerfully	
accomplished	 amidst	 children	…’	Being	Nietzsche,	
he	 couldn’t	 resist	 taking	 a	 swipe	 at	 pessimists	 and	
decadents:	‘It	is	not	in	our	hands	to	prevent	our	birth,	
but	we	can	correct	this	mistake	…’	Not	good	reading	
for	the	sick	bed,	Nietzsche.

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

The	mainstream	media	and	political	establishment	
are	in	a	panic	because	Japanese	carmakers	have	
chosen	not	 to	invest,	or	 to	invest	as	planned,	

or	to	invest	more	in	the	future,	in	Britain.	Of	course,	
this	is	bad	news	for	those	affected.	Brexit	uncertainty	
and	the	spectre	of	a	no-deal	Brexit	marketed	by	the	
government	as	calamitous	have	no	doubt	played	their	
part,	as	well	as	a	host	of	other	factors.	
But	how	depressing	that	the	economic	and	industrial	

future	 of	Britain,	 a	 once	proud	 and	great	 industrial	
country,	should	be	thought	to	depend	on	the	sweetened	
investment	 decisions	 of	 the	 bosses	 of	 Japanese	
multinationals	who	were	bribed	to	come	here	in	the	
first	place.	Why	on	earth	can’t	we	do	what	so	many	
other	countries	manage	to	do	and	invest in ourselves?	
What	sort	of	country	have	we	become?	
Global	 liberals	 (conservatives),	who	 equate	 the	

national	 interest	with	 the	 interests	 of	City	 takeover	
merchants,	hail	each	act	of	 foreign	 investment	as	 if	
it	were	a	national	 triumph,	a	 ‘vote	of	confidence	 in	
Britain’.	 But	 for	 an	 advanced	 industrial	 economy	
like	Britain,	foreign	investment	is	just	a	euphemism	
for	 flogging	 off	 our	 national	 assets.	True,	 foreign	
‘direct’	investment,	in	which	new	plant	is	created,	can	
bring	great	 local	benefits,	as	 in	 the	case	of	Nissan’s	
investments	 in	 Sunderland	 –	 provided	 the	 benefits	
outweigh	 the	 costs	 of	 the	 subsidies,	 grants	 and	
sweeteners.	Unfortunately,	most	 foreign	 investment	
in	the	UK	is	‘indirect’	and	takes	the	form	of	buying	
up	existing	assets.	For	decades	we	have	been	flogging	
off	our	national	assets,	public	and	private,	to	foreign	
buyers	–	businesses,	airports,	hotels,	railways,	utility	
companies,	 football	 clubs,	 nuclear	 power	 stations	

Flogging off the Family Silver
alistair miller

and	 new	housing	 developments	 (often	 even	 before	
a	brick	has	been	laid),	to	name	but	a	few.	The	sheer	
scale	of	what	has	been	going	on	is	unprecedented	and	
unequalled	in	Western	developed	economies.	
The	 problem	 is	 that	 when	 an	 asset	 is	 foreign	

owned,	all	profits	and	dividends	flow	overseas,	 and	
all	 investment,	 and	 disinvestment,	 decisions	 are	
taken	 overseas.	Unless	 a	 firm	 locates	 its	 research	
and	 development	 here,	 so	 that	 there	 is	 some	 long-
term	 transfer	 of	 the	 relevant	 technology,	 domestic	
investment	and	productivity	in	the	long-term	are	also	
likely	to	suffer.	Which	is	why	it	is	generally	better	for	
the	wider	health	of	the	economy	that	domestic	firms	
grow	organically.	Dyson	has	been	criticised	for	locating	
manufacturing	operations	overseas	to	take	advantage	
of	 lower	 labour	 costs;	 but	 its	 impressive	 high-tech	
hub,	its	research	and	development	operation,	remains	
firmly	in	the	UK	–	as	do	its	profits.	By	failing	to	invest	
in	 our	 own	 industries,	 or	 to	 protect	 innovative	 new	
high-tech	firms	in	fast-growing	sectors	from	foreign	
takeover,	we	allow	our	industry	to	be	asset-stripped,	
our	technological	know-how	to	be	transferred	to	our	
competitors,	and	investment	decisions	to	be	made	at	
the	behest	of	foreign	owners	who	owe	us	no	loyalty.	
The	 consequences	 are	 apparent	 in	 our	 dismal	

productivity,	the	critical	shortage	of	domestic	savings	
and	investment,	and	the	gaping	hole	 in	our	Balance	
of	Payments.	 It	 is	 significant	 and	worrying,	 though	
little	remarked	on,	that	one	of	the	factors	in	the	last	
quarter’s	deterioration	in	our	Balance	of	Payments	was	
an	increased	outflow	of	profits	and	dividends.	Deficits	
can	easily	be	financed	on	the	market	so	long	as	foreign	
investors	remain	confident	and	want	to	continue	buying	
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Goodbye Sergeant Major
James monteitH

Many	will	regret	the	passing	of	that	great	comic	
actor	Windsor	Davies,	whose	 depiction	 of	
Battery	Sergeant	Major	Williams	in	It Ain’t 

Half Hot Mum	made	us	laugh	till	our	sides	ached.	We	
laughed	all	 the	more	because	the	character,	based	on	
one	of	Davies’	own	sergeant	majors	during	his	National	
Service,	was	so	true	to	life	–	as	indeed	were	the	hopeless	
bunch	of	misfits	he	dreamed	of	 turning	 into	fighting	
men	 in	 the	 form	of	 the	Royal	Artillery	concert	party	
stationed	 in	 India	 towards	 the	end	of	 the	War.	There	
was	Lofty,	the	diminutive	Gunner	Sugden,	who	wore	
an	outsized	solar	topi	to	protect	him	from	the	sun;	Mr	
La-di-da	Gunner	Graham,	who	 invariably	 ended	his	
sentences	with	an	erudite	word	which	Williams	would	
mimic	getting	it	wrong	in	the	process;	the	effeminate	
Gloria,	played	by	Melvyn	Hayes,	who	had	dreams	of	
Hollywood	stardom.	
The	show	cannot	be	 shown	any	more	on	 the	BBC	

because	it	might	cause	offence	–	the	attitudes	it	depicts	
now	 deemed	 stereotypical,	 homophobic	 and	 racist,	
inappropriate	 and	 unacceptable	 in	 a	 vibrant	 diverse	
multicultural	society.	Yet	it	depicted	things	exactly	as	
they	were	at	 the	 time,	 the	 legendary	comedy	writing	
team	of	Jimmy	Perry	and	David	Croft	(of	Dad’s Army	
fame)	both	having	served	in	the	war,	Perry	in	a	Royal	
Artillery	Concert	Party	in	Burma.	It	poked	gentle	fun	
at	all	and	sundry	in	equal	measure	–	the	effete	British	
officer	 class,	 the	 virile	 sergeant	major	who	 thought	
his	concert	party	‘a	bunch	of	poofs’,	the	native	Indian	
who	 refers	 to	 his	 compatriots	 as	 ‘damned	 natives’,	
the	 outrageously	 effeminate	 drag	 artiste.	There	was	
controversy	 even	 in	 the	 1970s	when	Michael	Bates	
was	 chosen	 to	 play	 the	 part	 of	 Indian	 bearer	Rangi	
Ram.	But	his	virtuoso	performance	delighted	even	his	
Indian	critics.	Bates,	who	loved	India,	had	been	raised	

in	India,	spoke	fluent	Urdu	and	Hindi,	and	even	served	
in	the	Chindits	behind	Japanese	lines,	was,	it	turned	out,	
the	perfect	choice.	
Commenting	 on	 the	BBC’s	 decision	 not	 to	 repeat	

It Ain’t Half Hot Mum	 on	 grounds	 of	 its	 political	
incorrectness,	Jimmy	Perry	lamented	that,	‘Too	many	
executives	at	the	BBC	have	rather	too	little	idea	what	
reality	looks	like.	They	are	Oxbridge	graduates	trained	
by	other	Oxbridge	graduates	who	learnt	what	they	know	
from	still	more	Oxbridge	graduates.’	If	only	this	were	
true.	Unfortunately,	the	new	reality	is	understood	only	
too	well	by	BBC	executives.	They	are	playing	their	full	
part	in	the	wilful	destruction	of	our	national	culture,	the	
banishment	of	our	history,	the	wholesale	deconstruction	
of	our	sense	of	identity,	our	shared	loyalties,	experiences	
and	memories.	
In	 the	old	days,	we	recognised	our	differences	and	

laughed	at	them,	we	laughed	at	others	as	we	laughed	at	
ourselves,	and	in	so	doing	we	drew	closer	together	as	
a	community	and	as	a	nation.	In	this	brave	new	world,	
in	which	our	every	thought	and	utterance	is	rigorously	
policed	in	the	name	of	diversity	and	inclusivity,	we	keep	
our	thoughts	to	ourselves.	Instead	of	giving	vent	to	our	
treasured	prejudices	 and	drawing	 their	 sting	 through	
laughter,	 these	prejudices	fester	 in	private	as	we	live	
apart	in	divided	communities,	mistrustful	and	suspicious	
of	 each	 other,	with	 those	who	were	 supposed	 to	 be	
equalised	 left	more	 ‘marginalised’	 than	 ever	 before.	
We	bide	out	time.	And	we	shun	the	anodyne	Newspeak	
of	the	BBC,	preferring	to	share	our	memories	and	our	
laughs	 in	private	with	old	 friends	 in	 the	company	of	
the	wonderful	Windsor	Davies	and	the	rest	of	the	gang.

James Monteith is a writer living in London.

up	our	assets.	In	other	words,	it	does	not	matter	if	we	
import	£80	billion	more	than	we	export	annually	on	
the	current	account	so	long	as	we	flog	off	another	£80	
billion	of	assets	annually	on	the	capital	account	to	pay	
for	it.	Except	that	we	lose	all	the	profits	and	dividends	
on	those	assets,	which	further	worsens	the	Balance	of	
Payments.	It	is	a	vicious	circle.	We	are	fast	becoming	
a	nation	of	rentiers,	our	rental	payments	managed	on	
our	behalf	by	City	firms	for	a	lucrative	fee.	
The	good	news	is	that	global	liberals	(conservatives),	

especially	those	with	directorships	on	City	firms,	think	
we	 are	 doing	 great.	Mass	 immigration	 has	 driven	

down	wages	and	produced	a	reserve	army	of	labour	
prepared	to	do	low	skilled	work	at	any	wage	under	any	
conditions.	Hence	employment	is	at	‘record	levels’	–	
just	 like	the	population,	and	profits	are	up.	The	fact	
that	indigenous	working	people	can	no	longer	afford	to	
make	ends	meet,	in	large	part	because	of	the	pressure	
on	housing	and	consequent	escalation	of	housing	costs,	
is	by	and	by.	
It’s	enough	to	make	one	a	Marxist.	

Alistair Miller is a teacher
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In	November	of	last	year,	my	father,	William	Dale	
Franken,	passed	away	in	his	hometown	of	Sedalia,	
Missouri.	Within	a	week	of	receiving	the	news,	I	

was	on	a	plane,	bound	for	a	country	I	had	not	seen	
for	six	years	and	a	state	I	had	not	set	foot	in	for	over	
twenty.	And	despite	casting	my	vote	for	the	current	US	
president	from	across	the	pond	and	encouraging	my	
fellow	Americans	to	do	likewise,	it	would	also	be	my	
first	visit	to	Trump	Nation.	
Though	the	reason	for	my	trip	was	melancholy,	the	

nostalgia-provoking	glimpses	I	received	of	small-town	
courtesy,	especially	filtered	through	the	prism	of	2016’s	
populist	revolution,	lightened	the	grief	of	the	occasion.	
Politically	 speaking,	 it	 is	 difficult	 to	 imagine	 two	

locations	more	divergent	than	the	liberal	landscape	of	
cosmopolitan	London	and	 the	 still	 largely	working-
class	American	heartland	from	which	I	come.	Having	
spent	 the	bulk	of	my	adult	 life	 in	 impersonal	cities,	
working	in	careers	populated	by	elitist	academics	and	
artistic	 bleeding	 hearts,	 the	 experience	 of	 anything	
resembling	genuine	communication	between	human	
individuals	has	become	for	myself,	and	presumably	
many	 other	 such	 exiles	 to	 big	 cities,	 a	 refreshing	
novelty.	During	the	week	I	spent	back	in	my	hometown,	
I	had	many	opportunities	to	witness	this.	
Shortly	 after	 I	 had	 complimented	 a	 farmer	 on	

his	Trump	T-shirt	 in	 the	 queue	 at	Taco	Bell,	 the	
appreciative	stranger	offered	his	condolences	on	the	
loss	of	my	father	before	going	on	to	muse	about	the	
challenges	I	must	face	as	a	London-based	Trump	voter.	
More	revealing,	however,	subsequent	to	a	friendly	call	
from	my	mother	and	despite	arriving	in	Sedalia	just	
before	midnight,	the	local	funeral	home	director	got	out	
of	bed,	drove	to	the	funeral	home,	and	got	my	father’s	
body	ready	for	my	private	viewing.	
The	biggest	surprise	was	overhearing	my	mother’s	

side	 of	 a	 phone	 conversation	 two	 days	 before	 the	
funeral.	 ‘Thank	 you	 so	much	 again,	 James’,	 she	
drawled	 in	 her	 quintessential	Midwestern	 accent,	
‘you’ve	been	such	a	help	with	everything’.	I	thought	
she	was	talking	to	an	old	family	acquaintance,	yet	little	
did	I	know.	Instead	when	she	hung	up	she	told	me	that	
she	had	been	 speaking	 to	 a	 representative	 from	 the	
United	States	Department	of	Veterans	Affairs.	I	was	
incredulous.	My	mother	 had	 somehow	managed	 to	
speak	to	a	government	official	without	being	stalled	by	
a	computer,	a	non-English	speaker,	or,	for	that	matter,	

Trump Nation
Will Franken

a	non-English	speaking	computer.	
I	met	James	the	next	day	when	I	drove	my	mother	

to	 the	Missouri	Veterans	 Home	 to	 help	 her	 file	
a	 benefits	 claim.	My	 father	 having	 served	 as	 an	
infantryman	during	the	Vietnam	War	entitled	her	to	a	
widow’s	pension.	As	James	assisted	us	in	filling	out	
the	computerised	forms,	my	mother	asked	him	if	he	
thought	there	might	be	any	delays	in	processing	it.	
Shouldn’t	be	any,	he	smiled	encouragingly,	‘Things	

have	really	improved	in	the	last	few	years.’	
I	asked,	‘Because	of	Trump?’	
‘You	got	it’,	returned	James	with	an	even	broader	

smile.	
A	president	who	truly	cared	about	veterans	and	their	

families	was	once	more	in	office.	Many	an	aggrieved	
widow	whose	veteran	spouses	died	during	the	Obama	
years	 had	 to	 endure	 the	 insulting	 inefficiency	of	 an	
administration	more	concerned	with	reigniting	racial	
discord	at	home	and	appeasing	Islamists	abroad	than	
honouring	 the	 brave	men	 and	women	of	America’s	
armed	forces.	I	suppose	in	this	sense	my	father’s	death	
could	have	come	at	a	worse	time.	
Then	came	my	father’s	military	funeral.	
After	 the	Stars	and	Stripes	had	been	meticulously	

folded,	the	soldier	on	the	receiving	end	knelt	before	
my	weeping	mother	to	present	her	the	flag.	

Ma’am, on behalf of the President of the United 
States, the United States Army, and a grateful 
nation, please accept this flag as a symbol of our 
appreciation for your loved one’s honourable and 
faithful service. 

How	meaningless,	 almost	 sarcastic,	 those	words	
might	have	seemed	had	my	father	died	under	Obama’s	
tenure.	For	eight	excruciating	years,	service	members	
and	 their	 supporters	watched	 as	 the	US	Veterans	
Administration,	 responsible	 for	 veteran	 healthcare,	
was	 gutted	 of	 valuable	 resources,	 leading	 in	 some	
cases	 to	 the	 deaths	 of	 infirm	 patients.	With	 equal	
disappointment,	many	 a	 die-hard	patriot	 recoiled	 at	
Obama’s	so-called	strategy	of	‘leading	from	behind’,	
which	brought	about	the	unprecedented	downsizing	of	
the	armed	services	and	transformed	them	into	glorified	
social	 justice	experiments	–	ones	 in	which	captured	
sailors	 cried	 before	 news	 cameras	 and	bureaucratic	
lackeys	salivated	over	 the	 inclusion	of	 transgenders	
in	ill-fitting	military	uniforms.	
Indeed,	 a	glimpse	 at	 the	 latest	 batch	of	 recruiting	
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advertisements	 for	 the	 British	Army	 leaves	 one	
wondering	 if	 a	 similar	 erosion	 of	military	 ideals	
has	been	exported	from	the	Obama	playbook	to	this	
once-United	Kingdom.	To	what	 end	 one	 can	 only	
speculate	when	enlistment	efforts	consist	of	a	television	
campaign	entitled	‘This	Is	Belonging’,	five	animation	
sequences	posing	such	questions	as	‘Can	I	practise	my	
faith	in	the	army?’,	and	–	putting	to	rest	the	vocational	
fears	of	many	a	Soho	rent	boy	–	‘Can	I	be	gay	in	the	
army?’	
‘I’m	not	 afraid	 to	 talk	 about	 having	 a	 boyfriend,’	

affirms	a	potential	soldier	in	the	fight	against	Islamic	
homophobia.	And	speaking	of	Islam,	‘There’s	always	a	
quiet	moment,’	says	another	voiceover,	‘to	find	a	little	
corner	and	do	your	prayers.’	How	utterly	peaceful	both	
the	army	and	Islam	sound	when	military	administration	
joins	forces	with	big-city	public	relations.	
My	father	was	not	a	homosexual	Muslim	in	search	

of	boyfriends	and	prayer	mats.	He	was,	among	other	
things,	 a	minesweeper	 (British	 equivalent	 a	 sapper)	
with	the	199th	infantry	brigade	of	the	US	Army	during	
one	of	the	bloodiest	chapters	of	the	Vietnam	War.	He	
was	 the	 type	 of	 serviceman	Donald	Trump	 had	 in	

mind	when	the	President	issued	sweeping	reforms	for	
the	Office	of	Veterans	Affairs,	expanded	the	military	
budget,	 and	 enacted	 a	 ban	on	 the	 infiltration	of	 the	
armed	services	by	trans-activists.	
To	be	sure,	in	Trump	Nation,	civility	and	helpfulness	

continue	to	be	practiced	whilst	patriotism	and	service	
remain	honoured.	Because,	perhaps,	there	still	exists,	
among	its	inhabitants,	evidence	of	a	belief	in	that	which	
transcends	government:	God.	
At	 the	 visitation	 service	 on	 the	morning	 of	 the	

funeral,	 I	met	a	 relative	 I	had	 last	 spoken	with	 two	
years	earlier;	my	Uncle	Roger,	a	retired	evangelical	
minister	from	the	nearby	town	of	Stover.	On	the	eve	
of	the	2016	presidential	election,	I	phoned	him	from	
London	asking	him	to	say	a	prayer	for	a	Trump	victory.	
Unreservedly,	Roger	said	a	prayer	then	and	there,	in	
an	accent	that	always	reminds	me	of	Elvis	Presley’s,	
for	a	decisive	conservative	triumph.	
Based	on	its	success,	another	transatlantic	prayer	has	

been	scheduled	for	2020.	

Will Franken is a comedian.

The Farage Party 
CatHerine BlaikloCk

Until	we	get	out	of	 the	EU,	we	will	have	no	
control	over	our	sovereignty	and	no	control	
over	 immigration.	 The	 powerful	 global	

establishment,	 including	most	of	our	own	elite,	will	
have	won.	We	will	end	up	in	a	super	state;	liberal	when	
it	suits,	socialist	when	it	suits,	totalitarian	when	it	suits,	
feeding	our	elite	like	a	sow	feeds	its	piglets;	democracy	
will	have	been	lost	and	the	likes	of	Nick	Clegg	will	
have	got	very	rich	in	the	process.	Following	a	career	
as	a	failed	politician	he	has	just	bought	himself	a	$7m	
house	for	his	new	job	at	Facebook.	Power	will	have	
been	handed	in	totality	to	unelected	and	unremovable	
globalists.
We	have	a	Remain	Parliament,	civil	service,	judiciary	

and	House	of	Lords.	We	also	have	a	Remain	academia.	
Academics	and	teachers	have	played	a	critical	role	in	
hoodwinking	our	young	into	thinking	the	EU	is	about	
cheap	flights	 to	Magaluf	while	 feeling	 good	 about	
yourself	over	global	warming.
A	number	of	 political	Santa’s	Little	Helpers	have	

also	been	at	work.	Amber	Rudd’s	brother	is	running	
the	 ‘People’s	Vote’	 campaign,	while	 it	 is	 rumoured	

that	the	unappointed	and	unelected	Mr	May	may	have	
been	busy.	‘Reports	that	the	Number	10	chief	of	staff	
Gavin	Barwell	 had	 criticised	 the	 role	 of	 the	Prime	
Minister’s	husband	Philip	May	in	Brexit	discussions	
were	dismissed	as	“utter	bunkum”	by	a	Downing	street	
spokesperson.’	
And	who	 is	 funding	 the	 perma-demonstrator	 in	

Parliament	 square	 –	 the	man	with	 the	 loud	 hailer	
who	is	always	miraculously	there	every	time	a	Leave	
politician	 is	 interviewed	 by	 the	media?	Coming	 to	
symbolise	the	selflessness	of	all	Remain	demonstrators,	
out	in	all	weathers,	it	now	appears	that	he	is	living	in	a	
£4,500	a	week	pad	in	Westminster.	Who	is	footing	the	
£234,000,	net	of	tax,	rent	bill	for	this	£6m	property?	Is	
he	being	paid	a	salary?	Follow	the	money	and	power	
and	it	will	tell	you	everything	you	need	to	know.
Brexit	is	not	just	the	subject	of	comfortable	middle-

class	chit-chat,	a	social	game	of	‘I	am	upper	class	and	
voted	Remain,	you	are	lower	class	and	voted	Leave.’	
The	 EU	 is	 an	 unelected	 corporate	 entity	 that	

destroys	lives:	Are	you	a	small	business	trader	forced	
into	bankruptcy	by	EU	regulations?	Sleeping	 rough	

2019 Spring   25 25/02/2019   09:53



The Salisbury Review — Spring 201926Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

name	and	he	is	a	magical	speaker,	who	can	get	millions	
to	follow	him.	And	follow	him	we	must.	Farage	can	
work	 across	 parties	 attracting	Labour,	Conservative	
and	UKIP	voters	as	well	as	all	the	distracting	tiny	fringe	
parties	which	have	so	weakened	the	Leave	movement.	
That	is	his	enormous	power.	
The	Brexit	Party	has	two	simple	political	messages:	

Get	out	of	the	EU	and	get	immigration	under	control.	
And	it	will.	If	anyone	is	interested	in	either	being	a	
candidate	 or	 registering	 interest,	 you	 can	do	 this	 at	
Thebrexitparty.org	

Catherine Blaiklock is the founder and leader of the 
single issue Brexit Party. ‘The party was founded with 
my full support and with the intention of fighting the 
European elections on May 23 if Brexit has not been 
delivered by then.’ Nigel Farage Daily	Telegraph. 
8.2.19

On	Thursday	the	24th	January,	after	an	epic	
of	 prevarication	 and	 sheer	 evasiveness,	
the	Church	 of	 England	 published	 the	

findings	 of	 its	 enquiry	 into	 the	 case	 of	Bishop	
George	Bell	who	was	Bishop	of	Chichester	during	
the	Second	World	War.	
Bishop	George	Bell	 (1883-1958),	Bishop	 of	

Chichester,	 has	 been	 judged	 and	 condemned	
without	 any	 case	 brought	 for	 his	 defence.	An	
elderly	woman	came	forward	in	1995	and	claimed	
that	Bishop	Bell	 had	 sexually	 abused	 her	 fifty	
years	earlier.	The	authorities	took	no	action.	The	
woman	complained	again	in	2013,	by	which	time	
Bishop	Bell	 had	been	dead	 for	fifty-five	years.	
The	 police	 concluded	 that	 there	was	 sufficient	
evidence	to	justify	their	questioning	Bishop	Bell,	
had	 he	 been	 still	 alive.	Martin	Warner,	Bishop	
of	Chichester,	 discussed	 the	matter	with	 Justin	
Welby,	Archbishop	of	Canterbury,	 and	 in	 2015	
the	Church	of	England	offered	a	formal	apology	
to	Bishop	Bell’s	accuser,	paid	her	an	undisclosed	
sum	in	compensation	–	later	revealed	to	have	been	
£31,000	–	and	allowed	her	to	remain	anonymous.	
The	Church	authorities	ordered	that	memorials	to	
Bishop	Bell	be	removed	and	institutions	–	such	

Troublesome Priests
Peter mullen

in	 London	 because	 your	 call	 centre	 job	 has	 been	
outsourced	to	Romania?	A	farmer	looking	at	his	last	
herd	of	cattle	before	he	sells	up	to	an	EU	conglomerate?	
Living	 in	 the	North	 out	 of	work	 and	homeless	 due	
to	 the	EU	and	eating	waste	 food	out	of	 the	back	of	
Sainsburys?	These	 are	 all	 the	 victims	 of	 a	 1940’s	
European	dream,	the	creation	of	a	huge	mobile	army	
of	cheap	labour	that	can	be	moved	around	Europe	to	
feed	a	fabulously	wealthy	elite.
Remember	the	market	trader’s	adage.	‘Do	you	want	

to	win	or	to	be	right?’	They	are	not	the	same	thing.	This	
is	not	going	to	be	a	drawing	room	tea	and	biscuits	job,	
arguing	politely	over	absurdities	like	the	Irish	border,	or	
where	we	will	get	our	winter	lettuce	from,	Calabria	or	
Norfolk?	The	aim	is	to	win,	not	bargain.	There	is	only	
one	person	who	can	have	any	hope	of	winning	and	that	
is	Nigel	Farage.	He	has	three	things	no	one	else	has:	he	
is	an	international	superstar;	he	is	a	household	brand	

as	the	Bishop	Bell	School,	Eastbourne	–	should	
change	 their	 names.	 So	 this	 highly-regarded	
wartime	bishop	was	effectually	condemned	to	the	
status	of	a	non-person.	
Unsurprisingly,	there	was	outrage.	On	the	13th	

November	2015,	Judge	Alan	Pardoe	QC	described	
the	way	the	allegations	against	Bishop	Bell	had	
been	handled	as	‘slipshod	and	muddled’.	Judge	
Pardoe’s	 criticisms	were	 followed	 by	 further	
censure	from	a	group	of	historians	and	theologians	
led	 by	 Jeremy	Morris,	Master	 of	Trinity	Hall,	
Cambridge.
The	 Bishop	 of	 Chichester	 replied	 with	

insouciance	 and	 a	 volley	 of	 jargon	 to	 these	
criticisms:	 ‘The	Church	 is	 seeking	 to	move	on	
from	a	culture	 in	which	manipulation	of	power	
meant	 that	 victims	were	 too	 afraid	 to	make	
allegations,	or	allegations	were	easily	dismissed.	
We	must	provide	safeguards	of	truth	and	justice	
for	all,	victim	and	accused	alike.’
But	 there	were	 no	 ‘safeguards	 of	 truth	 and	

justice’	 for	Bishop	Bell	who	was	 condemned	
without	a	hearing.
The	outrage	did	not	subside	and	a	committee	of	

senior	church	people,	distinguished	lawyers	and	
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in	Lord	Carlile’s	 report.	He	 said	 that	Bell	 had	
been	‘hung	out	to	dry,’	he	added	that	the	Church’s	
procedures	were	 ‘deficient,	 inappropriate	 and	
impermissible’;	 ‘obvious	 lines	 of	 enquiry	were	
not	followed’	and	there	was	‘a	rush	to	judgement.’
In	 the	 light	 of	 this	 scandalously	 incompetent	

behaviour,	the	least	that	might	have	been	expected	
from	the	Archbishop	of	Canterbury	was	a	profuse	
apology	 to	Bishop	Bell’s	 descendants,	 family,	

fr iends	 and	 numerous	
supporters	 for	 the	 distress	
his	 decisions	 have	 caused	
them.	 Was	 there	 such	
an	 apology?	 There	 was	
not.	 Instead	 Justin	Welby	
persisted	 in	 his	mood	 of	
arrogant	 vindictiveness,	
saying,	‘A	significant	cloud	
is	 left	 over	George	Bell’s	
name.	No	human	being	 is	
entirely	good	or	bad.	Bishop	
Bell	was	 in	many	ways	 a	
hero.	He	is	also	accused	of	
great	wickedness.	Good	acts	
do	not	diminish	evil	ones…’
This	is	outrageous.	True,	

Bishop	Bell	was	‘accused	of	
great	wickedness’	–	but	he	was	not	found	guilty	
of	any	wrongdoing.	And	there	is	no	‘significant	
cloud’	over	his	name.	There	is,	however,	certainly	
a	 very	 dark	 cloud	over	Welby’s	 name	 after	 his	
lamentable	performance	in	this	matter.	
Lord	 Carlile	 didn’t	mince	 his	 words:	 ‘The	

Church	operated	a	kangaroo	court.’	He	added	that	
the	church	authorities	have	‘besmirched’	Bishop	
Bell’s	 name.	Sussex	 police	 have	 repeated	 their	
judgement	that	there	is	‘no	evidence’	against	him.
Welby	 has	 described	 the	 church’s	 enquiry	 as	

‘Very,	 very	 painful.’	 For	 him	yes,	 as	 indeed	 it	
ought	to	have	been	owing	to	his	disgraceful	and	
dishonourable	conduct	of	this	issue	from	the	start.	
So	to	answer	the	question	put	to	me	this	morning	
by	 the	Bell	Group,	 ‘How	 should	we	proceed?’	
There	is	only	one	answer	and	it	is	clear:	the	Bell	
Group	should	call	for	Warner	and	Welby	to	resign	
–	as	indeed	they	ought	to	have	done	once	Lord	
Carlile’s	report	had	been	published.

members	 of	 both	 the	Lords	 and	 the	Commons	
calling	itself	The	George	Bell	Group	was	formed.		
On	the	20th	March	2016,	this	group	published	a	
review	 in	which	 they	 challenged	 the	Church’s	
evidence	 against	 Bishop	Bell	 and	 attacked	 it	
for	failing	to	find	or	interview	a	key	witness	or	
examine	Bell’s	own	extensive	personal	archive.
On	the	30th	June	2016,	the	case	formed	a	large	

part	of	a	debate	in	the	House	of	Lords	on	historical	
child	sex	abuse.
On	 the	 28th	 June	 2016,	

the	 Church	 of	 England	
announced	 that	 it	 would	
hold	an	independent	review	
of	 the	 procedure	 used.	On	
the	22nd	November	2016	it	
announced	that	Lord	Carlile	
QC	would	chair	this	review.
Meanwhile,	 the	George	

Bell	 Group	 declared:	 ‘In	
view	of	the	evidence	that	we	
have	gathered	and	examined,	
we	have	concluded	that	the	
allegation	 made	 against	
Bishop	 Bell	 cannot	 be	
upheld	 in	 terms	 of	 actual	
evidence	 or	 historical	
probability.’
Lord	Carlile’s	report	was	eventually	handed	to	

the	Church	authorities	and	they	kicked	it	into	the	
long	grass.
So	much	for	Bishop	Martin	Warner’s	vaunted	

‘…safeguards	of	truth	and	justice	for	all,	victim	
and	accused	alike.’	All	along,	 the	only	interests	
being	safeguarded	here	were	those	of	the	Bishop	
of	Chichester	and	the	Archbishop	of	Canterbury.	
We	know	very	well	why	 these	authorities	 leapt	
so	precipitately	 to	condemn	Bishop	Bell	out	of	
hand:	it	was	because	they	had	previously	had	to	
admit	to	the	existence	of	so	many	perpetrators	of	
sexual	abuse	among	the	senior	clergy	–	especially	
in	the	Diocese	of	Chichester.	Warner	and	Welby,	to	
salvage	what	remained	of	their	reputations,	wanted	
desperately	to	appear	to	be	doing	something.
Thus	the	name	of	the	safely-dead	Bishop	George	

Bell	was	tarnished	because	the	Church’s	highest	
authorities	sought	to	cover	their	own	backs.
Let	us	be	in	no	doubt	as	to	the	seriousness	of	

the	Church’s	misconduct	so	eloquently	criticised	
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Can	you	 live	 one	 hundred	 years	 of	 solitude?	
One	hundred	years	with	your	intimate	freedom	
as	 the	 only	 companion?	One	hundred	 years	

in	which	even	 the	Pope	 is	waiting	 for	you,	because	
you	spent	most	of	your	life	looking	for	God	without	
finding	 his	 voice?	Can	 you	 edit	
the	most	important	Italian	literary	
reviews	of	 the	 twentieth	 century	
(Il Leonardo, La Voce),	 feed	 the	
greatest	 writers,	 philosophers,	
journalists,	 politicians,	 poets	 of	
those	 times	 –	 Papini,	 Gentile,	
Amendola,	 Palazzeschi,	 Soffici,	
Gobetti,	 Longanesi,	 Bergson,	
Carducci,	 Corradini,	 Péguy,	
D’Annunzio,	Marinetti,	Malaparte,	
Sorel,	Murri,	 Ungaretti	 –	 raise	
intellectually	a	future	dictator	and	
his	opponents,	and	then	disappear,	
since	you	feel	your	own	home	as	a	
foreign	land?	Can	you	be	agnostic,	
anticlerical,	stateless,	but	fight	the	
First	World	War	 and	write	 until	
you	 are	 bleeding,	 to	 protect	 the	
old	 institutions	 of	God,	Country	
and	Family?	
That	is	Giuseppe	Prezzolini,	one	of	those	extraordinary	

gifts	that	sometimes,	like	the	withered	vine	that	still	has	
the	power	to	give	birth	to	the	best	wine,	Italian	genes	
donate	to	the	world.	He	was	an	author,	journalist,	World	
War	I	veteran,	editor,	 translator,	professor	of	 Italian	
literature	 at	 Columbia	University,	 correspondent,	
probably	 the	only	man,	 together	with	Leopardi	 and	
Machiavelli	(on	whom	he	wrote	a	biography)	to	deeply	
understand	 the	 Italians	 and	 their	 inborn	 vices	 and	
virtues.	He	never	recognized	any	master,	apart	from	
Benedetto	Croce	and	Vincenzo	Cuoco.	Although	he	had	
been	close	to	Mussolini,	he	did	not	ask	anything	from	
Fascism,	even	though	he	could	have	had	everything.	
If	he	had	a	vice,	it	was	independence.	
When	in	1925	he	smelled	the	stench	of	the	regime,	

he	decided	to	move	to	France	and	then	to	the	United	
States,	leaving	his	beloved	country	behind.	He	thought	
of	 democracy	 as	 ‘making	 equal	 filthy	 people	with	
gentlemen’,	a	mechanism	that	can	lead	to	the	crowd’s	
dominion,	which	 is	 the	 other	 face	 of	 the	 dictator’s	

Guiseppe Prezzolini 
leonardo Palma

‘A	unique,	extraordinary	representative	of	the	spiritual	life	of	our	time.’	President	Pertini	of	Italy

dominion.	
Nevertheless,	democracy	seemed	better	than	owing	

something	to	Fascism.	He	spent	the	next	twenty	years	
living	in	a	small	and	humble	penthouse,	hot	in	summer	
and	cold	in	winter,	as	an	exile,	enjoying	solitude,	his	

students,	 his	 books,	 his	writings.	
The	 Italians	 forgot	 him	 quickly,	
the	 left	 accusing	 him	of	 being	 a	
fascist,	the	far-right	accusing	him	
of	betraying	fascism.	When,	during	
that	 useless	 and	 senseless	 1968	
march	from	the	institutions,	Pope	
Paul	VI	said:	‘We	are	still	waiting	
for	 Prezzolini’,	 the	Holy	 Father	
caught	everyone	by	surprise.	Who	
was	that	man	who	deserved	to	be	
in	the	thoughts	of	the	Pope?	
Prezzolini	was	his	contradictions.	

And	he	never	tried	to	conceal	them:	
I am not a lot of things that I used 
to be. And I am many things that I 
used not to be. I married, and I was 
against marriage. I could not stand 
military service, and I became a 
captain during the war. They made 
me Professor, a word that I used 

as an offence. I mean, I’ve learned enough not say 
that I will do or will not do something. Now I say: 
who knows?

In	1972	he	published	what	can	be	considered	as	his	
will.	The Manifesto of Conservatives	is	the	antidote	to	
the	Italian	vices	he	described	in	Code of the Italian Life	
(1921),	such	as	inborn	anarchism	and	individualism.	
Prezzolini	said	that	he	was	not	born	a	conservative	but	
soon	became	one.	‘If	as	a	teenager	I	was	attracted	to		
anarchical	doctrines	as	a	revolt	against	my	family,	at	
twenty	I	was	already	a	conservative.’	His	friendship	
with	Papini	had	a	major	impact,	advising	him	to	read	
Taine,	Mosca,	Pareto,	Burke	 and	 especially	Cuoco.	
‘He	was	the	one	who	taught	me	that	Constitutions	and	
Laws	must	respect	the	character	of	the	people,	without	
contradicting	 their	 own	history’.	Constitutions	 and	
Laws	are	not	goods	exportable	at	will,	 good	 for	 all	
countries	and	all	times.	Not	all	people,	for	example,	
are	suitable	for	parliamentary	democracy.	
Conservatism	for	Prezzolini	is	not	metaphysical,	not	
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rooted	in	the	search	of	the	sacred	throughout	history.	
If	we	can	spot	some	Hegelian	reminiscence,	it’s	just	
a	superficial	 layer.	Conservatism	is	a	 law	of	nature,	
something	that	has	more	in	common	with	praxis	than	
philosophy.	And	that	 is	something	Prezzolini	shares	
with	Sir	Roger	Scruton,	who	has	no	embarrassment	
admitting	that	most	conservatives	are	not	clever	and	
not	even	educated.	Conservatism	is	a	mental	structure,	
not	an	intellectual	construction	like	Marxism.	
Prezzolini	quoted	the	work	of	the	biologist	Jacques	

Monod	and	his	masterly	book	Chance and Necessity.	
Monod	demonstrated	that	the	universal	law	of	life	is	
not	 evolution,	 but	 rather	 conservation.	Changes	 are	
the	exception,	not	the	rule.	Cells	are	the	same	as	they	
were	two	or	three	billion	years	ago.	Conservation	is	a	
law	of	biology,	is	a	vital	instinct,	is	the	acceptance	that	
being	is	more	important	than	becoming.	And	to	accept	
becoming	only	when	it	is	a	development	of	being.	
The	true	conservative,	Prezzolini	wrote,	is	neither	a	

reactionary	nor	a	traditionalist	nor,	worse,	a	nostalgic.	
His	end	is	‘to	advance	while	preserving’,	not	repeating	
ruinous	 or	 dead	 experiences.	A	 true	 conservative	
knows	 that	we	need	 to	 address	 new	problems	with	
new	answers,	 inspired	by	permanent	 principles.	He	
considers	 himself	 a	 renovator	 of	 the	 eternal	 laws,	
and	this	is	why	he	does	not	refuse	changes,	but	rather	
prefers	that	they	come	gradually,	cautiously,	because	
he	 is	aware	of	 the	 fragility	of	 the	human	condition.	
Therefore,	 the	 Enlightenment	 idea	 of	 progress	 is	
a	 logical	 error,	 for	we	 cannot	 know	where	we	 are	
heading,	in	which	direction,	and	where	we	are	going	
to	stop.	Progress	on	the	face	of	it	makes	sense	but	it	
is	the	child	of	the	sophists	of	French	revolution,	those	
that	Edmund	Burke	fought	quoting	custom	against	the	
nudity	of	purely	mechanical	reasoning.	
To	Prezzolini,	any	social	organizations	are	preferable	

to	 anarchy	 and	 disorder,	 and	 even	 if	 they	 carry	
imperfections	they	are	always	less	imperfect	than	we	
might	think.	If	we	put	under	the	microscope	family,	
traditions,	 religions,	 patriotism,	 sexual	morality,	
they	all	are	covered	by	cracks,	stinking	of	hypocrisy,	
ambiguity,	falsehood.	But	this	is	not	the	right	distance	
to	look	at	it.	One	must	look	at	habits	and	institutions	
as	at	the	castle	behind	the	autumn	haze,	knowing	that,	
even	 if	 imperfect,	 their	 foundations	 are	what	 keeps	
the	 structure	up.	Deep	 roots	 are	not	 reached	by	 the	
frost.	Prezzolini	was	agnostic	and	accused	the	Catholic	
Church,	as	Machiavelli	already	did,	of	being	one	of	
the	main	causes	of	Italian	decadence	and	lack	of	unity,	
since	Catholic	universalism	cannot	fit	with	a	national	
perspective.	Nevertheless,	he	deeply	believed	in	the	
importance	of	religion	as	an	institution,	as	something	
rooted	in	the	human	genes,	even	if	he	never	received	
the	 gift	 of	 faith.	Therefore,	 the	 true	Conservative	

makes	 a	 choice,	 preserving	 the	 natural	 elements	 of	
society	 (private	 property,	 family,	 country,	 religion),	
the	permanent	 institutions	 that	we	can	find	in	every	
time	and	society.	
Conservatism	 respects	what	 is	 natural	 and	 does	

not	confuse	human	beings	with	angels	and	demons.	
It	 accepts	 them	 as	 they	 are,	without	 the	 claim	 or	
haughtiness	of	making	them	better.	People	are	different	
and	unequal	by	nature;	they	are	different	by	age,	sex,	
strength,	courage,	honesty,	luck,	and	inheritance.	The	
leftist	story	about	differences	induced	by	environment	
is	just	that:	a	story.	Biology	and	ethology	demonstrate	
that	nature	is	hierarchical,	that	we	are	born	unequal	and	
nothing	can	make	us	equal.	Prezzolini	used	to	say	that	
the	State	should	aim	at	equity,	since	equity	and	equality	
are	not	synonymous	and	the	latter	is	another	son	of	the	
misplaced	sense	of	hubris	that	humanity	inherited	from	
the	French	Revolution.	The	doctrine	of	equality	that	
forces	everyone	to	conform	to	the	pace	of	the	slowest,	
is	as	dangerous	as	 the	stupid	belief	 that	someone	 is	
worth	more	than	someone	else.	Ontologically	human	
beings	are	equal,	but	different.	
Is	there	any	place	for	freedom?	‘First,	we	must	say	

that	freedom	is	a	great	ideal,	but	an	aristocratic	one.	
Crowds	don’t	 feel	 the	need	of	 liberty;	 they	 feel	 the	
need	for	food.	Sometimes,	they	fight	for	independence;	
rarely	 for	 freedom’.	Freedom	 is	 a	 gamble,	 requires	
responsibility,	toil,	tears	and	sweat;	the	rights	that	come	
from	it	are	nothing	less	than	accomplished	duties.	In	
modern-day	democracies,	people	always	claim	their	
rights,	only	a	few	of	them	are	claiming	responsibility	
and	duties.	‘Crowds	prefer	security	instead	of	liberty.	
Socialism	takes	the	lead	and	promises	security	at	the	
price	 of	 freedom	…	That	 is	 natural,	 since	 freedom	
produces	 inequality	 not	 equality	…	Conservatives	
consider	personal	freedom	the	source	of	discoveries,	
motivation,	inventions;	but	at	the	same	time	oppression,	
mutilation,	destruction.	Freedom	is	power,	and	power	
is,	most	of	the	time,	at	the	expense	of	the	weak.’	
After	the	death	of	his	wife,	Prezzolini	left	the	United	

States	and	came	back	to	Italy,	just	to	remind	himself	
why	he	left.	He	was	in	his	mid-eighties.	‘At	my	age,	
one	 needs	 a	 place	where	 yes	 is	 yes,	 and	no	 is	 no’.	
Switzerland	welcomed	 him,	 and	 he	 spent	 the	 last	
years	of	his	life	looking	at	Italy	behind	the	haze,	like	
a	lover	watching	his	beloved	at	a	distance,	enjoying	
the	company	of	his	unbreakable	moral	independence,	
cradled	 in	 the	 typical	 pessimism	of	 conservatives.	
Pessimism	that	refuses	the	mourning,	but	accepts	the	
loss.	
He	ended	his	Manifesto	with	a	quote	from	Gobetti:	

‘A	Conservative	 Party	 could	 have	 had	 a	modern	
function	 [in	 Italy],	 indirectly	 liberal,	 recognising	
dignity	beneath	respect	of	the	law,	the	need	to	defend	
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scrupulously	 public	 security,	 efficient	 cultivation	of	
tradition	to	establish	moral	cohesion	in	the	country’.	
Society	 is	 an	 organism,	which	 includes	 the	 living,	
but	also	the	vestiges	of	those	who	had	lived	before,	
as	well	as	the	rights	of	those	are	still	to	be	born.	The	
duty	of	conservatives,	in	the	words	of	Prezzolini,	is	to	
stand	for	the	great	inheritance	of	the	past,	protecting	
it	from	the	modern	barbarians	and	vandals.	‘Go	back	
to	the	darkest	roots	of	civilization	and	you	will	find	
them	knotted	round	some	sacred	stone	or	encircling	
some	sacred	well.	People	first	paid	honour	to	a	spot	
and	afterwards	gained	glory	for	it.	Men	did	not	love	
Rome	because	she	was	great.	She	was	great	because	
they	had	loved	her.’	

Human	 rights’	 is	 one	 of	 the	most	 powerful	
labels	 –	winning	 arguments	 before	 they	
begin.	What	monster	 is	 against	 such	 an	

obviously	noble	thing?
What	makes	 human	 rights	 odd	 is	 that	 they	were	

invented	by	a	handful	of	thinkers	in	17th-century	and	
18th-century	Europe	still	very	much	in	the	shadow	
of	 religion.	They	 bear	 the	 imprint	 of	Christianity,	
even	while	trying	to	replace	Christian	notions	such	
as	virtue,	grace	and	faith.	
Human	 rights	 reverse	 the	Catholic	 doctrine	 of	

original	sin	–	especially	in	the	hands	of	Rousseau	who	
added	an	‘original	innocence’	flavour	to	them.	Like	
the	tongues	of	The	Holy	Spirit	floating	over	each	of	
the	apostles	on	 the	first	Whitsun,	human	rights	are	
magically	present	everywhere	for	everyone.	Instead	
of	a	spiritual	link	to	God,	we	each	get	a	portfolio	of	
birthrights,	 like	 an	 entrepreneur’s	 starter	 pack	 the	
bank	manager	might	 give	 you	 on	 taking	 out	 your	
first	mortgage.	
There	 used	 to	 be	 a	 set	 of	 contractual	 relations	

between	 princes	 and	 subjects,	 or	 republics	 and	
citizens,	called	civil	liberties	which	in	a	few	places	
like	England	allowed	people	 to	challenge	 the	 state	
–	 not	 for	 offending	 some	 automatic	 entitlement	 or	
‘right’,	 but	 for	 the	 latter	 breaking	 the	 two-sided	
contract	between	it	and	its	subject.	Civil	liberties	set	
out	 in	narrow	 terms	what	could	not	happen:	There	
should	be	no	trial	based	only	on	confession;	no	trial	
except	by	jury;	no	‘disappearing’	of	suspects	beyond	

Morally Wrong Rights
mark GriFFitH

the	 reach	of	 their	 advocates	 into	 state	 custody;	 no	
second	trial	for	the	same	offence	if	acquitted	in	the	
first	trial.	
In	a	famous	1950s	essay	Isaiah	Berlin	(approvingly)	

termed	such	contracts	‘negative’	rights,	in	contrast	to	
the	‘positive’	rights	of	the	French	Revolution	such	as	a	
right	to	‘liberty.’	French-style	‘positive’	rights,	Berlin	
noted,	were	intrusive	and	vague.	Take	the	‘right’	to	
liberty.	Who	enforces	it?	Who	is	this	liberty	claimed	
from?	
When	 a	 government	 supporting	 English-style	

‘negative’	 civil	 liberties	 arrests	 someone,	 a	 lawyer	
for	the	imprisoned	man	knows	how	to	get	his	client	
free.	Whereas	a	French-style	human-rights-endorsing	
state	can	(and	does)	claim	it	has	locked	the	man	up	
because	he	threatens	someone	else’s	‘right’	to	liberty.	
It	is	why	countries	like	the	USSR	felt	comfortable	

signing	up	for	French	Revolution-influenced	United	
Nations	human	rights	(the	UN	Declaration	confusingly	
blends	English	and	French	notions	of	universal	rights	
in	 one	 document).	 1789-style	 ‘human	 rights’	 are	
loose,	they	have	no	teeth,	they	don’t	directly	reduce	
the	power	of	the	state.	Civil	liberties	are	precise	and	
make	the	state	weaker.	Human	rights	are	vague	and	
make	the	state	stronger.	
Human	 rights	 lead	 by	 inevitable	 logic	 to	 animal	

rights.	 It’s	 a	 small	 step	 from	humans	having	 these	
strangely	unsourced	rights	just	by	being	alive,	rights	
which	cannot	be	claimed	against	any	specific	agent	
(that	can	only	be	claimed	from,	and	therefore	enforced	

A	few	weeks	before	his	hundredth	birthday,	Giuseppe	
Prezzolini	was	 received	 in	 audience	 at	 the	Quirinal	
Palace	by	the	President	of	the	Republic,	Sandro	Pertini.	
When	the	President	asked	him	to	come	back	to	Italy	
he	answered:	‘Don’t	worry	Sir,	I	come	back	to	Italy	
every	Tuesday	to	buy	vegetables!’	A	few	months	later	
he	 died	 as	 he	 lived,	 alone	 and	 free.	One	Hundred	
Years	of	Solitude.	Today	in	Italy,	as	His	Holiness	said	
during	that	sunny	day	in	1968,	we	are	still	waiting	for	
Prezzolini.	
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‘

all	truly	stupid	ideas,	if	human	rights	exist	they	must	
be	 absolute,	 and	 if	 human	 rights	 are	 absolute	 then	
animal	rights	must	be	too.	
Animal-rights	thought	appeals	to	utilitarian	ethics,	

making	humans	responsible	for	a	mass	of	suffering	
across	 the	 animal	 kingdom.	How	we	 can	measure	
all	that	subjectively	experienced	pleasure	or	pain	–	a	
problem	that	worsens	logarithmically	if	moles,	foxes	
and	 jellyfish	 are	 also	 dignified	with	 the	 citizens’	
charter	of	natural	 rights	–	seems	to	escape	animal-
rightists.
South	African	philosopher	David	Benatar	takes	the	

mass-of-suffering	argument	further	with	his	cheerily	
titled	Better	Never to Have Been:The Harm of Coming 
into Existence	in	which	he	expands	Larkin’s	couplet,	
‘Misery	deepens	like	a	coastal	shelf	/	Get	out	while	
you	can	and	don’t	have	any	kids	yourself,’	into	a	dry,	
book-length	appeal.	Benatar,	a	pied	piper	of	nihilism,	
undeterred	by	 the	 fact	 that	 the	most	 primitive	 and	
fanatical	 humans	won’t	 obey,	 urges	 us	 all	 to	 stop	
having	children	so	our	species	becomes	extinct.	
Spooks	 have	 been	muttering	 that	 animal-rights	

extremists	 are	 the	 ‘next	 terrorist	movement’.	True	
or	 not,	 the	 human-rights	 death	 toll	 continues	 to	
climb.	The	20th-century	extermination	camps	were	
the	 offspring	 of	 the	 Paris	Terror	 of	 1793,	whose	
guillotines	began	swishing	and	thudding	just	months	
after	the	proclamation	of	France’s	1789	‘Declaration	
of	the	Rights	of	Man	and	of	the	Citizen.’	
Forging	a	fresh	new	society	by	cutting	links	to	the	

past,	 is	 like	 genocide,	 a	 ‘grand’	 concept.	The	 idea	
that	we	were	all	magically	(yet	non-religiously)	born	
possessing	a	 slate	of	 automatic,	undeniable	human	
rights	also	sounds	grand;	deistic,	yet	with	no	deity	in	
sight.	Human	rights	are	said	to	be	rational,	yet	they	
come	from	nowhere	and	have	never	been	negotiated	
with	anybody.	
This	makes	 18th-century	Europeans’	 confidence	

they	they	construct	a	new	society	from	scratch	without	
ethics	increasingly	dubious.	Which	is	why	the	much	
older	idea	of	sovereign	individuals	being	responsible	
for	 their	 own	 acts	 still	 captures	what	most	 people	
consider	to	be	‘moral’.	
Human	 rights	 are	 neither	 recognisably	 right,	 nor	

distinctively	human.	Three	centuries	on	from	the	birth	
of	Jean-Jacques	Rousseau,	we	should	start	discussing	
why	human	rights	are	morally	wrong.	
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by,	a	strong	government)	to	being	given	to	various	
animals	 and	 from	 there,	 to	 all	 animals.	 If	 humans	
get	automatic,	inviolable,	inalienable	rights	without	
having	ever	signed	a	contract,	without	that	right	being	
paired	with	a	responsibility,	why	not	animals?	
Philosophers	 like	Australian	 Peter	 Singer	 have	

picked	up	 this	 ball	 and	 run	with	 it.	He	 takes	 from	
Jeremy	Bentham,	father	of	utilitarian	ethics,	the	idea	
that	a	creature’s	capacity	to	suffer	entitles	it	to	rights.	
Some	might	ask;	if	a	gorilla	or	a	cat	has	‘rights’,	why	
not	 a	 slug	 or	 a	woodlouse	 or	 a	 bacterium?	Singer	
is	made	 of	 sterner	 stuff.	 His	 1975	 book	Animal 
Liberation	 ignores	 the	 weirdness	 of	 describing	
obligations	 between	 squirrels	 or	 locusts	with	 the	
same	word	as	obligations	between	humans.	Showing	
the	harm	done	by	terms	like	‘sexism’	and	‘racism’,	
Singer	 uses	 the	 term	 ‘speciesism’.	Meaning	 that	
any	argument	that	places	human	rights	above	those	
of	 other	 species	must	 be	 intellectually	 dishonest,	
this	 inevitably	 leads	 to	 humans	having	 contractual	
obligations	to	creatures	that	cannot	imagine	a	contract.	
Animal-rightists	counter	that	as	we	already	protect	

people	who	are	unable	to	make	contracts	–	for	example	
Timothy	Evans,	hanged	in	1950	for	murdering	two	
people	killed	by	his	neighbour	John	Reginald	Halliday	
Christie	 –	we	 should	 have	 them	with	 animals	 too.	
Evans,	who	had	 a	 very	 low	 IQ,	 didn’t	 understand	
that	 his	 confused,	 false	 confession	would	 convict	
him.	Nevertheless	even	though	he	had	only	a	child-
like	understanding	we	still	treated	him	with	the	same	
dignity,	by	pretending	he	did,	that	we	treat	adults	of	
our	own	species,	that	is	anyone	we	could	conceivably	
have	children	with.	
Does	 this	 justify	extending	rights	 to	every	single	

member	of	every	single	other	species	not	one	of	whom	
can	sign	a	document	or	understand	a	promise,	not	one	
of	whom	we	could	have	offspring	with,	entities	who	
cannot	engage	with	the	law	or	be	family	kin	even	in	
principle?
Of	 course,	many	 of	 us	 feel	 sentimental	 about	

certain	animals,	including	dogs	and	horses,	which	is	
why	we	punish	cruelty	to	animals.	However,	giving	
bats,	weevils,	molluscs	and	spiders	the	same	status	
in	 law	 as	 people	 is	 a	weird	 upside-down	way	 to	
achieve	the	same	goal.	Should	beasts	be	given	legal	
representation,	like	the	pigs	given	defence	counsels	in	
13th-century	‘animal	trials’	at	Paris?	With	the	help	of	
an	animal	charity	run	by	humans,	a	monkey	recently,	
at	great	expense,	sued	a	photojournalist	in	a	US	court	
over	rights	to	a	photograph	of	‘him’.	Yet	no	advocates	
for	animal	rights	have	so	far	said	that	snails	should	do	
jury	service,	fish	should	vote	in	elections,	or	rabbits	
qualify	as	airline	pilots.	With	the	inexorable	logic	of	
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Conservative Classic – 73
James monkton

The Way We Live NoW, antHony trolloPe

It	is	no	surprise	that	the	prolific	Anthony	Trollope	
(1815-1882),	an	‘advanced	Conservative	Liberal’,	
as	he	called	himself,	should	write	a	conservative	

classic.	 In	 fact,	 he	 produced	 a	whole	 slew	of	 them	
in	 his	 unparalleled	Barsetshire	 series,	 in	which	 he	
championed	traditional,	common	sense	Anglicanism.	
The Way We Live Now	 is	 something	 different	 and	
altogether	more	 secular,	 being	wired	 into	 the	 seedy	
world	of	high	finance.	
On	its	publication	–	first	as	a	serialisation	over	twenty	

months	(1873-4),	then	as	a	whopping	book	(1874)	–	
it	 received	 a	mauling	 from	 the	 critics.	Over	 recent	
decades,	 this	verdict	has	been	overturned,	 the	novel	
today	 being	widely	 hailed	 as	 his	masterpiece.	This	
may	be	in	large	part	due	to	our	own	age’s	increased	
exposure	to	the	financial	shenanigans	of	big	business	
and	the	City.	Certainly,	the	novel’s	memorable	villain,	
the	corrupt	entrepreneur	Augustus	Melmotte,	who	so	
offends	Trollope’s	sense	of	probity,	has	been	personified	
in	real	life	by	the	high	profile	likes	of	Robert	Maxwell	
and	Bernie	Madoff.	Trollope	himself	did	not	have	to	
look	far	to	find	his	own	real-life	inspirations	for	fraud	
and	swindle	in	contemporary	London,	at	that	time	the	
world’s	most	important	financial	market.	However,	the	
original	critics	had	a	point:	this	is	a	huge	novel	with	
attendant	scope	for	many	flaws.	At	425,000	words	and	
800	pages,	it	is	far	too	long	–	perhaps	by	as	many	as	
300	pages.	That	it	was	originally	serialised	is	evident	
from	its	endless	recaps.	Superfluous,	even	annoying,	
subplots	follow	the	love	lives	of	minor	characters.	This	
always	 feels	 like	unnecessary	padding	 that	 conveys	
a	sense	of	soap	opera.	Yet,	as	with	so	many	massive	
works,	the	novel	takes	on	a	grandeur	of	its	own,	and	
throughout	 the	 reader	 is	 treated	 to	 the	 brilliance	 of	
Trollope’s	writing	and	the	perspicacity	of	his	sagacious	
mind.
The	novel	centres	on	the	corruption,	or	otherwise,	

of	characters	who	fall	into	the	orbit	of	the	obnoxious	
criminal	financier	Melmotte,	considered	as	one	of	the	
wealthiest	men	of	his	time.	The	source	of	his	wealth	
remains	unknown	and	under	suspicion;	but	the	allure	
of	 his	 fortune	 and	financial	 patronage	 is	 such	 that	
aristocracy	 and	City	 folk	 alike	 are	 not	wont	 to	 ask	
too	many	questions.	 Indeed,	 he	 is	 even	 adopted	 as	

the	Conservative	party’s	candidate	for	the	prestigious	
seat	 of	 	Westminster.	His	 great	 investment	 vehicle	
for	further	enrichment	is	a	massive	railway-building	
project	in	the	Americas,	for	which	he	establishes	the	
South	Central	Pacific	 and	Mexican	Railway	Board.	
His	 efforts	 are	 focused	 on	 inflating	 the	 scheme’s	
share	prices	–	his	in	particular	–	through	the	money	
of	credulous	investors.	
One	aristocrat	willing	to	be	ensnared	into	his	web	is	

the	cash-strapped	Lady	Carbury,	one	of	many	shallow	
characters	deliciously	drawn	by	Trollope.	A	pedestrian	
writer	with	ideas	of	literary	fame,	a	goal	pursued	by	
using	her	considerable	charms	to	flirt	with	influential	
newspaper	 editors,	 she	 pushes	 forward	 her	 even	
shallower	son,	the	revoltingly	selfish	and	hedonistic	
Sir	Felix	Carbury,	 to	 elope	with	Marie,	Melmotte’s	
daughter	and	heiress.	Marie	is	smitten,	but	her	father	
insists	on	a	moneyed	marriage	into	high	aristocracy.	
Even	his	beatings	do	not	dissuade	Marie.	Of	course,	
she	is	ultimately	failed	by	her	mercenary	lover.	Paul	
Montague,	on	the	railway	board,	develops	scruples	and	
begins	to	see	Melmotte	for	the	unprincipled	conman	
that	he	is	and	distances	himself.	Montague	is	in	love	
with	Lady	Carbury’s	daughter	Hetta	(a	typical	Victorian	
–	and	Trollopian	–	heroine).	In	his	romantic	pursuits	he	
is	up	against	his	good	friend,	the	much	older	Sir	Roger	
Carbury,	the	lord	of	Carbury	Manor	in	the	Berkshire	
countryside.	When	inevitable	ruin	faces	Melmotte,	he	
commits	suicide	and	the	cast	of	characters	mostly	find	
their	way	clear	to	a	happy	ending.
Sir	Roger	Carbury	is	Trollope’s	real	hero	throughout:	

dignified,	dutiful,	unintellectual,	genuine,	traditional	
and	 self-sacrificing,	 it	 is	 through	him	 that	Trollope	
attacks	 the	 ‘commercial	 profligacy	 of	 the	 age’.	
Trollope	wrote	after	completing	the	novel	that	he	was	
both	motivated	 and	disgusted	by	 ‘a	 certain	 class	 of	
dishonesty,	dishonesty	magnificent	in	its	proportions,	
and	climbing	 into	high	places…	so	 rampant	 and	 so	
splendid	that	there	seems	to	be	reason	for	fearing	that	
men	and	women	will	be	taught	to	feel	that	dishonesty,	
if	it	can	become	splendid,	will	cease	to	be	abominable’.	
This	went	against	all	his	values	of	sensible	money	and	
a	rigorous	work	ethic:	Trollope	is	famous	for	starting	
his	writing	at	5am,	working	for	three	hours,	and	then	
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writes,	‘a	sign	that	the	old	things	are	being	changed’.	
Carbury’s	 conservatism	 is	wholly	 admirable	 and	

human.	Early	on	he	confesses:	 ‘I	am	old-fashioned,	
Hetta.	And	we	 belong	 to	 a	 newer	 and	worse	 sort	
of	world’.	At	 the	 end	of	 the	 novel	 he	 reiterates	 his	
stance:	‘I	have	ideas,	old-fashioned	ideas’.	Common	
sense	dominates	his	thinking.	Trollope	has	the	devout	
Christian	Carbury	pondering:	‘As	to	giving	his	coat	
to	the	thief	who	had	taken	his	cloak	–	he	told	himself	
that	were	he	and	others	to	be	guided	by	that	precept	
honesty	would	go	naked	in	order	that	vice	and	idleness	
might	be	comfortably	clothed’.	The	novel	closes	with	
Carbury	explaining	the	role	of	people	such	as	himself:
He	owes	a	duty	to	those	who	live	on	the	land,	and	he	

owes	a	duty	to	his	country.	And	though	it	may	seem	
fantastic	 to	 say	 so,	 I	 think	he	owes	 a	 duty	 to	 those	
who	have	been	before	him….	These	things	to	me	are	
very	holy.
That	Trollope	can	deliver	this	without	any	cloying	

Victorian	sentimentality	is	part	of	his	brilliance	as	a	
writer.

going	 in	 to	his	 other	 job	 in	 a	 senior	position	 at	 the	
Post	Office.	
Like	Roger	Carbury,	Trollope	 is	 a	 preserver	 of	

the	traditional	values	of	the	landed	classes	and	their	
noblesse	 oblige;	 both	 are	 deeply	 troubled	 by	 the	
erosion	 of	 these	 values	 through	 the	 corruption	 of	
new,	 highly	 leveraged	money,	when	 venality	 takes	
over	from	honour	and	duty.	The	lure	of	easy	money	
threatens	‘my	word	is	my	bond’	business:	Hamilton	K.	
Fisher,	a	shady	American	businessman,	was	‘not	only	
unscrupulous	himself,	but	he	had	a	thorough	contempt	
for	scruples	in	others’.	The	order	that	Trollope	loves	
is	also	violated	by	the	alien	intrusion	into	the	House	
of	Commons	by	an	unworthy	 foreign	character	 like	
Melmotte.	 Such	 infringements	 chipped	 away	 at	 the	
glue	 that	 held	 society,	with	 all	 its	 necessary	 class	
divisions,	together.	The	literary	critic	Frank	Kermode	
has	 therefore	rightly	noted	Trollope’s	preoccupation	
in	 the	novel	with	change,	and	how	‘change	 is	often	
identified	with	decadence’.	That	the	character	of	Mr	
Squercum,	a	solicitor,	works	on	a	Sunday,	is,	Trollope	

Reputations — 62
diane aBBott 

toBias anderson

The	squeals	 of	Labour	 protests	 over	 a	 recent	
Question Time’s ‘unacceptable’	 treatment	 of	
Diane	Abbott	will	not	surprise	anyone	who	has	

followed	her	chequered	often	disastrous	relationship	
with	 the	 media.	 ‘Diane	
Abbott	has	been	subjected	
to	a	serious,	often	racist	and	
sexist	campaign	of	hate	and	
abuse’	complained	a	Labour	
spokesman,	who	demanded	
an	apology	from	the	BBC	
and	 a	 full	 transcript	 of	
the	 pre-show	 warm-up	
tapes,	in	which	jokes	were	
apparently	 made	 about	
Abbott’s	 former	 romantic	
involvement	with	 Jeremy	
Corbyn.	
Abbott	 described	 the	

‘horrible	 experience’	 of	
being	 interrupted	 by	 a	 feisty	 Fiona	Bruce	 twenty	
one	 times	during	 the	show	(compared	to	nine	 times	
for	 Tory	 Rory	 Stewart	 and	 eight	 for	 the	 SNP’s	

Kirsty	Blackman).	Abbott,	 notorious	 for	 her	 verbal	
browbeating	and	interruptions,	didn’t	like	being	given	
a	taste	of	her	own	medicine.	
The	Question Time	 debacle	 is	 one	 of	 a	 series	 of	

Abbott	media	 disasters.	
In	the	run	up	to	the	2017	
General	Election,	Abbott’s	
infamous	 interview	 on	
LBC	with	 Nick	 Ferrari	
exposed	 her	 inability	 to	
think	or	add	up	on	the	spot.	
Flummoxed	by	the	maths	
over	the	cost	of	Labour’s	
new	plans	 for	 the	police,	
she	 ventured	 £300,000	
over	four	years	as	the	cost	
of	adding	10,000	officers	
to	 the	 Police	 Force.	The	
actual	cost	would	be	£200	
million.	After	two	further	

‘car-crash’	 interviews	 she	 temporarily	 resigned,	
officially	on	health	grounds.	
Abbott	has	long	been	a	laughing	stock	of	the	British	
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right,	fodder	for	political	cartoons	which	play	on	the	
physical	 incongruity	 of	 her	 romantic	 pairing	with	
Corbyn	in	1970s	communist	East	Germany.	Abbott’s	
ample,	Rubenesque	form	is	juxtaposed	with	a	skeletal,	
bug-eyed,	 bearded	 Corbyn.	 Her	 shrill,	 breathy	
voice,	 exasperated	 eye-rolling,	 and	 general	 air	 of	
sanctimonious	political	correctness,	deeply	annoy	not	
only	older	generations	of	Tory	and	UKIP	voters,	who	
shudder	at	the	idea	of	her	becoming	Home	Secretary,	
but	 younger	 voters	 on	 the	 right	 as	 well.	Young	
Conservative	Social	Media	pages	often	depict	Abbott	
as	a	dim-witted	and	clueless	appendage	to	the	Corbyn	
machine.	But	she	isn’t	a	joke.	In	the	event	of	a	Labour	
victory	(an	increasingly	likely	prospect	given	growing	
Conservative	disarray)	she	could	hold	one	of	the	most	
important	offices	of	state,	that	of	Home	Secretary.	
What	 has	 led	 to	 the	 seemingly	 unstoppable	 rise	

of	 Diane	Abbott,	 and	 what	 does	 she	 stand	 for?	
She	 has	 been	 a	 stalwart	 of	 the	 British	 hard-left	
since	 the	 1980s,	 championing	 a	 variety	 of	 causes	
including	the	‘unification’	of	Ireland,	increasing	ethnic	
minority	representation	in	Westminster	and	opposing	
institutional	 racism	 in	 the	 metropolitan	 police.	
Corbynisation	of	the	Labour	Party	then	pushed	Abbott	
to	the	front.	Her	key	role	in	the	leftward	surge	of	the	
party	after	2015	in	which	she	voted	to	place	Corbyn	on	
the	ballot	for	party	leader	brought	her	to	the	forefront	
of	a	radical	movement	that	could	be	in	power	in	a	year.
Abbott,	 despite	 her	 often	 tumultuous	 relationship	

with	the	party’s	leadership,	is	one	of	Corbyn’s	most	
avid	supporters.	Following	the	Brexit	referendum	he	
promoted	 her	 to	 the	Labour	 frontbench	 as	 shadow	
health	secretary,	then	shadow	home	secretary.	Senior	
Labour	 politicians	may	 regard	 her	 as	 an	 electoral	
liability	 but	Abbott	 has	 endured,	 and	 has	 reliable	
support	 on	 the	 hard-left	 of	 the	 party	which	will	
vehemently	oppose	 any	 attempt	 to	 dislodge	her.	As	
someone	who	could	well	be	managing	our	country’s	
security	and	immigration	policy		–	areas	of	government	
policy	which	 have	 terrifying	 repercussions	 for	 the	
nation’s	 future	 	 –	 it’s	 important	 to	 understand	 her	
background,	character	and	world	view.	
Diane	Abbott	 was	 born	 in	 1953	 to	 Jamaican	

immigrants	who	came	to	Harrow	in	the	first	wave	of	
the	Windrush	generation.	Neither	was	from	a	middle-
class	background	(her	father	was	a	welder,	her	mother	
a	nurse)	but	it	wasn’t	a	bad	start.	She	recalls	a	quiet	
and	supportive	family	life	during	childhood,	only	to	
be	overshadowed	by	her	parents’	divorce	during	her	
adolescence	(after	her	mother	 left	 for	Yorkshire	she	
assumed	 responsibility	 for	all	domestic	work	 in	 the	
household).	
She	was	a	bright	girl	who	attended	Harrow	County	

School	 for	Girls,	 the	 nearest	 grammar	 school	 and	

subsequently	 studied	History	 at	Newnham	College,	
Cambridge.	Her	 early	 life	may	 have	 been	 at	 times	
difficult,	 but	 it	 does	 not	 point	 towards	 a	 career	
characterised	by	grievance	politics.	Abbott	was	a	typical	
beneficiary	of	Britain’s	meritocratic	post-war	education	
system,	of	which	she	has	been	a	long-time	critic.	
The	origins	of	her	grievance	politics	can	be	traced	

back	to	her	formative	years	at	Cambridge	University.	
She	says	she	was	one	of	only	three	non-white	students	
at	Newnham.	 She	 described	 feeling	 isolated	 in	 an	
environment	dominated	by	‘privileged	white	people’.	
When	 interviewed	 three	 months	 ago	 about	 her	
experience	at	Cambridge,	 she	explained	 that	people	
from	‘marginal’	backgrounds	either	lost	all	sense	of	
their	 identity,	 or	 fell	 back	 on	 an	 exaggerated	 sense	
of	their	racial	identity	when	introduced	to	a	world	of	
class	privilege.
Abbott	 found	 this	 sudden	 immersion	 in	 a	 largely	

middle-to-upper	 class	white	 ‘elite’	 environment	 a	
profoundly	 alienating	 experience	 and	 led	 to	 her	 to	
adopting	an	‘outside’	perspective	on	a	British	society	
marked	with	widespread	 racial	 and	 class	 prejudice	
skewing	 the	 odds	 against	 people	 like	 herself.	Yet	
she	 took	advantage	of	 those	very	 institutions	which	
perpetuate	‘structural	inequality’	when	in	2003,	amid	
much	controversy,	 she	 sent	her	own	son	 to	 the	 fee-
paying	City	of	London	School.	
Her	sense	of	herself	as	an	outsider	–	a	label	which	

was	not	forced	on	her	but	she	has	chosen	to	embrace	
–	makes	her	a	genuine	danger.	While	Diane	Abbott	
herself	is	not	a	malicious	person,	her	worldview	–	a	
mish-mash	 of	 sentimentalism	 about	 the	 poor,	 of	 a	
hopelessly	socially	divided	Britain,	and	a	missionary	
belief	 in	 the	moral	necessity	of	abolishing	Britain’s	
borders	–	would,	if	translated	into	practical	politics,	
bring	disaster	to	this	country.	
Abbott,	 comparing	 the	Windrush	 ‘scandal’	 to	 Idi	

Amin’s	expulsion	of	Ugandan	Asians,	has	called	for	
the	abolition	of	Theresa	May’s	‘hostile	environment’	
for	 illegal	 immigrants.	As	 Home	 Secretary	 she	
would	close	both	the	Yarl’s	Wood	and	Brook	House	
immigration	 detention	 centres,	 and	 prevent	 the	
deportation	of	 family	members	 of	 illegals,	 a	 policy	
which	would	guarantee	fresh	waves	of	chain	migration.	
She	would	 scrap	 targets	 for	 limiting	 the	 number	 of	
immigrants,	while	immigrants	with	‘bona	fide’	skills	
(a	 completely	malleable	 concept	which	 could	 be	
expanded	 indefinitely	 in	 accordance	with	 the	 needs	
of	big	business)	would	be	able	 to	enter	 the	country	
automatically.	And	of	course	the	naturalisation	process	
for	foreign	nationals	will	be	made	significantly	easier.
Diane	Abbott	is	an	intelligent	woman	with	a	clear	

worldview	shaped	by	a	personal	sense	of	grievance.	
Ultimately	 she	wants	Britain	 abolished.	 She	 views	
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Eternal Life
Peter mullen

sCienCe and reliGion

The	biggest	 issue	 in	 public	 debate	 today	 is	 the	
relationship	between	science	and	religion.	It	is	a	
difficult	subject	made	treacherous	by	opponents	of	

the	Christian	faith	who	spread	lies	about	both	Christianity	
and	science	with	the	deliberate	aim	of	destroying	our	faith.	
The	first	big	lie	is	that	the	scientific	revolution	of	the	

Renaissance	and	the	Enlightenment	banished	the	gloom	
and	 superstition	 of	 the	Dark	Ages	 and	 the	Medieval	
period.	The	so-called	Dark	Ages	were	not	so	dark:	they	
were	a	period	of	astonishing	technological	progress.	For	
example,	 the	Battle	 of	Tours	 in	AD	732	was	 the	first	
occasion	when	knights	fought	in	full	armour.	They	could	
do	so	because	of	the	invention	of	stirrups	and	the	Norman	
saddle.	The	ancient	Romans	had	neither	stirrups	nor	an	
effective	 saddle,	 so	 a	 knight	 trying	 to	wield	 his	 lance	
would	only	fall	off.	
Developments	on	the	battlefield	showed	European	farming	

technologists	how	to	invent	the	horse	collar.	This	allowed	
the	farmers	throughout	the	continent	to	switch	from	using	
oxen	 to	 horses	 for	 ploughing	with	 the	 result	 that	 there	
was	an	immense	increase	in	food	production.	The	ancient	
Romans	had	shod	their	horses	in	sandals	–	Nero	had	some	
made	 in	silver	–	which	slipped	off	and	caused	 the	horses	
to	go	lame.	The	Dark	Ages	invented	iron	shoes	by	which	
horses	could	travel	over	hard	ground	and	cover	much	more	
territory	without	 injury.	Other	 inventions	which	preceded	
the	Renaissance	 by	 centuries	were	waterwheels,	mills,	
camshafts,	mechanical	clocks	and	the	compass.
It	 is	 often	 said	 that	 it	was	 not	 until	 the	 voyages	 of	

Columbus	and	Magellan	that	we	learnt	the	world	is	not	
flat	but	round.	This	is	nonsense.	Among	the	scholars	of	
the	Dark	Ages	who	taught	that	the	world	is	round	were	
the	Venerable	Bede	–	his	dates	673-735;	Bishop	Virgilus	

of	Salzburg	–	8th	century;	Hildegaard	of	Bingen	–	1098-
1179	and	St	Thomas	Aquinas.
Copernicus	is	usually	credited	in	the	book	of	lies	with	

overturning	the	silly	flat	earth	view	of	the	superstitious	
medieval	 church.	Actually,	Copernicus	was	 taught	 the	
heliocentric	theory	by	his	medieval	theological	professors.	
Nicole	 d’Oresme	 (1325-1382)	wrote:	The	 earth	 turns,	
rather	than	the	heavens.
Another	big	lie	is	that	medical	science	was	held	back	

because	 the	 church	wouldn’t	 allow	 the	 dissection	 of	
corpses	but	Medieval	churchmen	permitted	dissection	and	
improved	their	knowledge	of	anatomy	and	pathology	as	
a	direct	result.	The	Greeks,	the	Romans	and	the	Muslims	
all	forbade	dissection	because	the	dignity	of	the	human	
body	would	not	permit	it.	The	church	was	not	so	hindered,	
because	 of	 course	 the	 church	 possessed	 the	 liberating	
doctrine	of	the	immortal	soul	–	what	St	Paul	called	the	
somapneumatikon	–	the	spiritual	body.	You	want	proof	
of	all	this?	The	Christian	scholastic	Mondino	de	Luzzi	
(1270-1326)	wrote	a	textbook	on	the	dissection	of	corpses.
Ah,	but	what	about	the	Galileo	affair?	Everybody	knows	

the	church	persecuted	Galileo.	Well,	he	was	disciplined	
but	this	was	rather	for	the	way	he	arrogantly	presented	
his	 ideas	 than	 for	 the	 ideas	 themselves.	When	Galileo	
published	his	book	Assayer	in	1623	he	dedicated	it	to	his	
friend	Cardinal	Barberini	who	went	on	to	become	Pope	
Urban	VIII.	Barberini	enjoyed	it	because	of	the	many	skits	
Galileo	had	included	in	it	about	the	Jesuits.	
As	William	 Shea	 wrote	 in	Galileo’s Intellectual 

Revolution:
Galileo had no doubts about God. Had he been less 
devout, he could have refused the summons to Rome 
– Venice offered him asylum, but he turned it down’. 

this	country	as	a	bastion	of	privilege,	‘dehumanising’	
minorities	 but	 conferring	 ‘undue’	 benefits	 upon	 its	
original	white	population.	Which	is	why	at	 the	next	
election	 she	might	 spout	 the	 usual	 rhetoric	 about	 a	
‘fair’	 or	 ‘balanced’	 immigration	 policy,	 but	 if	 she	
becomes	Home	Secretary	she	will	make	it	her	personal	
mission	 to	 break	 down	 the	 ‘discriminatory’	walls	
which	make	some	people	outsiders	and	some	people	

British.	If	Labour	wins,	and	a	demographic	shift	occurs	
comparable	to	the	one	presided	over	by	New	Labour	
occurs,	there	won’t	be	‘another	time’.	Labour	will	have	
secured	for	itself	an	expandable	vote	bank	of	recently	
naturalised	immigrants,	who	will	feel	indebted	to	it,	as	
an	electoral	machine.	With	this,	Diane	Abbott’s	vision	
of	a	post-national	Britain	will	become	an	 inevitable	
reality.
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Christianity	and	science:	without	Christianity,	there	would	
be	no	science.	No	other	civilisation	or	culture,	ancient	or	
modern,	has	invented	science	–	only	the	Christianity	of	
the	Dark	Ages	and	the	Medieval	period.	This	is	because	
Christianity	has	declared	since	the	opening	verse	of	St	
John’s	gospel	that	God	is	reasonable.	And	this	reasonable	
God	made	 the	world	 in	 his	 own	 reasonable	 image:	 to	
be	discovered	and	understood	by	the	rationality	he	has	
implanted	in	us	by	his	Spirit.
Specifically,	as	R	G	Collingwood	pointed	out	in	his	An 

Essay on Metaphysics,	 it	 is	 the	doctrine	of	 the	Trinity,	
as	set	out	in	The Athanasian Creed,	which	provides	the	
paradigm	that	makes	science	possible:

By believing in the Father, the doctors of the church 
meant (always with reference solely to the procedure 
of natural science) absolutely presupposing that there 
is a world of nature which is always and indivisibly one 
world. By believing in the Son they meant absolutely 
presupposing that this one natural world is nevertheless 
a multiplicity of natural realms. By believing in the Holy 
Ghost they mean absolutely presupposing that the world 
of nature, throughout its entire fabric, is a world not 
merely of things but of events or movements.

These presuppositions must be made, they said, by 
anyone who wished to be ‘saved’; saved, that is to say, 
from the moral and intellectual bankruptcy, the collapse 
of science and civilisation, which was overtaking the 
pagan world.

Never	mind	Christian	apologists,	here’s	one	of	the	most	
outstanding	scientists	of	the	last	century,	A	N	Whitehead,	
co-author	with	Bertrand	Russell	of	Principia Mathematica	
who	wrote:

There is but one source for science: It must come from 
the Medieval insistence on the rationality of God 

Peter Mullen

What about Galileo himself then, always presented 
as a rebel against the church? What were his core 
beliefs? Fortunately, we have Galileo’s written record 
and this is what he wrote: ‘The book of nature is a 
book written by the hand of God in the language of 
mathematics.

Let’s	turn	to	Isaac	Newton.	He	wrote	a	great	deal	of	
theology	and	said	nice	things	about	God,	but	those	who	
hate	Christianity	tell	lies	about	Newton	too:	they	say	he	
only	pretended	to	be	devout	for	politeness’	sake	and	for	
a	quiet	life.	Fortunately,	John	Maynard	Keynes	bought	
all	Newton’s	papers	 in	 the	1930s	and	discovered	what	
Newton	wrote,	not	for	appearance’s	sake	but	in	private	
letters	to	his	friend	Bentley.	Newton	wrote:

The true God is a living, intelligent, powerful being…
he governs all things and knows all things that are done 
or can be done…he endures forever and is everywhere 
present…

So	how	about	that	other	controversy,	Darwinism	and	the	
theory	of	evolution?	It	turns	out	that	the	severest	critics	of	
Darwinian	theory	are	not	theologians	but	Darwinians	in	
our	own	time	expressing	doubt	about	their	own	methods.	
So	Stephen	Jay	Gould	denied	 the	great	bedrock	of	 the	
theory	of	evolution	–	the	missing	link	between	old	species	
and	 new.	Gould	wrote	 as	 follows:	 ‘The	 evolutionary	
diagrams	that	adorn	our	textbooks	are	based	on	inference	
not	the	evidence	of	fossils.’
Modern	Darwinians	 and	 palaeontologists	 such	 as	

Steven	Stanley	 have	 declared	 openly	 that	 the	 lack	 of	
fossil	 evidence	 for	 the	 theory	 of	 evolution	 has	 been	
suppressed	 from	 the	 time	of	Darwin	himself	onwards.	
Niles	Eldridge	said	recently:	‘We	palaeontologists	have	
said	 that	 the	 history	 of	 life	 supports	 the	 principle	 of	
gradual	transmutations	of	species	all	the	while	knowing	
that	really	it	does	not.’	
Now	I’m	not	about	to	sign	up	to	Bible-belt	literalism.	I	

think	some	theory	of	the	gradual	development	of	life	on	
earth	is	still	the	best	hypothesis	available.	But	Darwinism	
does	not	even	begin	to	explain	how	inanimate	matter	could	
have	turned	into	life	and	how	primitive	and	microscopic	
life	 forms	could	 turn	 into	creatures	with	 the	mind	and	
consciousness	of	Bach	and	Einstein.
There	is	no	conflict	between	science	and	Christianity.	

The	 conflict	 is	 between	Christianity	 and	 ideological	
atheists	 such	 as	Rousseau,	Voltaire,	Diderot	 and	T.	H.		
Huxley,	right	down	to	that	prince	bigot	of	our	own	time,	
Richard	Dawkins.	These	 people	 lie	 about	 the	 history	
of	science	as	a	way	of	attacking	the	faith.	But	in	all	the	
statistical	 surveys	 of	working	 scientists	 you	find	 that	
most	of	 them	are	believers	–	moreover	 that	 those	who	
belong	to	the	so-called	hard	sciences	such	as	physics	and	
mathematics	are	the	firmest	believers.
It	 is	 not	 only	 that	 there	 is	 no	 conflict	 between	
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ARTS AND BOOKS
Stoned

Celia Haddon

American Overdose. The Opioid Tragedy in Three 
Acts,	Chris	MacGreal,	Faber	&	Faber,	2018,	£12.99.
	
The	doctor	 at	 the	Wellness	Center	 in	West	Virginia	
was	receiving	$6,800	a	day	 in	cash	payments	alone	
in	 return	 for	 prescribing	 a	 heavy	 opioid	 painkiller	
called	OxyContin	 (generic	 name	 oxycodone).	The	
drug’s	street	name	was	‘hillbilly	heroin,’	an	accurate	
description	of	its	effect	on	people	to	whom	the	doctors	
had	prescribed	it.	It	wasn’t	very	effective	for	chronic	
pain,	but	it	was	very	effective	in	addicting	users.	And	
it	was	very,	very	profitable.

American Overdose	 is	 the	 story	 of	 how	 a	 high-
minded	search	for	better	pain	relief	became	a	way	of	
addicting	tens	of	thousands	of	people	and	how	legal	
prescription	 drugs	 became	 the	 gateway	 not	 just	 to	
financial	catastrophe	and	overdose	but	also	a	gateway	
to	 the	 use	 of	 illegal	 heroin.	 The	 Food	 and	Drug	
Administration,	responsible	for	protecting	US	public	
health,	did	nothing	to	stop	the	unfolding	catastrophe.
The	 author	 interweaves	 the	 stories	 of	 bereaved	

parents,	 desperate	 addicts	 and	 corrupt	 doctors	with	
stories	of	regulatory	apathy.	By	2009	drug	overdoses	
outnumbered	deaths	from	traffic	accidents	and	in	the	
following	year	the	death	toll	from	legal	prescription	
opioids	rose	to	16,651.	Last	year	it	was	calculated	that	
about	350,000	Americans	had	died	from	opioids	since	
l999,	 roughly	eight	 times	 the	number	of	Americans	
killed	in	the	last	Iraq	war.
In	the	USA	pharmaceutical	companies	are	allowed	to	

run	TV	ads	promoting	their	drugs	to	ordinary	people.	
And	to	help	with	this	marketing,	as	well	as	their	paid	
salesmen,	there	is	an	unpaid	but	highly	qualified	sales	
force	of	doctors	who	will	profit	by	selling	to	patients.	To	
influence	these	doctors,	the	makers	of	OxyContin	ran	
40	all-expenses-paid	‘pain	management’	conferences	
over	a	five-year	period,	distributed	34,000	coupons	for	
free	‘starter	supplies’,	and	gave	away	goodies	such	as	
soft	toys,	‘pain	management’	videos,	and	even	a	music	
CD	titled	‘Get	in	the	Swing	with	OxyContin’.	
OxyContin	wasn’t	the	first	opioid	painkiller	on	the	

market,	but	it	was	stronger	than	the	previous	ones.	If	it	
had	been	marketed	as	a	painkiller	for	the	severe	pain	of	

cancer	patients,	sales	would	have	been	limited.	To	sell	
large	quantities	it	had	to	be	marketed	as	a	safe	painkiller	
for	moderate	pain.	Therefore,	 it	claimed	 to	be	safer	
and	 less	 likely	 to	 cause	addiction	 than	 the	previous	
drugs.	The	evidence	for	this	was	a	brief	letter,	not	a	
peer-reviewed	paper,	in	the	New England Journal of 
Medicine, and	a	study	based	on	just	38	cancer	patients	
using	opioid	painkillers.	The	FDA	official	who	oversaw	
these	claims	was	not	overly	impressed,	but	he	approved	
the	drug	for	wide	use	anyway.	Two	years	later	he	got	
a	job	at	the	drug’s	manufacturers.
When	the	full	scale	of	the	resulting	addiction	started	

to	be	noticed,	the	Federation	of	State	Medical	Boards,	
which	had	received	about	2m	dollars	from	the	drugs	
industry,	came	up	with	a	way	of	explaining	 it.	This	
wasn’t	 real	 addiction:	 this	was	 pseudo-addiction.	
‘Physicians	 should	 recognise	 that	 tolerance	 and	
physical	 dependence	 are	 normal	 consequences	
of	 sustained	 use	 of	 opioid	 analgesic	 and	 are	 not	
synonymous	with	addiction,’	it	reported.	
In	one	sense	there	was	a	difference	between	normal	

narcotic	addiction	and	this	new	addiction.	In	this	new	
addiction	 the	 drug	dealers	were	 not	 criminals,	 they	
were	doctors;	and	these	new	addicts	were	not	the	usual	
addicts	looking	for	illegal	highs.	These	were	people	
who	would	never	have	even	sought	out	illegal	drugs	
but	were	happy	to	take	drugs	prescribed	by	their	doctor.	
The	 money	 that	 could	 be	 made	 from	 repeat	

prescriptions	corrupted	several	doctors.	One	Kentucky	
doctor	 prescribed	more	 than	 two	million	 pills	 for	
4,000	patients	over	101	days,	while	another	saw	133	
patients	a	day.	The	money	corrupted	elderly	patients	
who	became	drug	mules,	selling	their	prescribed	drugs	
to	drug	dealers.	It	‘influenced’	politicians,	who	took	
generous	 donations	 from	 the	 pharmaceutical	 firms.	
Congress	 even	 passed	 a	 law,	with	 the	 backing	 of	
the	FDA,	that	made	it	easier	for	drug	distributors	to	
keep	their	licence	even	if	they	were	caught	breaking	
regulations.
Nothing	 seemed	 to	 stop	 the	wave	 of	 dangerous	

painkillers.	A	 new	 and	 even	more	 powerful	 drug,	
fentanyl,	50	times	more	powerful	than	heroin,	came	
on	to	the	market	and	by	2013	caused	its	first	overdose	
deaths.	As	late	as	2014	the	FDA	approved	yet	another	
powerful	opioid	drug,	Zohydro,	despite	its	own	expert	
committee	voting	against	it.	
Slowly	the	tide	began	to	turn	thanks	to	a	few	brave	

campaigning	 doctors,	 parents	 and	 the	 Center	 for	
Disease	Control	and	Prevention	who	raised	the	alarm	
that	the	FDA	should	have	done.	President	Trump	tried	

2019 Spring   37 25/02/2019   09:53



The Salisbury Review — Spring 201938Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

to	appoint	as	the	‘drug	czar’	(who	can	remember	the	
sheer	pointlessness	of	Tony	Blair’s	drugs	czar?)	a	man	
who	had	opposed	any	curb	on	opiate	prescriptions,	but	
after	outrage,	finally	gave	the	job	to	a	White	House	
lawyer.	He	also	declared	the	opioid	crisis	a	National	
Emergency.	As	ever,	talk	was	the	easiest	response	to	
the	crisis.
Meanwhile	the	consequences	of	this	medical-made	

wave	of	addiction	continues	to	take	its	toll	of		Americans.	
Oxycontin	was	 brought	 under	 control,	 but	 as	 their	
prescriptions	dried	up,	the	addicts	looked	elsewhere.	
(When	addicts	cannot	get	 their	drug	of	choice,	 they	
make	do	with	others.)	The	Oxycontin	addicts	turned	
to	illegal	heroin	and	illegally	manufactured	fentanyl.	
About	30,000	Americans	have	now	died	from	fentanyl	
overdoses	 in	 the	 last	 recorded	 figures.	The	 toll	 of	
addiction	is	not	just	deaths:	addiction	results	in	babies	
being	born	addicted,	children	 taken	 into	care,	 street	
crimes,	homelessness,	and	suffering	parents	who	have	
lost	their	children	to	drugs.
Could	what	happens	in	the	USA	happen	here?	Over-

prescribing	doctors	 have	 always	 existed	 in	 the	UK,	
even	without	the	financial	incentives	that	US	doctors	
have.	In	the	l980s	a	London	doctor	privately	prescribed	
recreational	heroin	to	city	high	fliers	and	as	late	as	2006	
a	doctor	who	ran	an	‘addiction	centre’	was	struck	off	
for	reckless	over-prescribing.	Addicts	are	also	expert	
at	 getting	 pills	 out	 of	 hurried	 or	 careless	 doctors.	
An	addict	 friend	of	mine	persuaded	her	GP	 to	give	
her	copious	supplies	of	painkilling	opiates	and	anti-
epileptics	although	the	doctor	knew	she	was	already	
on	a	daily	prescription	of	a	heroin	substitute.	I	was	sad,	
but	not	surprised,	that	she	died	of	an	overdose	last	year.
Could	 over-prescription	 set	 off	 addiction	 in	

thousands	 here?	 I	 believe	 it	 could,	 if	we	 persist	 in	
believing	pills	are	the	only	answer	for	moderate	pain.	
Prescription	 figures	 for	 opioids	 have	 risen	 by	 ten	
percent	 already	 in	 this	 country	 and	 fentanyl	 deaths	
are	rising	fast.	OxyContin	in	the	USA	claimed	to	be	
non-addictive	and	the	same	claim	was	made	in	the	UK	
about	tranquillizers	in	the	l980s.	When	the	next	‘non-
addictive’	and	‘safe’	painkiller	or	tranquilliser	comes	
on	 the	market	 (as	 it	will),	 shall	we	 remember	 to	be	
careful?	Maybe	if	the	UK	regulatory	authorities	read	
this	book,	there	is	a	chance	they	will	require	proper	
proof.	I	am	not	optimistic.

Who’s In, Who’s Out: the Journals of Kenneth 
Rose, Volume One, 1944-1979,	Edited	D	R	Thorpe,	
Weidenfeld,	2018,	£30.

For	36	years	Kenneth	Rose	was	The Sunday Telegraph’s	
columnist	Albany	at	Large	who	elegantly	recounted	the	
doings	 of	 princes,	 prelates,	 politicians,	 and	 society	
figures.	But	what	distinguished	him	from	other	diary	
editors	who	 start	 off	 thinking	 about	 a	 scintillating	
memoir	which	they	will	never	create,	was	that	he	kept	
up	a	private	record	running	to	some	six	million	words.
This	involved	writing	for	publication	in	the	paper,	

then	settling	down	to	his	private	account	next	morning,	
which	was	fuller	and	based	on	the	confidences	gained	
in	the	course	of	the	widespread	social	life	that	was	an	
essential	part	of	his	job.

Who’s In, Who’s Out begins	with	the	most	dramatic	
incident	 in	Rose’s	 life,	 the	 bombing	 of	 the	Guards	
Chapel,	near	Buckingham	Palace,	in	which	121	people	
were	killed	on	Sunday	June	18	1944.	As	a	young	Welsh	
Guards	officer	he	led	a	company	during	the	clearing	
up	 operation	 through	 the	 night,	 shrewdly	 noticing	
the	candles	still	flickering	on	the	altar	next	morning	
and	that	the	laid	out	bodies	had	been	stripped	of	their	
valuables.
The	 son	 of	 a	 middle-class	 Midlands	 doctor,	

Rose	went	 to	New	College,	Oxford,	where	 he	was	
encouraged	as	a	diarist	by	the	example	of	Tony	Benn,	
the	 future	 left-wing	 cabinet	minister.	Working	 for	
the	British	Council	after	the	war	in	Italy	he	met	the	
Edwardian	writer	Max	Beerbohm,	then	taught	briefly	
at	Eton	before	progressing	to	The Daily Telegraph’s	
Peterborough	column.	
He	notices	how	Harold	Macmillan	pretends	 to	be	

a	 very	 old	man,	 though	 telling	 friends	 that	 sacked	
steelworkers	might	be	retrained	as	footmen	lent	this	
some	credence.	When	Eden	becomes	premier,	Rose	
learns	that	ministers	are	noticing	the	lack	of	pictures	in	
the	Cabinet	Room	because	they	no	longer	look	at	the	
new	PM,	who	is	already	irritating	the	country	before	
he	eventually	plunges	it	into	the	Suez	debacle.	Even	
Bill	Deedes,	the	Telegraph’s	future	Editor,	who	used	
to	say	his	natural	home	was	on	a	sinking	ship,	admits	
he	finds	it	hard	to	be	loyal	as	an	MP.
But	Albany	has	a	much	wider	remit	than	politics	as	

Rose	toadies	his	way	into	the	Establishment,	gushing	

An Elegant Diarist

David Twiston-Davies
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honeyed	words	 to	 hostesses,	 befriending	 leading	
members	of	 the	Commons	and	Lords,	dining	at	 the	
Beefsteak	and	going	 to	Eton	on	 the	Fourth	of	June.	
Admitting	that	he	never	likes	to	pass	up	a	good	story	
he	recalls	Harold	Wilson	telling	him	he	was	the	most	
accurate	of	diarists.
Most	of	his	anecdotes	have	the	ring	of	authenticity,	

as	when	 the	Australian	 Prime	Minister	 Sir	Robert	
Menzies	being	asked	if	he	has	ever	been	bored	by	the	
Coronation	ceremonial.	‘Not	until	tonight’	came	the	
reply	at	the	first	night	of	Gloriana	in	Covent	Garden.	
Some	must	have	been	wrong,	of	course,	even	when	
accurately	recorded;	while	others,	such	as	the	tale	of	Sir	
Roger	and	Sir	Humphrey	Mynors,	identical	twins	who	
successfully	swapped	places	at	Eton	and	Marlborough	
for	a	 term,	leave	one	thinking	this	should	be	untrue	
even	if	authentic.	And	there	is	the	simple	guilelessness	
–	or	is	it	deep	cynicism?	–	of	the	Etonian	asked	by	the	
headmaster	if	a	service	had	been	a	success.	‘Yes	sir,’	
was	 the	 reply.	 ‘It	 is	good	 to	hear	Eton	worshipping	
itself’.
At	 the	 same	 time	 Rose	 is	 gathering	 numerous	

snippets	about	earlier	generations	of	politicians,	such	
as	Lord	Curzon,	whose	biography	he	was	 to	write,	
being	known	as	‘the	imperial	bounder’	at	the	Foreign	
Office.	When	asked	by	a	royal	biographer	how	to	write	
that	King	George	VI	never	read	a	book	Rose	suggests:	
‘His	harshest	critics	could	not	accuse	him	of	being	a	
bookish	pedant.’	
He	considers	Harrow	‘quite	the	ugliest	school	I	have	

ever	seen,	and	such	parents!’	Etonians	are	criticised	for	
their	dirty	collars.	He	demonstrates	he	is	a	connoisseur	
of	cutting	remarks	most	notably	with	his	entry	on	Sir	
Bill	Williams,	 editor	 of	 the	Dictionary of National 
Biography,	 who	 by	 his	 frankness	 in	 later	 years	
‘endeared	himself	to	a	diminishing	circle	of	friends’.
Advised	 not	 to	 read	 comments	 about	 himself	 in	

the	manuscript	 of	 his	 friend	Sir	Harold	Nicolson’s	
diaries,	Rose	is	delighted	to	discover	that	the	ashes	of	
Nicolson’s	wife	Vita	Sackville	West	were	interred	in	
her	inkpot.	But	on	re-reading	them	later	he	finds	himself	
irritated	 by	 the	 inclusion	 of	 the	mannered	 phrase-
making,	Harold’s	 cringing	 social	 subservice	 to	Vita	
and	his	dislike	of	Americans	and	Jews.	Interestingly	
the	comments	are	absent	from	the	published	edition.
While	society	is	becoming	less	deferential	he	delights	

in	the	young	woman	who	asks	where	servants	queue	
to	vote	 for	Sir	Henry	Page-Croft	 at	 an	election.	He	
notices	the	Queen’s	sulky	look	at	Princess	Margaret’s	
wedding	to	Tony	Armstrong-Jones	and	notes	her	icy	
opinion	 about	 the	Major	 government’s	 refusal	 to	
commission	a	new	royal	yacht.	But	he	declines	to	treat	
the	Royal	Family	as	fair	game	for	journalists,	refusing	
to	write	pryingly	about	the	Duke	of	Kent	(for	whom	

he	wrote	speeches)	while	feeling	under	no	obligation	
to	reveal	old	scandals	of	others,	even	in	footnotes.	In	
consequence	he	is	rewarded	by	the	Queen	Mother’s	
recollection	of	George	V	thumping	her	arm	black	and	
blue	as	he	told	her	jokes.	Rose	lovingly	recounts	the	
experience	of	dining	sumptuously	with	 the	Duke	of	
Windsor	in	Paris	and	being	surprised	to	discover	that	
he	had	a	marked	American	accent	in	later	life,	while	
his	Duchess	sounded	more	British.
Though	 never	 touched	 by	 personal	 scandal	 –	 ‘I	

would	 regard	 a	master	who	 seduced	 a	 pupil	with	
utmost	contempt,’	–	Rose	 is	distinctly	uneasy	about	
the	decriminalisation	of	homosexuality,	preventing	the	
Sunday Telegraph	from	serialising	James	Lees-Milne’s	
National	Trust	 diaries	 because	 of	 their	 homosexual	
content	and	spitefulness.
Gliding	through	the	Telegraph’s	office	with	his	half-

supercilious	smile,	he	seemed	to	exist	on	a	superior	
level	 to	others;	and	 I	must	admit	 to	my	satisfaction	
when	I	scooped	him	on	a	story	about	Malta	the	day	
before	he	arrived	on	the	island	to	reveal	it.	Yet	he	was	
the	 only	 remaining	man	whom	younger	 colleagues	
could	 consult	when	 constitutional	matters	were	 no	
longer	deemed	of	interest.	‘You	realise	that	you	and	I	
are	the	only	people	still	with	the	paper	in	the	slightest	
bit	 interested	 in	what	we’re	 talking	about’,	he	once	
told	me.
It	must	be	said	that	Rose	was	lucky	in	embarking	

on	his	 career	 in	 1951	when	 the	Telegraph	was	 still	
enjoying	a	slowly	rising	success	story	which	was	to	
be	punctured	by	the	invention	of	the	Internet.
Readers	 appreciated	Albany’s	 flowing	 narrative	

of	 upper	 class	 life	which	 left	 him	 the	 opportunity	
of	 successfully	 ordering	 his	 life,	 accumulating	 a	
comfortable	fortune	while	writing	his	biographies	and	
filling	his	London	house	with	 carefully	 dated	filing	
cabinets	for	the	diaries.	He	was	also	fortunate	to	have,	
as	the	unobtrusive	editor	of	this	book,	Richard	Thorpe,	
the	biographer	of	Prime	Ministers	Eden,	Macmillan	
and	Douglas-Home,	who	has	seen	the	volume	through	
the	press.	Later	 in	 the	year	Thorpe	will	bring	out	 a	
second	volume	covering	the	age	of	Margaret	Thatcher	
in	Rose’s	eyes.	 I	have	a	space	waiting	 for	 it	on	my	
shelves.
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Whiteness: the Original Sin	by	Jim	Goad,	Obnoxious	
Books,	2018,£10.79	on	Amazon.

The	West	Midlands	Fire	Brigade	demands	a	score	of	
70	from	white	men,	but	only	60	from	everyone	else.	
English	Heritage	 advertises	 jobs	 from	which	white	
people	 are	 explicitly	 banned	 from	 applying.	The	
Government’s	£90	million	‘Youth	Fund’	will	only	be	
made	available	to	young	people	from	black	and	ethnic	
minority	backgrounds.	And	so	on.	
In	his	blistering	new	book,	Whiteness: the Original 

Sin,	 the	American	 redneck	 provocateur	 and	white	
working-class	 columnist	 for	Taki Magazine,	 Jim	
Goad,	 shows	how	 this	 is	now	part	and	parcel	of	an	
all-out	war	on	white	people	–	waged	largely	by	white	
people,	 confusingly,	 although	with	 the	 support	 of	
many	non-whites.	The	defence	is	that	such	outrageous	
policies	aim	to	‘increase	diversity’	or	‘abolish	white	
supremacy’,	but	there	is	no	such	embrace	of	diversity	
in	Saudi	Arabia,	nor	distaste	for	‘Japanese	supremacy’	
in	Japan.	Quite	right	too.	Why	should	they	irrevocably	
change	their	ancestral	homelands?	
But	 then	why	 should	we,	 the	 peoples	 of	Europe?	

The	only	 answer	must	be	 that	unlike	other	 colours,	
whiteness	 is	 intrinsically	 evil,	 so	 there	must	 be	 no	
whites-only	countries	or	neighbourhoods,	schools	or	
professions.	Black	History	Month,	fine;	White	History	
Month	–	Nazi!	Whiteness	is	the	Original	Sin,	and	must	
be	abolished.	Any	who	 think	 this	 is	 an	exaggerated	
picture	of	the	anti-white	war	today	simply	haven’t	kept	
up	with	the	news.	Goad	bombards	us	in	his	customary,	
coruscating,	machine-gun	style,	with	facts,	stats,	and	
unforgettable	graphic	prose.	
Some	quotes	from	the	self-haters.	‘I	hate	whiteness.’	

‘Whiteness	 is	 like	herpes.’	 ‘Make	no	mistake	about	
it:	we	intend	to	keep	bashing	the	dead	white	males,	
and	the	live	ones,	and	the	females	too,	until	the	social	
construct	known	as	“the	white	race”	is	destroyed	–	not	
“deconstructed”	but	destroyed.’
This	last	was	from	Jewish	American	academic,	Noel	

Ignatieff,	whose	public	career	was	never	in	jeopardy	
from	such	statements.	This	tells	you	a	lot.	Nor	did	it	
harm	the	career	of	Professor	George	Ciccariello-Maher	
of	Drexel	University,	when	he	tweeted	last	year,	‘All	
I	want	for	Christmas	is	white	genocide’.	The	Prof	is	

Evil Whitey

Christopher Hart

white,	so	logically	he	could	have	started	the	ball	rolling	
by	hanging	himself	with	a	string	of	Christmas	fairy	
lights.	But	sadly	…
The	war	is	waged	to	justify	‘suppression,	silencing	

and	 displacement,’	 says	 Goad.	 To	make	 people	
accept	that	they	suddenly	have	no	right	to	their	own	
homelands,	and	will	be	replaced	within	two	or	three	
generations	without	 a	 shot	 being	fired,	 the	 powers	
that	 be	must	 engage	 in	 some	 pretty	 heavy-duty	
brainwashing,	mind-numbing	and	full-blown	threats.	
At	the	same	time,	if	a	dissenter	dares	to	point	out	that	
white	people	are	being	replaced	–	precisely	what	white	
liberals	are	aiming	for,	and	celebrating	–	that	dissenter	
will	be	called	a	white	racist.	
The	double	standards	are	everywhere.	Amid	the	hoo-

hah	of	the	Charlottesville	rally,	few	took	much	notice	
of	 black	vice-mayor	Wes	Bellamy’s	 tweets.	 ‘White	
chicks	the	devil.’	‘I	don’t	like	white	people	so	I	hate	
white	snow!!!’	Yes,	 that’s	right:	vice-mayor.	He	has	
now	been	rewarded	with	a	professorship	at	Virginia	
State	University.	The	delusional	nature	of	white-hating	
whites	 is	 truly	pathological.	White	 activist	Amanda	
Kijera	moved	to	the	black	paradise	of	Haiti,	was	raped	
all	 night	 long	 on	 a	 rooftop	 by	 a	 gang	 of	 her	 black	
‘brothers’,	and	subsequently	blamed	it	on	the	‘white	
patriarchy’,	members	 of	whom	were	 suspiciously	
absent	during	her	assault.	
Goad	 is	 consistently	 razor-sharp	 and	 funny	 as	 he	

covers	white	liberal	psychopathy,	BAME	power-play,	
and	 the	use	of	 the	word	‘racist’	as	an	 instrument	of	
oppression,	to	immobilize	any	native	resistance	to	the	
demographic	revolution.	As	the	diversity	project	begins	
to	fail,	suicidal	left-liberalism	to	totter,	and	nationalist	
populism	to	rise,	so	the	‘liberals’	become	ever	more	
tyrannical.	
He	covers	slavery	brilliantly.	In	today’s	discourse,	

the	word	slavery	exclusively	denotes	‘the	enslavement	
of	black	people	by	white	people,’	because	black	people	
are	perennial	victims	and	white	people	are	brutal	and	
evil.	It’s	bunk.	The	transatlantic	slave	trade	of	1500-
1800	–	as	opposed	to	other	forms	of	mass	enslavement	
practised	by	the	Arabs,	Berbers,	black	Africans,	Incas,	
Chinese	–	was	rather	the	enslavement	of	poor	black	
and	white	 people	 by	 rich	 black	 and	white	 people,	
including	English	aristos	and	African	chieftains.	The	
book	White Cargo	by	Don	Jordan	and	Michael	Walsh	
gives	a	good	account.	
And	if	there	is	racial	oppression	in	the	US	today,	it	is	

manifested	in	the	staggering	levels	of	black-on-white	
crime.	Goad	cites	statistics	from	the	US	government	
showing	that	in	one	year,	the	number	of	black-on-white	
rapes	 numbered	 37,460.	The	 number	 of	white-on-
black	rapes	was	listed	at	a	slightly	embarrassing	‘0.0	
per	cent’.	
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Our	own	government’s	report,	‘Race	of	victims	and	
perpetrators	of	violence	in	the	UK’	for	2016	reveals	
some	similarly	fascinating	figures,	if	you	are	prepared	
to	do	some	maths.	(Available	online.)	Or	just	consider	
the	national	fame	of	Stephen	Lawrence,	compared	to	
Kriss	Donald.	Why	is	this?	If	you’ve	never	heard	of	
Kriss	Donald,	see	‘The	Murder	of	Kriss	Donald’	on	
Wikipedia.	
The	urgent	thing	is	to	understand	the	toxic	psychology	

of	white	 delusion,	 and	here	Goad	 is	 very	 valuable.	
He	suggests	 that	one	driving	force	is	 the	irresistible	
recognition	 by	 all	 peoples,	 that	 the	world	 has	 been	
created	 by	white	men.	Brilliant	white	men	 created	
just	about	everything	we	value	today.	For	non-whites,	
this	can	be	anything	 from	 infuriating	 to	a	matter	of	
indifference.	For	white	 liberals,	 fanatically	 devoted	
to	the	idea	that	everyone	is	equal,	such	an	anomaly	is	
deeply	discomforting,	 and	produces	 a	 tortured	 self-
hatred.	
It’s	 rather	 endearing	when	Goad	 reveals	 he	 lives	

in	an	86	per	cent	black	neighbourhood	 in	 the	Deep	
South,	Georgia,	 and	 rubs	 along	way	better	with	his	
black	working-class	 neighbours	 than	with	white	
coastal	 liberals.	As	 he	 concludes,	 ‘self-hatred	 is	
never	 attractive,’	 adding,	 ‘I	 sure	 as	 hell	 hate	white	
people	these	days.’	They’re	such	pathetic,	grovelling	
specimens.	Heirs	to	the	incomparable	riches	of	Western	
Civilization,	they	are	dwarfs	sitting	on	the	shoulders	of	
giants.	Unfortunately	for	them,	non-white	people	don’t	
love	them	any	more	for	their	actions.	In	fact	they	are	
utterly	despised,	says	Goad,	and	deserve	to	be.	‘These	
squirming	white	worms	with	their	tacky	public	displays	
of	self-flagellation,	exulting	in	the	idea	of	their	own	
wickedness,	trying	to	drown	their	historical	sins	in	a	
cleansing	wave	of	softly	genocidal	immigration.’	

The Noble Liar: How and Why the BBC Distorts the 
News to Promote a Liberal Agenda,	Robin	Aitken,	
Biteback,	2018,	£12.99.

The	BBC	is	a	revered	institution.	A	valued	source	of	
news,	it	is	also	lauded	by	many	for	its	liberal	values.	
Yet	much	of	its	global	audience	does	not	embrace	the	
progressive	agenda.	On	a	widely-reported	case	of	a	
Saudi	woman	who	 renounced	her	 faith,	BBC	Asian	
Network	tweeted:	‘18-year-old	Rahaf	Mohammed	al-

A Well Meaning 
Goebbels

Niall McCrae

Qunun	fled	Saudi	Arabia	as	she	said	her	family	would	
kill	her	for	choosing	to	leave	Islam	–	do	you	respect	
her	decision?’	In	other	words,	should	this	poor	woman	
have	agreed	to	an	honour	killing?	In	a	similar	vein,	the	
BBC	Asian	Network	might	ask:	‘Thousands	of	men	
want	Asia	Bibi	stoned	to	death	for	insulting	Islam.	Do	
you	respect	their	wishes?’
An	 uncritical	 stance	 on	 barbarism	 is	 hardly	

progressive,	yet	 there	 is	consistency	in	 the	apparent	
contradictions	of	the	BBC.	The	subversive	philosophy	
of	moral	relativism	allows	feminism	and	Islam	to	be	
placed	on	 the	same	side,	as	 forces	 for	good	against	
social	conservatism.	Mental	gymnastics	are	performed	
by	Western	feminists	to	support	a	patriarchal	religious	
culture	 that	 controls	women,	 sees	 them	 as	 sexual	
temptresses	 (hence	 the	 veil	 and	waist	 padding)	 and	
banishes	them	during	menstruation.	Secular	feminists	
would	 abhor	 such	 misogynistic	 repression	 for	
themselves,	but	 they	promote	 the	strict	sex	division	
of	 Islam	 through	 the	 concept	 of	 intersectionality,	
meaning	 falling	between	 the	 interests	 of	 competing	
groups.	 In	 such	 a	 dilemma,	 a	Muslim	woman	 has	
two	grievance	cards	to	play:	gender	and	religion.	Her	
opponents	are	not	Muslim	men,	but	white	men	who	
argue	 for	 universal	 rights	 through	 thinly-disguised	
Islamophobia.	
The	BBC	 breaches	 its	 covenant	 of	 impartiality	

with	the	licence-paying	public,	by	always	supporting	
liberal-Left	identity	politics	against	traditional	beliefs.	
As	Aitken	explains,	it	uses	the	device	of	the	noble	lie	to	
present	complex	topics	such	as	abortion	or	euthanasia	
in	a	simplistic	dichotomy	of	tolerance	versus	bigotry.	
For	 example,	 the	 BBC	 constantly	 depicts	 Islam	
as	 a	 ‘religion	 of	 peace’.	That	 the	 vast	majority	 of	
followers	are	peaceful	is	despite	rather	than	because	of	
foundational	scripture,	which	contains	murderous	lines	
about	infidels.	Unlike	the	moral	messages	of	the	Bible,	
the	Koran	 is	 a	 rulebook,	 so	 it	 is	 not	 surprising	 that	
jihadists	believe	they	are	following	the	word	of	Allah.	
Who	do	 these	noble	 lies	 serve?	Not	primarily	 the	

disadvantaged	 themselves,	but	 the	privileged	 liberal	
elite	who	patronise	them	for	social	and	occupational	
reward.	An	 interesting	 theme	 in	Aitken’s	 book	 is	
meritocracy.	The	BBC	is	champion	of	an	intelligentsia	
that	 believes	 its	 educational	 and	 professional	
attainments	 justify	 their	 superior	 status	 in	 society,	
which	is	self-perpetuated	by	arranged	marriages	and	
sending	their	children	to	the	best	schools.	However,	the	
concept	of	meritocracy,	as	devised	by	Michael	Young,	
is	 fundamentally	misunderstood	 by	 its	 proponents.	
Young’s	 book	was	 dystopian	fiction,	 not	 a	manual	
for	fairness,	and	he	told	Tony	Blair	that	his	policies	
would	lead	to	the	opposite	of	the	‘classless	society’.	
With	 liberal	 views	 essential	 to	 career	 progress,	 the	

2019 Spring   41 25/02/2019   09:53



The Salisbury Review — Spring 201942Web:  www.salisburyreview.com

unenlightened	are	barred	by	social	closure.	
Meritocracy	illustrates	how	the	cloak	of	progressive	

values	 masks	 the	 truth.	 BBC	 news	 reports	 and	
commentary	 shape	 the	 debate	 by	 the	 control	 of	
language.	Adding	to	Aitken’s	examples,	consider	the	
recent	spate	of	anti-establishment	protests	in	London	
by	thousands	of	people	of	patriotic	or	populist	bent.	
The	BBC’s	favoured	tactic	is	to	ignore	things	it	doesn’t	
want	people	to	know	about:	small	demonstrations	for	
approved	causes	get	coverage,	but	not	larger	gatherings	
for	politically	incorrect	beliefs.	But	the	BBC	exploits	
any	opportunity	to	cast	the	latter	as	intolerant	or	stupid,	
finding	a	suitably	blunt	protester	as	a	caricature.	While	
left-wing	demonstrators	are	named	on	their	own	terms	
(e.g.	‘anti-fascists’),	supporters	of	Brexit	or	freedom	
of	speech	are	smeared	as	‘far	right’.	
As	Aitken	 argues,	 the	BBC	has	 changed	 society,	

using	 its	 position	 of	 influence	 to	 proselytise	 social	
liberal	values.	‘Auntie’	is	at	best	condescending	and	at	
worst	contemptuous	of	the	ordinary	people	who	have	to	
pay	a	tax	to	watch	television	(whether	or	not	they	watch	
the	BBC).	Why	continue	a	diet	that	makes	you	sick?	

Asperger’s Children: The Origins of Autism in Nazi 
Vienna,	Edith	Sheffer.	W	W	Norton,	2018,	£20.00,

Happening	to	carry	this	book	into	a	shop,	an	assistant	
saw	its	title	and	told	me	that	the	third	of	her	three	sons	
suffered	from	Asperger’s	Syndrome.	She	had	known	
that	soon	after	his	birth	that	something	was	wrong,	for	
he	was	different,	she	said,	from	her	other	two	boys;	
he	was	constantly	fractious,	impossible	to	comfort	and	
difficult	both	to	feed	and	to	cuddle.	Now	that	he	was	
several	years	older,	he	was	obsessed	by	spoons	to	the	
exclusion	of	almost	all	else:	he	collected	and	hoarded	
them,	 and	what	 he	 didn’t	 know	about	 them	wasn’t	
worth	knowing.
This	is	a	pattern	that	many	doctors	have	encountered,	

and	it	is	difficult	to	believe	that	it	does	not	have	some	
neurological	basis	or	that	it	could	be	merely	the	result	
of	 social	 pressure	 or	 conditioning.	But	 did	 it	 truly	
exist	before	someone	described	it	and	gave	it	a	name?	
Since	 the	 pattern	 is	 not	 common,	 recognition	 of	 it	
was	possible	only	after	 there	was	a	cadre	of	people	
who	 concerned	 themselves	with	 questions	 of	 child	
development	and	then	by	their	writings	alerted	doctors	
to	its	existence.	

Difficulty in 
Concentrating

Anthony Daniels

Asperger’s	syndrome,	named	after	the	Austrian	child	
psychiatrist	Hans	Asperger,	was	not	called	by	this	name	
until	1981,	though	by	now	it	is	so	familiar	that	it	seems	
always	to	have	been	known	by	this	appellation.	It	was	
Lorna	Wing,	an	eminent	British	psychiatrist	whose	own	
son	suffered	from	autism,	who	first	gave	it	currency,	
though	she	later	regretted	having	done	so.
Any	 psychiatrist	 who	 practised	 in	Germany	 or	

Austria	during	the	Third	Reich,	as	did	Asperger,	must	
prima facie be	 suspect	 at	 best	 of	 having	 remained	
culpably	silent	about	the	murder	of	tens	of	thousands	
of	 psychiatric	 patients,	 and	 at	 the	worst	 of	 having	
actively	perpetrated	mass	murder.	According	 to	 this	
well-written	 and	deeply-researched	book,	Asperger,	
though	not	actually	a	killer	himself,	was	far	from	an	
innocent	by-stander	of	the	killings	of	children	deemed	
useless	or	harmful	 to	 the	Reich.	 Indeed,	he	himself	
selected	 children	 for	 elimination	 by	 poisoning	 or	
neglect	in	the	institutions	to	which	he	sent	them,	and	
of	whose	infamous	maltreatment	he	must	have	known.
Asperger	was	 never	 a	member	 of	 the	Nazi	 Party	

and	 remained	 a	 practising	Catholic,	which	might	
have	made	him	suspect	in	the	eyes	of	the	regime,	but	
he	never	did	anything	to	repudiate	or	contradict	Nazi	
racial	 ‘science’;	 on	 the	 contrary,	 he	 accepted	Nazi	
medical	‘ethics’	without	demur.	His	saving,	or	at	least	
extenuating,	 grace	 is	 that	 at	 least	 he	 saw	potential	
value	in	some	autistic	children	whom	he	believed	to	
be	worth	saving.	If	he	was	instrumental	in	sending	a	
considerable	number	of	children	to	their	deaths	he	was	
probably	instrumental	in	saving	the	lives	of	at	least	an	
equal	number.	In	an	epoch	of	ethical	nadir,	this	was	an	
improvement	on	the	record	of	some	of	his	colleagues.			
The	 author	 traces	 the	 development	 of	Asperger’s	

diagnostic	 and	 therapeutic	 ideas.	He	 alone	was	 not	
responsible	for	them,	and	they	grew	out	of	a	certain	
cultural	 context.	There	were	 collectivist	 notions	 of	
health	and	child-development	in	Austria	and	elsewhere	
well	before	the	Nazi	rise	to	power,	and	the	supposed	
principles	 of	 eugenics	were	 taken	 as	 self-evidently	
true	or	valid	(when,	in	fact,	very	little	was	understood	
of	 the	mechanism	of	 heredity)	 by	 almost	 the	 entire	
political	spectrum,	G	K	Chesterton	being	one	of	the	
few	intellectuals	not	 to	be	dazzled	by	the	mirage	of	
solving	Man’s	problems	by	encouraging	the	fit	to	breed	
and	by	sterilisation	of	the	unfit.		
Asperger	 recognised	 a	 group	 of	 children	 who	

appeared	 not	 to	 have	 the	 normal	 ability	 to	 form	
relationships	with	 other	 people.	They	 ‘lacked	 an	
ability	to	take	an	interest	in	others,	to	be	with	them,’	
but	 nevertheless	might	 display	 special	 and	 indeed	
remarkable	 abilities.	Boys	were	much	more	 often	
affected	than	girls.	They	were	often	physically	clumsy.	
In	 fact,	what	 he	 described	was	 very	 similar	 to	 the	
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syndrome	as	described	in	the	tenth	edition	of	the	World	
Health	Organization’s	International Classification of 
Diseases,	which	is	still	in	use:

Asperger’s Syndrome is more common in boys than 
girls. An obsessive interest in a single subject is 
a major symptom. Some children with Asperger’s 
Syndrome have become experts on dinosaurs, makes 
and models of cars, even objects as seemingly odd as 
vacuum cleaners. Children with the Syndrome have 
trouble reading social cues and recognizing other 
people’s feelings. They may have strange movements 
or mannerisms. All of these make it difficult for them 
to make friends. Problems with motor skills are also 
common…

The	author	does	not	broach	the	subject	of	whether	
Asperger	 correctly	 identified	 a	 pattern	 of	 conduct	
that	exists,	or	whether	 that	pattern,	even	if	 it	exists,	
represents	a	disease	in	the	sense	of	being	caused	by	
a	 specific	pathology.	There	 are	 two	questions	 to	 be	
answered:	whether	 observers	 can	 reliably	 recognise	
the	pattern,	and	whether	the	pattern	has	any	validity	
as	an	entity.	We	can	all	of	us	reliably	recognise	men	
who	drive	green	cars,	for	example,	but	that	is	unlikely	
to	advance	our	understanding	of	 the	world	very	far.	
Moreover,	 the	 answer	 to	 the	 above	 two	 questions	
cannot	be	arrived	at	by	sifting	the	social	or	political	
milieu	in	which	they	first	arose,	however	repellent	it	
might	have	been.	
Doctors	in	Nazi	Germany	were	the	first	to	recognise	

the	link	between	smoking	and	lung	cancer,	but	that	does	
not	 undermine	 the	 reality	 of	 the	 link.	Nevertheless,	
there	 has	 been	 a	 reluctance	 to	 acknowledge	 their	
contribution,	and	increasingly	diseases	that	were	first	
fully-described	by	Nazi	doctors	and	called	after	them	
have	had	their	names	changed.	Thus,	even	if	Asperger’s	
Syndrome	were	to	be	proven	to	really	exist	as	a	disease	
entity,	complete	with	pathology	of	its	own,	it	would	
be	called	something	different	because	of	Asperger’s	
record.	
The	author	of	this	book,	however,	does	not	indulge	in	

easy	or	vehement	condemnation	of	Asperger	in	order	to	
display	her	own	moral	superiority.	A	certain	modesty	
is	 in	order:	we	have	none	of	us	been	put	 to	 the	 test	
(and	let	us	hope	that	we	never	are)	that	Asperger	was	
put	to.	But	the	author	makes	commendably	judicious	
use	of	 the	heart-rending	correspondence	of	children	
and	parents	who	were	subjected	to	the	Nazi	regime	of	
eugenics.	We	close	the	book	saying,	‘Never	again!’	–	
but	for	myself,	I	am	far	from	convinced	that	we	have	
been	fully	immunised	against	the	sickness.					

I am Dynamite! A Life of Friedrich Nietzsche,	Sue	
Prideaux, Faber	&	Faber,	2018,	hardback,	£25.

Friedrich	Nietzsche	(1844-1900)	is	the	great	iconoclast	
and	 firebrand	 of	 nineteenth	 century	 philosophy.	
Arguably	 as	 influential	 as	Marx,	 but	much	more	
misunderstood,	Nietzsche	has	had	great	(and	lasting)	
influence	 on	Western	 thought	 since	 about	 1890.	 In	
a	 new	biography,	 Sue	Prideaux	weaves	Nietzsche’s	
philosophical	 ideas	 into	 the	story	of	his	 life	 in	what	
we	 could	 call	 an	 ‘old-fashioned	 biography’	 that	
is	 enlightening	 and	 a	 compliment	 to	 the	 reader’s	
intelligence.
Nietzsche	was	born	in	Saxony;	as	a	child,	he	proved	

to	 be	 studious,	 intelligent	 and	 sensitive.	His	 sister	
Elisabeth	would	 play	 an	 important	 role	 in	 his	 life.	
Their	father,	a	conservative	pastor,	succumbed	to	an	
undiagnosed	degenerative	neurological	disease,	dying	
aged	35.	Nietzsche’s	maternal	line	also	suffered	from	
mental	illness	and	his	brother	died	in	infancy,	apparently	
from	a	condition	that	caused	seizures.	Thus	Nietzsche	
lived	 under	 the	 shadow	of	 hereditary	madness	 and	
premature	 death.	He	 suffered	 extreme	myopia	 and	
sensitivity	to	light	that	almost	crippled	him	and	which	
left	him	periodically	relying	upon	amanuenses.	He	was	
afflicted	by	nausea,	migraines,	rheumatism	and	other	
complaints	throughout	his	life.	
At	 the	German	 states’	most	 prestigious	 boarding	

school,	 the	 young	 scholar	 became	 devoted	 to	 the	
ancients.	The	theatre,	literature	and	philosophy	of	the	
Greeks	became	a	lodestar	for	Nietzsche.	He	went	on	
to	study	theology	and	classical	philology	at	Bonn	and	
Leipzig	universities.	So	promising	was	Nietzsche	that	
he	was	offered	a	professorship	before	his	doctorate	was	
awarded,	and,	at	the	age	of	24,	Nietzsche	became	the	
youngest	ever	professor	of	classics	at	Basel	University.	
To	secure	his	position	at	this	Swiss	university	Nietzsche	
rendered	himself	stateless	by	renouncing	his	Prussian	
citizenship	but	failing	to	pursue	Swiss	nationality.	He	
was	 –	 despite	 later	misrepresentation	 –	 sceptical	 of	
pan-Germanic	sentiment.
His	 passion	 for	music	 led	 him	 to	 consume	music	

compulsively.	He	was	a	skilled	pianist	but	a	mediocre	
composer.	He	 idolised	Wagner	 and	was	flattered	 to	
become	 a	 confidante	 and	 ally	 of	 the	 composer.	The	
young	philosopher	would	visit	Wagner	at	Tribschen,	
his	palatial	lakeside	villa	at	Lucerne,	in	meetings	that	
would	 be	 for	 both	 a	 communion	 sublime	 between	

Mad as a March Hare

Alexander Adams 
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two	great	minds	 in	 a	 place	 of	 splendour.	Nietzsche	
developed	an	infatuation	for	Cosima,	Wagner’s	wife,	
which	was	returned	in	the	form	of	affection	and	respect.	
Prideaux’s	experience	as	a	novelist	brings	vividness,	
engagement	and	gentle	humour	to	descriptions	of	these	
visits	to	Wagner’s	home.	
In	The Birth of Tragedy	(1872)	–	to	condense	it	to	the	

point	of	absurdity	in	this	review	–	Nietzsche	discerned	
tension	and	synthesis	between	Apollonian	and	Dionysian	
elements	in	culture.	The	Apollonian	is	orderly,	rational	
and	masculine	 and	finds	 greatest	 expression	 in	 the	
visual	 arts	which	 conveys	 enlightenment	 and	 grace	
(both	aesthetic	and	divine).	The	Dionysian	is	chaotic,	
sensual	and	feminine	and	finds	expression	in	music	and	
tragedy	which	inspires	through	the	sublime,	terrible	and	
sensual.	Nietzsche	saw	the	post-Socratic	(rationalistic)	
decline	of	tragedy	as	a	failure	to	fulfil	the	necessities	
of	 the	 art	 form;	 the	 saviour	 of	 tragedy	 could	 be	 a	
sublime	artist	such	as	Wagner.	The	book	sold	poorly	
and	it	alienated	many	academics	(who	claimed	it	was	
an	argument	from	ahistorical	premises).	
The	 inaugural	 Bayreuth	 festival,	 premiering	 the	

complete Ring Cycle,	 soured	Nietzsche	 on	Wagner.	
Wagner’s	 social	 pretensions	 and	material	 concerns	
were	the	antithesis	of	that	which	the	unworldly	artist	
needed	to	 liberate	a	stultified	culture.	His	next	book	
caused	a	bitter	rift	with	the	Wagners,	which	was	not	
fully	mended	before	Wagner’s	death	in	1883.	Nietzsche	
resigned	his	professorship	due	to	ill	health,	sold	most	of	
his	possessions	and	began	years	of	travel.	He	became	a	
solitary	ascetic	wanderer,	stateless,	wracked	by	ecstasy	
and	 despair,	wrestling	with	 profound	 questions	 of	
existence.	Blindness	apparently	encroaching,	Nietzsche	
stayed	at	numerous	resorts	attempting	to	save	his	sight	
and	 nurse	 his	 health,	 eking	 out	 a	modest	 pension.	
Frequently	unable	to	read	or	write	at	length,	he	refined	
his	thoughts	to	aphorisms.
In	 1882	Nietzsche	was	 contacted	by	Lou	Salomé,	

an	attractive	young	Russian	woman	who	had	decided	
to	start	a	ménage	a	trois	with	Nietzsche	and	Paul	Rée,	
Nietzsche’s	philosopher	friend.	‘For	all	her	professed	
devotion,	Lou	had	not	read	any	of	Nietzsche’s	books.’	
After	months	of	intense	dialogue	and	unconsummated	
flirtation,	Lou	left	Nietzsche	for	Rée.	Nietzsche	remained	
unmarried,	prone	to	brief	yet	powerful	infatuations	with	
women.	The	split	with	Lou	(encouraged	and	deepened	
by	 Elisabeth)	 inspired	misogynistic	 outbursts	 in	
Nietzsche’s	next	book	Thus Spake Zarathustra	(1883;	
first	version).	
In	his	following	books,	Nietzsche	addressed	religion	

and	ethics	more	directly.	Inspired	by,	but	later	critical	
of,	 Schopenhauer,	Nietzsche	 attempted	 to	 counter	
Schopenhauer’s	pessimism	with	a	vision	of	mankind	
transcending	the	shackles	of	religion	and	formulating	

a	 new	morality.	Nietzsche	 declared	 ‘God	 is	 dead’,	
analysed	 out	 of	 existence	 by	 science	 and	 reason.	
Nietzsche	argued	that	Christianity	was	a	slave	morality	
–	simply	a	rationalisation	of	humility	and	subservience.	
He	suggested	that	the	man	of	his	day	would	be	replaced	
by	the	Übermensch,	a	new	line	of	philosopher-heroes	
who	mastered	themselves	and	the	world	by	rejecting	
superstition.	This	prophecy	the	Nazis	later	appropriated	
in	their	concept	of	Aryan	superiority	enacted	through	
warfare,	eugenics	and	genocide,	something	Nietzsche	
neither	envisaged	nor	supported.
In	1885	Elisabeth	married	the	anti-Semite	Bernhard	

Förster.	The	descriptor	 is	 apt	 as	hatred	of	 Jews	was	
Förster’s	 obsession	 and	 livelihood.	He	was	 a	writer	
and	political	agitator;	he	produced	an	anti-Jew	petition	
addressed	to	Bismarck	that	was	so	vicious	that	even	
Wagner	would	not	sign	 it.	Förster	was	raising	funds	
and	 recruiting	 for	 a	 pureblood	Germanic	 colony	 in	
Paraguay;	Elisabeth	 aided	 him	 and	 donated	money.	
(There	is	a	detailed	and	amusing	account	of	the	short-
lived	fiasco	of	Nueva	Germania,	a	precarious	settlement	
on	loaned	land	in	a	dangerous	jungle.)	Nietzsche	found	
his	 new	brother-in-law’s	 ideas	 repellent	 and	wanted	
nothing	 to	 do	with	 him.	He	 repudiated	 his	 sister’s	
intensified	prejudice	against	Jews.	

Beyond Good and Evil	(1886)	was	a	breakthrough,	
catching	 the	attention	of	 intellectuals	and	 leading	 to	
the	 popularisation	 and	dissemination	 of	Nietzsche’s	
ideas.	Crowds	attended	lectures	about	this	barely	known	
author	 of	 obscure	 books	 containing	 inflammatory	
ideas.	To	both	rebels	and	conservatives,	his	writings	
seemed	 to	 articulate	 a	 dangerous	 heretical	 zeitgeist.	
His	writing	was	a	hammer	to	shatter	faith	in	monarchy,	
nation	 and	 church.	Now	 living	 in	Turin,	 donations	
from	 friends	 and	 admirers	 paid	Nietzsche’s	meagre	
rent	and	the	cost	of	self-publishing	books.	Increasingly	
prone	to	manic	episodes,	he	began	to	see	himself	as	a	
prophet.	He	would	explode	into	vitriolic	denunciations	
of	Christianity,	proclaiming	‘I	am	the	supreme	court	
of	appeal	on	earth’.	He	signed	his	letters	‘Crucified’,	
‘Caesar’	and	‘Dionysus’.	He	admitted	he	had	become	
prey	to	strange	obsessions,	reader	of	secret	signs,	slave	
to	uncontrollable	tics;	he	was	writing	four	books	which	
would	change	the	course	of	civilisation.	On	3	January	
1889,	while	attempting	to	prevent	a	horse	from	being	
beaten,	Nietzsche	suffered	a	complete	breakdown.	He	
never	regained	his	sanity.

Paresis	 and dementia paralytica	 due	 to	 tertiary	
syphilis	were	 diagnosed	 at	 hospital,	 but	 there	 seem	
well-founded	doubts	about	this.	He	did	not	display	the	
other	symptoms	of	tertiary	syphilis	and	lived	another	
11	years,	contrary	to	expectations	for	syphilis	sufferers.	
Plagued	 by	 violent	 outbursts,	 paranoia,	 delusions,	
kleptomania,	 incoherent	 speech	and	erotic	 fantasies,	
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he	was	 by	 then	 completely	 detached	 from	 reality.	
Although	 beyond	meaningful	 help,	 he	was	 treated	
kindly.	Disconcerted	visitors	remember	 the	formerly	
gentle	and	courteous	professor	howling	like	an	animal,	
incapable	of	 speech.	Prideaux	presents	 the	case	 that	
acceptance	of	syphilis	as	a	diagnosis	is	inadequate.
As	 Nietzsche	 drifted	 deeper	 into	 dementia,	 he	

was	 cared	 for	 by	 his	mother	 and	 later	 Elisabeth,	
who	returned	from	Paraguay	after	 the	suicide	of	her	
husband.	Income	from	his	books	sustained	the	family.	
Elisabeth	 compiled	 and	 edited	 unpublished	 papers,	
seeking	to	exclude	everything	critical	of	nationalism,	
anti-Semitism	and	her	personally.	In	coming	decades,	
garbled	 caricatures	 of	Nietzschean	 ideas	were	 cited	
as	the	prompts	for	immorality,	suicide,	cruelty,	crime	
and	murder.	After	 the	Nazis	 adopted	Nietzsche	 as	 a	
philosophical	 justification	 for	National	 Socialism,	
Elisabeth	and	Hitler	became	cordial	admirers	of	one	
another.	Hitler	attended	her	funeral	in	1935.	
Prideaux	is	the	author	of	acclaimed	biographies	of	

Edvard	Munch	 and	August	 Strindberg	 and	 handles	
the	 historical	 context	 of	 her	 subject	with	 assurance.	
The	book	is	well	written	and	enjoyable.	Inclusion	of	
notes,	index,	chronology,	bibliography	and	a	selection	
of	Nietzsche’s	 aphorisms	make	 this	 biography	 an	
excellent	guide	to	Nietzsche’s	unique	and	contentious	
contribution	to	history.	The	aphorisms	are	as	relevant	
today	as	they	were	at	the	time:	‘[The	state]	never	has	
any	use	for	truth	as	such,	but	only	for	truth	which	is	
useful	to	it.’	‘Convictions	are	more	dangerous	enemies	
of	truth	than	lies.’	
The	Symbolist	artist	Arnold	Böcklin	–	painter	of	the	

haunting	The Isle of the Dead –	appears	briefly	in	this	
book;	let	us	hope	that	Prideaux	adds	Böcklin	next	to	
her	series	of	related	biographies.

Queen of the Sea: A History of Lisbon,	Barry	Hatton,	
Hurst,	2018,	£14.99.

For the traveller who comes in from the sea, Lisbon 
even from afar, rises like a fair vision in a dream, 
clear-cut against a bright blue sky which the sun 
gladdens with its gold. And the domes, monuments, 
the old castles jut above the mass of houses, like 
far off heralds of this delightful seat, of this blessed 
region. (Fernando Pessoa)

Atlantic Star

Merrie Cave

Some	cities	you	visit	once	while	a	few	enchant	you	
to	return.	Lisbon	does	not	boast	the	grandeur	of	Paris	
or	Vienna	and	has	only	recently	become	a	tourist	hot	
spot	but	has	had	a	claque	of	discerning	travellers	since	
Byron’s	time.	Barry	Hatton	describes	Lisbon	as	a	mood	
‘which	 cannot	 be	 captured	 in	 a	 photo’	 and	 gallops	
through	the	centuries	imparting	shoals	of	fascinating	
historical	information.	The	chronology	is	not	always	
very	well	arranged	but	his	enthusiasm	will	encourage	
visitors	to	learn	more	about	Portugal’s	colourful	history	
and	explore	Lisbon’s	attractions.
You	can	see	the	magnificent	Tagus	estuary	with	its	

magical	light	blending	into	the	Atlantic	from	most	parts	
of	 the	 city.	 Portugal’s	 estuaries	 are	 highly	 strategic	
as	well	 as	 beautiful;	 no	wonder	Britain,	 the	 ‘oldest	
ally’,	was	eager	to	keep	in	with	or	control	Portuguese	
governments	to	retain	access	to	them.	Ordinary	people	
in	 Lisbon	 are	 friendly,	 delighted	 to	 practise	 their	
English	and	share	some	English	habits	like	grumbling	
about	the	weather.
Lisbon’s	Alfama	 district	was	 first	 settled	 by	 the	

Phoenicians	 followed	 by	 the	Romans.	After	 three	
centuries	of	barbarian	rule	the	Moors	arrived	until	they	
were	dislodged	by	the	only	successful	engagement	of	
the	Second	crusade	in	1147.	The	siege	of	Lisbon	was	
known	 as	 the	 ‘nation’s	 birth	 certificate’,	 but	 it	was	
another	100	years	before	the	Moors	were	driven	out	
of	the	rest	of	the	country.	
By	 the	 16th	 century	 Portugal	 held	 the	 ‘gorgeous	

East	in	fee’	long	before	Venice,	while	explorers	like	
Vasco	da	Gama	opened	Europe’s	eyes	to	the	rest	of	the	
world.	The	great	monastery	of	Belem	commemorates	
Portugal’s	 successful	 voyages	while	 her	 ferocious	
conquests	 in	Asia	 and	Africa	made	Lisbon	 and	 its	
busy	port	a	wonder	for	other	Europeans.	Visitors	 to	
Lisbon	were	 fascinated	by	 its	wealth	and	 its	 sights:	
the	Asian	and	African	people	mingling	with	northern	
European	merchants,	shops	full	of	exotic	goods,	spices	
and	vegetables,	parrots	and	monkeys.	Exotic	animals	
were	kept	in	the	royal	palace	and	King	Manuel	sent	a	
white	elephant	to	Pope	Leo	X	and	a	rhino	which	didn’t	
survive	 the	 journey	but	which	was	 immortalized	 in	
Durer’s	woodcut.	Today	much	of	the	city	still	has	an	
African	ethos	mainly	because	of	the	return	of	settlers	
from	the	former	colonies	(retornados)	since	 the	 late	
seventies	and	eighties.	The	Portuguese	were	the	first	
to	settle	in	Africa	and	Asia	and	the	last	to	leave.	
‘You	 search	 for	 Lisbon	 and	 it’s	 not	 there.’	 On	

All	 Saints	Day	1755	Lisbon	 experienced	 the	worst	
earthquake	 in	 European	 history	 followed	 by	 a	
tsunami	 on	 the	Tagus.	Two	 thirds	 of	 its	 buildings	
were	destroyed,	with	only	the	Alfama	and	a	few	other	
districts	 surviving.	This	 calamity	 is	 associated	with	
the	Marquis	of	Pombal	whose	outstanding	leadership	
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restored	Lisbon’s	fortunes.	King	Jose	1	gave	him	a	free	
hand	to	rebuild	north	of	the	city	on	a	grid	pattern.	The	
new	Baixa	district	now	looked	northern	European	in	
contrast	with	the	more	African	Alfama.	The	nation’s	
gratitude	to	Pombal	was	short	lived	because	he	refused	
to	 attribute	 the	 disaster	 to	 sin	 thus	 incurring	 the	
hostility	of	the	church.	After	King	Jose	died	Pombal	
was	forgotten	until	1934	when	his	achievements	were	
celebrated	on	a	colossal	statue	near	the	Pombal	metro.
The	Napoleonic	wars	 blighted	 both	Portugal	 and	

Spain’s	development	in	the	19th	century,	with	Lisbon	
remaining	like	a	large	village	for	much	of	it.	At	least	
Portugal	 got	 a	 constitution	 in	 1820	 but	 quarrelling	
among	 the	 royal	 family	 brought	minor	 civil	wars	
between	 traditionalists	 and	 liberals	whose	 victory	
brought	 about	 the	 confiscation	 of	 convents	 and	
monasteries.	Many	secular	buildings	in	Lisbon	were	
originally	religious;	the	famous	Carmo	convent	became	
a	police	barracks.	
Politics	were	 still	 stormy	 in	 the	 20th	 century	 and	

after	 the	murder	of	 the	King	 in	1908	 the	monarchy	
was	 doomed	but	 a	Republic	 (1911)	 did	 not	 restore	
stability.	In	16	years	there	were	eight	Presidents	and	
45	governments	punctuated	by	hundreds	of	bombs	and	
riots	in	the	streets	while	a	banking	scam	destroyed	any	
faith	in	the	financial	system.	In	1926,	the	Republic	was	
ended	by	a	military	coup.
Even	Pessoa,	 the	eminent	poet,	 realized	 there	had	

to	 be	 some	 kind	 of	 benign	 authoritarianism	 after	
years	of	strife.	After	 two	years	of	musical	chairs	an	
insignificant	Professor	of	Economics	 from	Coimbra	
agreed	to	become	the	Head	of	State	provided	he	had	
full	control	over	the	finances.	So	Salazar	became	the	
dictator,	 Portuguese	 style;	 grossly	 under-estimated	
he	 lasted	 until	 the	 late	 sixties.	Unlike	 his	 ruthless	
neighbour	 Franco	 and	 the	 other	 dictators,	 Salazar	
shunned	the	limelight	but	just	wanted	to	do	his	duty	
running	the	country	and	balancing	the	books.	Portugal	
was	the	‘land	of	mild	customs’	so	Salazar	did	not	revive	
capital	punishment	which	had	been	abolished	in	1867.	
Indeed	the	leader	of	the	underground	Communist	party	
was	allowed	to	take	his	law	exams	in	prison.	When	
the	prisons	were	flung	open	in	1974	there	were	about	
200	people	and	not	many	more	during	Salazar’s	more	
repressive	years.	Today	no	trace	of	Salazar	exists:	no	
statue	or	tablet	and	Lisbon	is	keen	on	them	–	like	the	
French,	 they	 like	 to	 remember	writers	 and	 soldiers	
as	well	as	politicians	in	their	streets	and	squares;	he	
has	been	expunged	from	the	national	memory.	This	is	
unfair.	In	ten	years	he	vastly	improved	the	infrastructure	
particularly	of	Lisbon:	the	first	bridge	over	the	Tagus	
was	built	in	1966,	he	built	dams	throughout	the	country	
and	introduced	low	cost	housing	for	low	paid	workers	
who	were	granted	ownership	after	25	years.	

He	kept	Portugal	out	of	the	Second	World	war	and	
ensured	 Franco	 did	 too.	 Lisbon	would	 have	 been	
a	 fascinating	 place	 then,	 a	 junction	 between	 the	
protagonists	 full	 of	 intrigues	 and	 spies.	Getting	 to	
Lisbon	was	a	refugees’	or	an	escaping	airman’s	dream	
looking	for	a	boat	or	plane	to	take	them	to	England	
or	America.	
Lisbon	 does	 not	 let	 you	 forget	 the	 ‘Carnation	

revolution’	of	1974	instigated	by	the	army,	for	many	
of	Lisbon’s	 streets	 commemorate	 its	 events.	 In	 the	
end	the	46-year	dictatorship	collapsed	because	of	the	
unwinnable	wars	in	Portugal’s	colonies.	Salazar	had	
never	 understood	 their	 problems	 and	 never	 visited	
them.
Portugal’s	membership	 of	 the	EEC	brought	 huge	

benefits	lifting	many	out	of	poverty	and	transforming	
Lisbon’s	infrastructure.	The	building	of	the	stunning	
Vasco	da	Gama	Bridge	illustrates	Portugal’s	journey	
from	an	underdeveloped	southern	European	country	
to	a	modern	nation.	The	change	from	the	eighties	is	
startling	while	 the	 grants	 from	 the	EU	have	on	 the	
whole	 been	 used	well,	 but	 despite	 its	 new	 clothes,	
Lisbon	has	not	lost	its	spell.	

Judges, Judging and Humour, eds	 Jessica	Milner	
Davis	and	Sharyn	Roach	Anleu,	Palgrave	Macmillan,	
2018,	£123.
The Languages of Humour, ed	 	Arie	 Sover,	
Bloomsbury	Academic,	2018,	£85.50.

Humour	 is	 a	 serious	 business	 these	 days,	 and	 some	
humour	 scholars	 take	 themselves	 very	 seriously.	 I	
had	not	realized	how	serious	it	all	was	until	I	was	at	
the	annual	conference	of	the	International	Society	for	
Humour	Studies,	 held	 this	 year	 in	Tallinn.	My	 late	
husband,	Christie	Davies,	who	died	last	year,	was	an	
acknowledged	humour	 expert,	 particularly	on	 jokes,	
but	he	wore	his	scholarship	very	lightly.	He	sometimes	
said	that	the	Eleventh	Commandment	was	‘Thou	shalt	
not	write	 jargon’:	 if	 something	was	worth	 saying,	 it	
should	be	 in	plain	 language,	 accessible	 for	 as	many	
people	as	possible.	This	did	not	always	win	him	friends.	
I	should	declare	an	interest	in	writing	about	these	two	
books.	Both	are	collections	of	articles	by	known	experts	
about	various	aspects	of	humour,	and	in	both	the	first	
article	is	by	Christie.	So	of	course	I	think	these	books	
are	interesting.

Mice Burying  
the Cat

Jan Davies
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Arie	Sover’s	book	looks	at	different	types	of	humour,	
both	verbal	and	visual	–	jokes,	satire,	caricature,	stage	
and	film	 comedy,	 slapstick	 and	 clowns.	Again	 each	
article	 comes	with	 its	 own	bibliography	 and	 notes.	
I	 found	 the	article	on	Soviet	 caricatures	particularly	
interesting.	The	development	can	be	traced	back	to	the	
caricature	of	‘Mice	Burying	the	Cat’,	1725,	the	year	
of	Peter	 the	Great’s	death.	There	was	a	brief	period	
after	the	Revolution	when	caricature	flourished	before	
the	Stalinist	repressive	period,	when	the	regime	used	
caricature	for	its	own	purposes.	‘Satire	and	caricature	
are	often	associated	with	dissent	and	opposition’	but	
in	Russia	they	served	the	regime,	making	fun	of	the	
Soviets’	enemies.
Both	of	these	books	contain	gems	which	will	be	of	

interest	 to	 general	 readers,	 but	 occasionally	 there	 is	
a	hint	at	the	acrimonious	discussions	that	sometimes	
occur	about	 theories	of	humour.	Christie	asserted	 in	
his	 article	 in	Arie	 Sover’s	 book	 ‘Jokes	 are	 oral….	
aggression	or	intention	can	only	be	found	in	a	particular	
telling…’	Context	is	everything.	Sometimes	at	the	ISHS	
conference	when	squabbles	broke	out	I	was	reminded	
of	being	in	a	bird	hide	on	the	Norfolk	coast	listening	
to	bird	watchers	 squabbling	over	what	 they	were	or	
were	not	observing.	Not	being	able	to	put	a	definitive	
label	on	to	a	bird	which	was	prancing	in	the	mud	was,	
for	them,	very	frustrating.	But	defining	categories	and	
then	making	lists	of	what	goes	into	them	is	sometimes	
of	 limited	 value.	As	Christie	 put	 it,	 the	most	 usual	
intention	of	a	joke	–	and	I	would	suggest	most	other	
forms	of	humour	–	is	to	get	the	biggest	possible	laugh.	

The Scottish Clearances: A History of the 
Dispossessed, 1600-1900,	T	M	Devine,	Allen	Lane,	
2018,	£25.

When	 everything	 from	 a	 Jamie	Oliver	 recipe	 to	 a	
white	comedian	with	dreadlocks	is	arraigned	for	the	
crime	of	cultural	appropriation,	not	the	least	surprising	
discovery	in	this	book	is	the	extent	to	which	Highland	
Scots	 culture	 is	 beset	 by	 it.	 From	 the	 celebrity	
conductor	and	violinist	Andre	Rieu	playing	Highland 
Cathedral,	the	work	of	two	Germans,	accompanied	by	
massed	pipe	bands,	to	the	hundreds	of	re-enactment	
events	carried	out	across	Europe	by	people	with	no	
ties	to	Scotland,	it	seems	that	it	is	fair	game	for	anyone	
worldwide	to	don	the	tartan.	Though	T	M	Devine	finds	

The Scottish Troubles

Brian Eassty

Judges, Judging and Humour	 discusses	 both	
jokes	and	 tales	about	 judges	and	 the	way	humour	 is	
sometimes	used	by	judges	in	court.	Apparently,	there	
are	 not	many	 jokes	 told	 about	 judges	 in	 England,	
though	they	are	found	in	the	USA.	Christie	asserts	that	
this	may	be	because	English	judges	are	aloof	and	not	
susceptible	to	corruption;	instead,	we	have	anecdotes.	
I	tried	to	think	back	through	my	own	experience	of	the	
criminal	courts,	and	I	can	remember	no	jokes	told	about	
judges	in	general	but	I	can	recall	humorous	stories	about	
particular	judges.	Such	stories	date.	The	judge	becomes	
older	and	retires	from	the	Bench	and	so	the	number	of	
people	who	will	remember	him	–	it	is	usually	‘him’	–	
dwindles	and	the	story	ceases	to	amuse.
It	was	 said	 of	 one	 judge	 that	 he	 had	 before	 him	

a	 defendant	 pleading	 guilty	 to	 having	 had	 carnal	
knowledge	of	a	duck.	Defence	counsel	was	trying	to	
mitigate	and	at	repeated	intervals	the	judge	interrupted	
him	with	‘But	what	am	I	to	say	to	the	animal	lovers	of	
Hertfordshire?’	Eventually	defence	counsel	retorted	in	
exasperation:	‘Your	Honour,	it	must	be	clear	by	now	
that	my	client	counts	himself	among	their	number’.
Like	all	 such	 tales,	no	one	ever	 recalled	 the	name	

of	 the	 case	 or	 the	 name	of	 defence	 counsel	 and	 no	
one	could	say	what	happened	next.	Very	probably	the	
incident	 never	 happened.	The	 retort	may	have	been	
what	counsel	would	have	said	had	he	been	sufficiently	
quick	witted,	 or	 indeed	 the	 story	might	 have	 been	
told	 imagining	what	 that	 particular	 judge,	 noted	 for	
appearing	 to	be	asleep	when	he	wasn’t,	would	have	
said	in	such	circumstances.
Anecdotes	are	said	to	be	the	folklore	of	barristers.	

Also	 discussed	 are	 the	ways	 in	which	 humour	 can	
be	 used	 in	 exchanges	 between	 judges	 and	 counsel,	
in	 ‘competitive	 badinage’.	 I	 can	 think	 of	 various	
occasions	 in	which	 the	 presiding	 judge	 at	Reading,	
Judge	Murchie,	 now	 sadly	 deceased,	would	 gently	
remind	‘London	counsel’	that,	for	example,	they	did	
not	know	that	going	into	The	Boar’s	Head	‘ought	to	
be	a	criminal	offence	in	itself’	or	that	when	Concorde	
was	flying	overhead,	which	it	did	every	morning,	they	
should	not	try	to	speak	until	it	had	gone.	The	Boar’s	
Head	was	shut	down	many	years	ago	and	Concorde	
flies	 no	more.	Very	 soon	 the	 people	who	 remember	
Judge	Murchie	with	affection	and	tell	tales	of	his	wit	
will	have	gone	too.
This	book	does	not	just	concentrate	on	the	courts	of	

England	and	Wales.	There	are	articles	about	America,	
Australia,	Sweden	and	Brazil	 and	 a	very	 interesting	
article	by	Jessica	Milner	Davis	tracing	the	development	
of	the	judge	in	comedy	from	Aristophanes’	Lysistrata 
through	 to	modern	 times.	 Each	 article	 has	 its	 own	
bibliography	 for	 those	who	wish	 to	 take	 the	 study	
further.
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this	perplexing,	he	does	not	object	to	it	per se.	Instead	
he	highlights	it	to	clarify	the	extent	to	which	Highland	
culture	 and	 history	 has	 become	 synonymous	with	
Scottish	culture	and	history	around	the	world	with	the	
Lowland	story	sidelined,	particularly	about	the	mass	
evictions	of	 the	 eighteenth	and	nineteenth	centuries	
known	as	the	clearances.
Devine	 intends	 to	set	 the	record	straight	and	does	

not	wait	long	before	blaming	this	imbalance	on	The 
Highland Clearances,	 a	 book	which	 cemented	 the	
clearances	as	a	specifically	Highland	phenomenon	in	
the	public	mind.	John	Prebble’s	book	is	written	with	
an	imaginative	immediacy	which	has	kept	it	in	print	
since	it	was	first	published	in	1963.	It	tells	a	vivid	tale	
of	 good	 tenants	 and	 evil	 landlords,	 largely	 derived	
from	late	nineteenth	century	works,	such	as	Donald	
MacLeod’s	Gloomy Memories of the Highlands of 
Scotland.	However,	 Prebble’s	 distaste	 for	 original	
research	mean	that	academic	historians	do	not	rate	his	
work	much.	Nonetheless	his	book	has	been	influential	
in	imbuing	Highland	history	with	its	sheen	of	romantic	
suffering,	which	has	 led	 some	American	 tourists	 to	
display	that	most	unlovely	of	emotions	–	persecution	
envy.	Devine	tells	the	tale	of	one	most	disappointed	
to	discover	that	his	forebears	were	from	the	industrial	
town	of	Motherwell	rather	than	crofters	on	Skye.
Since	Prebble	some	writers	have	taken	an	even	more	

extreme	view	of	the	barbarity	of	the	clearances	with	
accusations	of	genocide	and	comparisons	between	the	
landlord’s	 factors	 and	Nazis	 such	 as	Eichmann	 and	
Heydrich.	Devine	devotes	an	appendix	to	a	selection	
of	them.	Though	he	finds	their	rhetoric	overblown,	he	
occasionally	ascribes	a	racist	motive	to	the	treatment	
of	 the	Gaels.	At	 one	point,	 thankfully	 only	 one,	 he	
fashionably	attempts	to	medicalise	it	and	uses	the	word	
‘Scotophobia’	but	when	he	is	content	to	rely	on	plain	
old	‘racism’	to	describe	the	change	in	attitude	to	the	
famine	that	beset	the	Highlands	in	the	late	1840s,	it	is	
easier	to	see	what	he	is	getting	at.	The	initial	response	
showed	the	best	of	Victorian	attitudes	to	charity;	more	
than	 two	hundred	 thousand	pounds	was	 raised,	 the	
equivalent	of	sixteen	million	today.	But	compassion	
fatigue	soon	set	 in	with	a	need	 to	discover	why	 the	
Gael	was	the	author	of	his	own	misfortune.	The	image	
of	 the	 ‘indolent’	Highlander	was	 compared	 to	 the	
‘industrious’	Lowlander	in	the	newspapers	with	a	more	
heavy-handed	approach	to	famine	relief.	
A	more	 rational	 contrast	 between	Highland	 and	

Lowland	Scots	 informs	 this	 book	 and	 it	 focuses	on	
the	nature	of	 the	different	opportunities	available	 to	
them.	If	the	Lowlanders	were	more	industrious	it	was	
because	they	had	greater	access	to	industry,	specifically	
the	textile	industries	expanding	into	villages	and	small	
towns	in	the	area.	Where	they	remained	on	the	land	as	

agricultural	workers	or	hinds,	they	had	some	security,	
which	 allowed	 them	 to	 face	 the	 future	with	more	
confidence.	The	Agricultural	 revolution	 in	 agrarian	
practices	caused	much	anxiety	in	the	Highlands	and	
indeed	in	England	where	the	Captain	Swing	riots	were	
taking	place.
Life	 in	 the	Highlands	was	 determined	 by	 one’s	

place	 in	 the	clan.	Devine	does	much	to	explain	 this	
hierarchy	outlining	the	difference	between	a	tacksman,	
a	leaseholder	related	to	the	chief	who	would	sublet	land	
to	those	of	lower	status,	a	cottar,	allowed	to	occupy	a	
small	patch	of	land	in	return	for	labouring	for	a	tenant	
farmer,	and	a	crofter	who	occupied	a	small	independent	
agricultural	landholding.	Clans	had	a	longevity,	which	
bred	reliance	and	loyalty,	though	Devine	is	clear	that	
this	was	often	overlaid	with	romantic	myths	about	their	
ancient	origins.	One	of	the	clans	declared	that	one	of	
its	 founding	 fathers	was	King	Arthur,	 another	Pope	
Gregory	the	Great.	The	reality	was	less	exciting	with	
many	clan	origins	 traceable	back	only	 as	 far	 as	 the	
thirteenth	century.	They	were	more	ethnically	diverse	
in	their	origins	than	might	be	expected	though,	some	
having	roots	in	Norse	or	even	Flemish	families.	The	
clans	derived	their	power	from	the	remoteness	of	the	
Highlands,	which	Kings	of	Scotland	 found	difficult	
to	subdue.	They	filled	the	power	vacuum	and	brought	
order.	Daniel	Defoe	in	his	Tour Through The Whole 
Island Of Great Britain observed	the	‘fierce,	fighting	
and	furious’	Highlanders	subdued	by	the	‘good	conduct	
of	their	chiefs	and	heads	of	clans.’	Though	it	was	far	
from	 true	 that	 every	 clansman	 could	 trace	 a	 blood	
kinship	to	his	chief,	they	showed	a	loyalty	in	times	of	
war	in	return	for	security	in	times	of	peace,	which	a	
king	might	envy.	
Even	before	1745,	 this	had	become	an	intolerable	

state	of	affairs	for	the	Hanoverians.	From	1725,	a	road	
building	programme	aimed	to	combat	the	remoteness	
that	 fuelled	 the	 clan	 chiefs’	 power.	After	 1745,	 a	
crackdown	was	launched	on	clan	culture,	even	though	
as	Devine	makes	clear,	the	clans	were	not	uniformly	in	
support	of	the	uprising.	Highland	dress	was	banned	and	
certain	clan	chiefs’	privileges	abolished.	Dr	Johnson	
was	not	alone	in	ascribing	the	taming	of	the	clans	to	
these	measures.
Yet	in	truth	the	government	‘pacification’	only	sealed	

a	decline,	which	had	begun	many	decades	before	for	
economic	reasons.	The	dutchas,	the	obligations	on	clan	
chiefs	to	provide	for	their	clansmen	in	return	for	service	
began	to	look	less	attractive	than	a	simple	relationship	
of	landlord	and	tenant.	From	the	other	side,	however,	
one	can	see	how	this	would	create	a	visceral	feeling	of	
betrayal,	which	would	fester	for	generations.
The	Lowlanders	 seem	 to	 have	 had	 none	 of	 this	

emotional	 baggage	 attached	 to	 the	 process	 of	
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dispossession,	 which	 may	 be	 one	 reason	 why	
Clearances	had	been	taking	place	in	the	lowlands	for	a	
generation	or	two	by	this	point	with	little	protest.	The	
impetus	was	 the	 same	 though.	The	growth	of	 cities	
was	leading	to	an	increased	demand	for	meat	and	the	
temptation	to	‘improve’	huge	arable	or	mixed	estates	
by	 turning	 them	over	 to	 less	 labour-intensive	 sheep	
and	cattle	was	very	tempting	whether	from	a	motive	of	
economic	good	sense	or,	in	Prebble’s	view,	excessive	
debts	caused	by	the	consumerist	obsessions	of	lairds	
and	their	families	increasingly	living	in	Edinburgh	or	
south	of	the	border.
Much	of	the	evidence	for	why	clearance	happened	

differently	in	different	parts	of	Scotland	is	in	the	form	
of	 demographic	 statistics	 and	Devine	 drills	 down	
very	deep	into	these	even	at	parish	roll	level	to	make	
his	 points.	This	 scientific	 style	 is	 quite	 different	 to	
Prebble’s.
But	there	is	one	point	where	they	both	use	the	same	

story:	The	cleared	people	of	Glencalvie	were	forced	to	
seek	shelter	in	the	church	at	Croik	in	1845,	scratching	
a	poignant	message	on	the	windowsill	of	the	kirk	that	
they	saw	their	plight	as	a	divine	punishment.	
Many	visitors	to	the	Highlands	today	see	a	wilderness	

rather	than	a	derelict,	once	populated	area.	As	Devine	
points	out,	elements	of	clan	culture	–	the	distribution	
of	 inherited	 land	between	siblings,	 the	allocation	of	
land	 to	 soldiers	 returning	 from	 the	Napoleonic	War	
–	made	 it	 an	 ‘overpopulated	 rural	 slum’	 before	 the	
Clearances.	This	profound	change	was	bound	to	lead	
to	enduring	bitterness.	Devine	tells	us	that,	like	Oxford	
with	Rhodes	and	London	with	Nelson,	the	Highlands	
has	its	own	statue	controversy.	That	of	the	first	Duke	
of	Sutherland	above	Golspie	has	been	attacked	several	
times.	Yet	historians	like	Devine	remind	us	of	a	more	
nuanced	view	than	that	of	the	iconoclasts.	Sutherland	
did	entertain	clearances	on	his	estates	but	only	after	
he	had	tried	and	failed	to	find	alternative	employment	
for	his	people.	Must	Sutherland	fall?

Same-Sex Parenting Research: A Critical 
Assessment,	 Walter	 R	 Schumm,	Wilberforce	
Publications	Limited,	2018,	£14.

‘Good	Riddance’	cried	Evan	Harris	for	the	Government	
in	2008,	when	the	‘need	of	a	child	for	a	father’	was	
removed	from	the	Human	Fertilization	and	Embryology	
Act.	This	had	been	judgemental,	anachronistic	and	an	

The Gay Inquisition

Patricia Morgan

‘unjustifiable	discrimination	against	gay	people	and	
single	women’	 as	Harris	 repeated	 the	mantra	 that	
‘children	do	very	well	brought	up	by	lesbian	couples	
and	solo	parents’.	Abolition	‘was	an	essential	measure	
in	ensuring	that	the	child	came	first’.	
It	 has	 remained	 a	 cast	 iron	 certainty	 that	 LGBT	

parents	 are	 no	 different	 or	 even	 superior	 compared	
to	 heterosexual	 families.	Any	 troubles	 are	 due	 to	
heteronormality	or	heterosexism.	Two	mothers	parent	
better	 than	one.	Two	fathers	prove	how	a	mother	 is	
unimportant	and	that	biological	links	are	unnecessary	
for	 child	 development.	A	well-developed	 body	 of	
evidence	has	purportedly	settled	matters	for	good	and	
no	 studies	 show	 any	 problems.	The	 ‘research’	 that	
Harris	waved	 in	 parliament	 is	 typical	 of	 the	 genre,	
with	its	sample	of	17	solo	donor	inseminated	mothers	
reporting	on	their	two	year	olds’	great	development.	
Can	anyone	persist	in	believing	that	researchers	are	

unbiased	and	objective	and	that	their	findings	are	not	
manipulated	 to	 serve	 social	 and	 political	 agendas?	
Whether	 in	 public	 debate	 or	 academia,	 arguments	
and	 false	 information	 gain	 validity	 through	 sheer	
repetition,	regardless	of	their	factual	accuracy.	Courts,	
politicians,	parliaments	and	professional	organisations	
now	fawningly	accept	 the	words	of	 identity	groups.	
Much	 of	 social	 science	 ‘research’	 is	 conducted	 by	
organisations	with	 political	 objectives	 that	 are	 then	
paid	public	money	to	advance	their	causes.	
As	 told	 by	Walter	 Schumm,	 science	 has	 truly	 been	

‘thrown	under	 the	 bus’	 in	 the	 interests	 of	 politics	 and	
ideology	 and	 the	 corruption	 grows.	 It	 is	 present	 in	
the	 imposition	 that	 sexual	 identity	 is	 not	 a	matter	 of	
physiology	and	chromosomes,	but	choice	and	feeling,	or	
that	intelligence	is	all	down	to	environment,	not	genes	
–	a	Communist	Lysenkoism	which	abnegates	evolution.	
Trespassing	 on	 identity	 groups’	monopolisation	

of	 information	or	deviating	from	their	constructions	
risks	anathematisation.	Breaking	the	mould,	a	recent	
US	 nationally	 representative	 study	 by	 independent	
researchers	compared	how	2,988	young	adults	(aged	
18-39)	from	a	variety	of	different	backgrounds	fared	on	
40	different	social,	emotional,	and	relational	outcomes.	
What	came	out	was	just	how	unrepresentative	typical	
convenience	 samples	 have	 been	 –	with	 their	 self-
selected,	 upper-middle-class,	 well-educated	 and	
prosperous	lesbians	‘out’	in	the	‘community’.	There	
was	not	a	 fabulous	 ‘new	kind	of	parent	 for	a	child’	
but	messy	turmoil.	
Researcher	Mark	Regnerus	 suffered	 a	 deluge	 of	

appalling	 abuse	 from	media	 and	 LGBT	 bodies;	
facing	 an	 extensive	 inquisitional	 enquiry	 as	 his	
reputation	and	career	were	jeopardised.	Appointment	
committees	examine	candidates	for	homophobia	and	
throughout	 employment	 an	 accusation	 can	mean	
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summary	dismissal,	with	careers	lost,	businesses	and	
lives	ruined.	Those	in	identity	groups	occupy	special	
‘protected	categories’	where	any	criticism	or	departure	
from	their	perspectives	is	a	damaging	‘hate’	missive	
which,	like	casting	the	evil	eye,	must	be	stamped	upon.	
It	needs	a	very	brave	person	to	take	this	on.	Walter	

Schumm	 is	 adamant	 that	 the	 highest	 scientific	
standards	must	be	upheld,	not	abandoned	for	the	sake	
of	political	advantage	or	to	save	someone’s	feelings.	
An	 honest	 scientist	 has	 to	 be	willing	 to	 see	 even	
his	most	 cherished	 beliefs	 falsified	 through	 careful	
research,	rather	than	assume	this	must	confirm	his	prior	
expectations.	They	 should	 do	 all	 possible	 to	 ensure	
that	 research	findings	 are	 accurately	 communicated	
to	 the	 public	 and	 policy	makers.	 Schumm	 talks	 of	
people	 to	whom	he	 owes	much	 gratitude	 for	 their	
encouragement,	 but	 cannot	mention	 lest	 they	 come	
under	attack	for	being	associated	with	him.	Some	very	
Christian	scholars	have	gone	out	of	their	way	to	avoid	
him	because	of	the	stigma	and	discrimination	they	fear.	
His	 book	 covers	 just	 about	 all	 research	 on	 how	

same-sex	and	heterosexual	parental	relationships	may	
differ,	along	with	outcomes	for	children	with	same-sex	
parents	compared	to	those	of	heterosexual	parents	in	
terms	of	mental	health,	education,	sexual	orientation,	
gender	 identity	 and	 roles.	 It	 addresses	 issues	of	 the	
social	impact	of	same-sex	marriage.	Schumm’s	hope	
is	that	‘when	you	compare	the	contents	of	this	book	in	
terms	of	breadth	and	depth,	you	will	find	it	comparing	
well	against	similar	books	by	scholars	…	on	the	more	
progressive	side…’	
On	 the	 face	 of	 it,	 the	 book	 looks	 like	 hard	work	

with	its	multitude	of	research	references.	Do	not	be	
put	off.	The	examinations	of	papers	and	explanations	
of	 scientific	methodology	 are	 in	 easy	 accessible	
style.	Schumm	particularly	likes	to	see	it	as	a	guide	
for	 students	 to	 assess	 scientific	 literature	 better	 and	
develop	proper	 critical	 thinking.	As	 society	 retreats	
deeper	 into	 post-modern	mysticism,	 it	 is	 not	 just	
students	who	 need	 elementary	 lessons	 in	 scientific	
standards.	I	hope	he	has	a	safe	passage.

Breakfasting on Anti-
depressants

Alistair Miller

Sérotonine,	Michel	Houellebecq,	Flammarion,	2019,	
€22.

Sérotonine	is	the	latest	novel	of	Michel	Houellebecq,	
the	celebrated	enfant	terrible	of	contemporary	French	
literature	and	recipient	in	January	of	France’s	highest	
honour,	 the	Légion	 d’honneur.	 It	 has	 been	 hailed	 in	
France	as	a	visionary	work,	a	savage	denunciation	of	
contemporary	France	and	a	depiction	of	the	death	throes	
of	Western	 civilization.	Yet	 admirers	 of	Submission,	
which	was	 a	magnificent	 tour	 de	 force	 (see	 ‘The	
Caliphate	of	Eurabia’	in	the	Spring	2015	edition),	will,	
I	fear,	be	disappointed.	
Sérotonine	 describes	 the	 life	 and	 decline	 of	 an	

agricultural	engineer	working	for	the	French	state	who	
is	charged	with	promoting	an	export	drive	for	Normandy	
cheeses.	The	 narrator,	 Florent,	 is	 ill-fated	 from	 the	
start	 as	he	even	 loathes	his	name	–	 the	androgynous	
‘Florent’	conjuring	up	images	not	of	virility	but	of	an	
effeminate	 ‘Botticelli	man’.	We	 learn	of	 his	 ill-fated	
love	 affairs	 and	 his	 abortive	 attempt	 to	 rekindle	 his	
relationship	with	Camille,	the	one	woman	with	whom	
he	could	have	 found	 true	happiness,	only	 to	find	 ten	
years	on	that	she	has	a	child	to	whom	she	is	exclusively	
devoted.	In	a	bizarre	scene,	he	takes	aim	at	the	child	
with	a	rifle,	on	the	grounds	that	‘it	is	either	him	or	me’,	
but	he	finds	he	cannot	pull	the	trigger.	We	learn	about	
the	 desperate	 plight	 of	Normandy’s	 dairy	 farmers,	
one	of	whom	 is	Florent’s	 oldest	 and	only	 remaining	
friend,	 the	aristocratic	Aymeric,	whose	demise	under	
a	flood	of	cheap	imported	milk	culminates	in	violent	
protests	in	which	Aymeric	commits	suicide	and	eleven	
other	farmers	are	shot	by	the	riot	police.	And	we	learn	
throughout	about	the	effects	of	the	latest	anti-depressant	
drug,	Captorix,	on	the	unfortunate	Florent.	It	works	by	
producing	seratonin,	which	enhances	the	patient’s	sense	
of	well-being	and	enables	him	to	lead	‘a	normal	life’,	
but	it	has	the	side-effect	of	reducing	his	libido.	This	is	
a	disaster	for	Florent	for	whom	true	happiness	can	only	
be	found	in	love.	He	has	no	reason	to	end	his	life,	his	
desperation	being	suppressed	to	‘an	acceptable	level’,	
but	he	is	deprived	of	any	reason	to	live,	a	situation	he	
supposes	characterises	most	people,	even	if	they	allow	
themselves	the	occasional	‘breath	of	hope’.	
Seratonin	exemplifies	the	global-industrial	complex	

which	dominates	our	lives.	It	turns	us	alternately	into	
producers	and	consumers,	satisfies	material	needs,	and	
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makes	life	anodyne.	Houellebecq’s	savage	denunciation	
of	global	capitalism	is	worthy	of	Marx	and	the	critics	
of	 the	Frankfurt	 school,	 but	what	 is	 the	 alternative?	
The	commune?	The	ancien	régime?	Florent	wonders	
whether	he	is	not	the	victim	of	the	generational	illusion	
that	the	cult	of	individual	liberty,	with	its	promise	of	
infinite	possibilities,	brings	happiness.	Instead,	it	ends	
in	despair.	Houellebecq	has	no	answers.	Conservatives	
also,	who	ought	 to	be	championing	 traditional	 forms	
of	social	life,	local	and	national	loyalties,	have	instead	
become	obsessed	with	the	benefits	of	the	global	market,	
as	if	nothing	mattered	but	the	profit	motive.
Houellebecq	 has	 no	 answers	 to	 that	 other	 great	

dilemma,	the	decline	of	Christianity.	Like	all	his	works,	
Sérotonine	is	a	lament	for	the	decline	of	our	faith,	which	
sustained	Florent’s	parents,	gave	them	eternal	hope,	and	
is	the	bedrock	of	our	civilization.	He	sees	the	eternal	
possibility	of	love	as	our	last	hope,	but	for	Houellebecq,	
that	too	is	destroyed	by	our	modern	way	of	life.	
The	 novel	 reaches	 its	 denouement	when	 Florent,	

conscious	 that	 he	 is	 now	entering	 ‘the	night	without	
end’,	 retreats	 to	 an	 apartment	 in	 an	 anonymous	
concrete	tower	on	the	edge	of	Paris	to	watch	an	endless	
succession	of	culinary	programmes	on	TV.	In	a	moment	
of	 black	 humour,	 he	 starts	 reading	Thomas	Mann’s	
funereal	Magic Mountain	–	not	a	book	calculated	to	lift	
one’s	spirits.	Mann	and	Proust,	notes	Houellebecq,	also	
demonstrate	 the	 failure	of	Western	civilization.	They	
absorbed	 all	 its	 greatest	 achievements,	 its	moral	 and	
intellectual	accomplishments,	and	yet	were	reduced	to	a	
quest	for	young	flesh.	But	there	is	one	last	consolation,	
and	it	comes	from	an	unexpected	source.	Unlike	Mann	
or	 Proust,	Conan	Doyle	 is	 a	man	 of	 honour,	whose	
novelistic	 heroes	 are	made	 for	 noble	 ends.	On	 each	

page,	one	senses	‘the	profession	of	a	noble	soul,	a	heart	
that	is	sincere	and	good’.	Yet	even	Conan	Doyle,	whose	
medical	studies	contributed	to	his	loss	of	faith,	whose	
son	died	in	the	Great	War,	resorted	to	spiritualism,	that	
‘last	 refuge	of	 the	faithless	who	cannot	 live	with	 the	
loss	of	their	loved	ones’.	
Houellebecq’s	 usual	 touches	 abound	 –	 the	 caustic	

humour,	 the	 description	 of	modern	 consumer	 life	 in	
all	 its	 banality,	 the	 sensitive	 perception	 of	 human	
relationships	mixed	with	 gratuitous	 pornography.	
Liberal	 critics	 are	 offended	 by	Houellebecq’s	 anti-
heroes,	who	are	 invariably	misogynistic	middle-aged	
white	males	 for	whom	women	 are	 sex	 objects.	But	
this	 ploy	gives	Houellebecq	 free	 rein	 to	 ridicule	 the	
sensibilities	 of	 these	 same	 smug	 bourgeois	 liberals.	
When	Florent’s	girlfriend	Claire	makes	her	acting	debut	
in	a	subsidised	Paris	art-theatre,	a	pornographic	scene	
is	described	as	a	re-reading	of	Georges	Bataille	–	Le 
Monde,	the	standard	of	the	French	liberal	Left,	praises	
the	scene	for	its	‘hieratic’	interpretation.	He	has	a	brief	
affair	with	a	black	girl	so	his	psychiatrist	suggests	as	
a	remedy	either	a	stay	in	a	monastery	or	a	sex	holiday	
in	Thailand.	
Ultimately,	however,	is	Florent	the	victim	of	a	cruel	

merciless	 system	–	or	 of	 self-inflicted	wounds?	One	
wonders	whether	 he	was	 not	 destined	 to	 endure	 the	
dark	 night	 of	 solitude.	 If	we	 renounce	 the	mundane	
consolations	of	family,	friends,	work	and	vocation,	of	all	
social	life,	what	purpose	is	there	left?	Except,	perhaps,	
to	write	novels.	The	hyper-sensitive	artist	is	often	ill-
suited	to	normal	life,	and	we	should	not	be	surprised	
that	his	tortured	creations	are	born	to	suffer.
This	 book	will	 also	 be	 published	 in	 English	 in	

September.

Film
Jane kelly

Stan & Ollie, 

Director Jon S Baird

Steve Coogan and John S Reilly

In	the	US	movie	tradition	of	making	sure	everyone,	
from	Ohio	 to	Nanking,	understands	everything,	 this	
film	about	the	two	twinkle-toes	comics	trudges	through	
a	long	back	story;	Laurel	and	Hardy	are	as	famous	as	
Charlie	Chaplin	so	to	just	emphasise	the	point	we	see	
audiences	roaring	with	laughter.	In	familiar	Hollywood	

style,	their	manager,	the	Mussolini-loving	Hal	Roach,	
is	cheating	them.	Stan,	an	exercise	in	dignified	pathos	
from	Steve	Coogan,	wants	to	set	up	an	independent	film	
company,	dreaming	of	making	a	film	based	on	Robin	
Hood,	but	cannot	persuade	timid	Ollie	to	break	away.	
It’s	hard	to	imagine	Ollie,	played	with	great	sympathy	
by	American,	John	C	Reilly,	going	anywhere	as	he’s	
so	coated	in	blubber.	Under	all	the	plastic	fat	he	had	
to	wear	a	surgeon’s	cooling	suit.	The	end	credits	show	
there	were	even	‘prosthetic	silicone	runners’	employed	
to	carry	his	fat	about.	Robin	Hood	will	have,	‘sad	violin	
music.’	It	was	never	made,	but	this	film	makes	up	for	
it	with	plinkety-plonk	piano	to	tell	us	we	are	seeing	
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something	amusing,	and	soaring	violins	for	sadness.	
Stan	is	fired	by	Roach	so	Ollie	makes	a	film	without	

him,	partnered	by	an	elephant.	We	catch	up	with	them	
sixteen	years	 later,	 in	1953,	still	 together	but	out	of	
fashion,	eclipsed	by	Abbott	and	Costello	 in	 the	US.	
Stan,	 originally	 from	Lancashire,	 insists	 on	 a	 tour	
of	post-war	Britain,	 thirteen	shows	a	week	 in	small	
English	towns.	This	time	they	are	in	the	clutches	of	
ruthless	Bernard	Delfont,	who	 is	 preoccupied	with	
promoting	Norman	Wisdom.	All	 very	 predictable,	
if	not	tame,	which	is	a	surprise	as	Coogan	is	a	self-
styled	radical	comedian,	and	the	director,	Jon	S	Baird,	
previously	 produced,	Filth,	 based	on	 a	 brutal	 black	
comedy	by	the	notorious	Scots	novelist	Irvine	Welsh.
The	 film	 originally	 started	with	 Stan	 and	Ollie	

strolling	through	the	film	lot	indulging	in	graphic,	adult	
conversation;	‘guess	who	the	f***	I	saw	the	other	day,’	
etc.	That	dark	script	was	ditched.	Instead	we	get	a	lame	
quip	about	marriage	from	Stan,	‘I’ll	find	a	woman	I	
don’t	like	and	buy	her	a	house.’	
The	film	reflects	current	trends	rather	than	the	culture	

of	the	1930s	or	50s;	it	has	to	be	miserable.	These	days	
weight	 is	 given	 to	misery	 not	 to	 the	 lightly	 comic.	
Irony	 is	 not	 an	 internationally	 saleable	 commodity.	
This	means	some	of	the	truth	about	the	men	and	their	
times	is	lost.	The	BBC	occasionally	shows	clips	from	
that	post-war	 tour	where	 ration-weary	Brits	flocked	
to	railway	stations	to	meet	Stan	and	Ollie.	They	were	
remarkably	charming	and	 funny	as	 they	entertained	
crowds,	unrehearsed.	In	this	film	they	are	a	mirthless	
couple.	
The	 film	 accidentally	 comes	 to	 life	 only	when	

the	wives	 turn	 up.	The	 gifted	Scots	 actress	Shirley	
Henderson	plays	Lucille,	Hardy’s	Texan	third	spouse.	
She	doesn’t	attempt	a	US	accent,	but	is	appealing	as	
a	wife	who	sees	her	husband	dying	before	her	eyes.	
Stan’s	 blonde,	 bumptious	 fourth	wife,	 Ida	Kitaeva	
played	 by	Nina	Arianda,	 resembles	 a	 bejewelled	
Russian	hamster.	They	spark	off	each	other	brilliantly.	
Delfont	comments	that	with	them	around	you	get,	‘two	
double	acts	for	the	price	of	one.’	Their	animosity	and	
frustration	are	more	interesting	than	the	men’s	gloomy	
self-absorption,	perhaps	because	their	roles	are	treated	
less	reverently.	
We	 get	 something	 of	 a	 nostalgia	 fest	with	 trains	

puffing	 through	 the	English	 countryside,	 but	 aren’t	
allowed	 to	 enjoy	much	 of	 that	 of	 course;	 this	 is	 a	
carefully	rewritten	past;	a	girl	on	reception	in	a	shabby	
English	pub	is	mixed	race.	A	box	office	is	manned	by	an	
Asian	man,	while	a	Chinese-looking	woman	receives	
guests	at	the	Savoy	Hotel.	
The	 language	 of	 the	men,	written	 by	British	TV	

producer	Jeff	Pope,	is	also	anachronistic.	‘You	loved	
Laurel	and	Hardy	but	you	never	loved	me,’	cries	Ollie	
plaintively.	Would	Hardy,	a	man	with	a	string	of	wives	
and	a	passion	for	golf	really	have	said	that	to	another	
man,	even	if	they’d	made	107	films	together?	As	the	
film	pitches	into	bathos,	Stan	tells	his	wife,	‘I	love	him,	
Ida.’	‘We	got	some	shows	to	do,’	are	their	final	words	
as	they	waddle	off	to	bravely	finish	their	agonising	UK	
tour.	As	a	 sweet,	 sentimental	film	based	on	modern	
ideas	 about	male	 friendship	 the	 film	will	 entertain	
many,	but	as	an	honest	portrait	of	great	entertainers	in	
a	different	age,	it’s	a	missed	opportunity.	

Art
Bonnard For BeGinners

alexander adams

Pierre	Bonnard	 (1867-1947)	was	 one	 of	 the	
great	figures	of	French	painting,	 forming	one	
of	 the	 links	 from	 Impressionism	 and	 Post-

Impressionism	 into	 an	 age	of	Cubism	and	 the	 later	
School	 of	 Paris.	Pierre Bonnard: The Colour of 
Memory	 (23	 January-6	May,	Tate	Modern)	 brings	
together	a	selection	of	his	mature	works	in	London	for	
the	first	retrospective	here	in	20	years.	
Bonnard	is	one	of	the	most	misunderstood	of	major	

artists.	Critics	seem	to	have	been	misled	by	his	choice	
of	motifs	–	the	setting	of	a	dining	table,	the	fruit	still-

life,	figures	seated	in	gardens,	the	bathing	woman	–	into	
believing	that	these	were	Bonnard’s	subjects	and	have	
criticised	him	for	being	nothing	more	than	a	purveyor	of	
bourgeois	comforts.	Bonnard’s	subject	was	perception.	
He	was	 fascinated	 by	 the	 optical	 and	 by	 colour	
contrasts,	 using	high-keyed	non-naturalistic	 colours	
to	 reproduce	 (in	 altered	 form)	 the	 colour	 balances	
found	in	everyday	life.	The	ordinary	public	loves	the	
motifs	and	atmosphere	without	comprehending	what	
was	preoccupying	 the	 artist.	That	 is	 not	necessarily	
a	criticism	of	artist	or	public.	Plenty	of	genuine	and	
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precious	pleasures	are	incidental	ones	and	art	functions	
at	many	levels.	However,	thinking	that	in	his	painting	
Bonnard	was	celebrating	middle-class	comforts	is	like	
assuming	that	Braque	and	Picasso	were	obsessed	by	
mandolins,	absinthe	glasses	and	playing	cards.	
When	we	meet	Bonnard	in	1900,	he	was	involved	in	

the	Intimism	movement,	which	used	domestic	settings	
for	paintings	of	daily	life.	The	first	painting	is	Man & 
Woman	 (1900)	 showing	 a	 couple	 in	 a	 bedroom.	As	
the	man	dresses,	 the	nude	woman	plays	with	 a	 cat.	
It	 is	 a	 very	 intimate	 painting	but	 far	 from	prurient.	
Elsewhere,	Bonnard	takes	from	Degas	the	motif	of	the	
woman	drying	or	bathing	and	uses	this	as	a	chance	to	
play	with	colour	and	light,	his	dabbing	touch	making	
forms	appear	solid	or	insubstantial	by	turns.	
Visitors	will	not	understand	how	Bonnard	reached	

this	point.	The	exhibition	opens	when	the	artist	was	33	
and	had	already	had	a	mini-career	as	a	star	maker	of	
posters	and	decorative	prints	in	the	faddish	japoniserie	
of	the	Nabi.	There	is	nothing	at	all	from	his	Nabi	period	
in	this	display.	In	one	way,	this	is	a	sensible	decision.	
For	a	medium-size	exhibition	like	this,	it	is	best	not	
to	dwell	on	distracting	side	aspects	but	it	does	leave	
the	Bonnard	novice	uninformed.	The	catalogue	texts	
compensate	by	being	informative	and	considered.	They	
do	an	adequate	job	of	explaining	what	the	significance	
of	the	Nabi,	Japanese	prints	and	antique	statuary	was	
for	Bonnard,	with	included	illustrations.	However,	the	
visitor	will	not	get	 that	from	viewing	the	exhibition	
items	alone.
Bonnard	 paints	what	 artists	 do	 not	 paint.	Human	

figures	 reduced	 to	 cursory	 traces,	which	we	do	not	
even	register	at	first.	There	are	awkward	cut-offs	that	
any	 other	 painter	would	 finesse	with	 a	 convenient	
invention.	Objects	are	included	but	they	are	painted	so	
roughly	that	we	cannot	tell	exactly	what	they	are,	yet	
ultimately	it	does	not	nag	at	us.	Judged	by	academic	
standards,	Bonnard	would	be	considered	a	 trickster,	
deliberately	 obscuring	 narratives	 or	 inverting	 the	
hierarchies.	Think	of	another	artist	who	would	paint	
an	interior	with	a	figure	and	have	that	figure	as	a	small	
awkward	fragment,	barely	recognisable.	
The	most	 frequent	 human	 presence	 is	Marthe.	

Bonnard	 and	Marthe	met	 in	 1893	 and	 she	would	
remain	his	lover,	model,	muse	and	later	wife	over	the	
course	of	almost	50	years.	Her	physical	and	psychiatric	
conditions	meant	that	she	spent	long	periods	bathing.	
This	motif	was	a	recurring	one	for	Bonnard.	Sometimes	
Marthe	would	be	alone	or	with	a	servant	setting	out	
a	towel	or	bringing	a	drink.	There	were	many	nudes	
of	Marthe	dressing	or	drying,	with	towel	patterns	and	
bright	tiles	providing	colour.	
Almost	all	of	Bonnard’s	figures	are	female.	The	only	

group	of	consistent	exceptions	are	the	self-portraits.	The 

Boxer	(1931)	is	the	artist	as	featherweight	pugilist.	The	
subject	squares	up	to	himself	in	the	mirror.	It	has	the	
artist	as	a	skinned,	half-roasted	rabbit	–	partly	seared	
and	partly	raw.	Other	self-portraits	have	the	artist	in	
more	melancholy	mood	–	brooding	and	inscrutable.	
Bonnard	was	very	reticent	about	his	artistic	principles	
and	choices,	which	has	sustained	his	air	of	appealing	
mystery	 but	 also	 permitted	 the	 facile	 summaries	 of	
him	as	a	painter	of	simple	pleasures.	His	shyness	and	
reticence	should	be	a	model	for	young	painters	today.	
His	 house	 in	Le	Cannet,	 a	 commuter	 settlement	

outside	 Cannes,	 gave	 Bonnard	 a	 place	where	 he	
could	engage	in	an	experimental	palette.	The	intense	
colour	of	the	Côte	d’Azur	and	the	changeable	effects	
of	 the	sea	 light	 spurred	Bonnard	 to	 reach	 the	 limits	
of	figuration,	pursuing	evermore	exotic	and	beautiful	
colour	combinations.	
The	exhibition	contains	around	100	works.	Tate	has	

some	 excellent	Bonnards	 and	while	 there	 are	 some	
fine	paintings	on	loan	to	complement	them,	many	of	
the	paintings	are	minor.	Following	 the	giant	Musée	
d’Orsay	retrospective	of	2016,	the	current	exhibition	–	
for	all	its	many	pleasures	–	is	disappointing.	Compared	
to	that	vast	enterprise,	complete	with	giant	decorative	
paintings,	 this	 exhibition	 falls	 short.	No	 prints	 or	
sculptures,	a	handful	of	drawings	and	nothing	relating	
Bonnard	to	his	close	colleagues	Vuillard	and	Matisse	
are	exhibited.	
There	 are	 five	 paintings	 that	 have	 been	 hung	

unframed.	This	is	not	the	gimmick	it	could	have	been.	
Freed	of	their	gilded	frames,	the	canvases	look	fresh	
and	modern.	Bonnard	is	presented	here	as	forefather	
of	the	loose-style	figurative	painting	that	is	currently	
popular.	The	 exhibition	 includes	 the	first	 extensive	
display	in	Britain	of	a	selection	of	Bonnard’s	around	
200	photographs.	Bonnard	took	photographs	of	Marthe	
and	himself	nude	in	 the	garden,	pale	ectomorphs	as	
Adam	and	Eve	in	Eden.	He	also	photographed	Marthe	
indoors	and	scenes	of	family	merrymaking.	Little	of	
this	ended	up	in	finished	art	and	then	only	indirectly.	
The	original	contact	prints	are	shown,	which	are	very	
small.	

The Memory of Colour	is	an	inappropriate	title	for	
the	catalogue	(paperback,	£25).	You	will	have	to	rely	
on	your	memory	for	the	colour	because	the	illustrations	
are	poor.	Bonnard	is	very	difficult	to	reproduce	well	
in	print	so	catalogue	publishers	are	at	the	mercy	of	the	
photographs	 they	 receive.	This	 is	 another	 reason	 to	
visit	the	exhibition	in	person	to	engage	in	Bonnard’s	
oblique,	odd	and	very	enjoyable	art.	
The	CC	Land	Exhibition:	Pierre Bonnard: The Colour 

of Memory,	23	January-6	May,	Tate	Modern,	London;	
touring	to	Ny	Carlsberg	Glyptotek,	Copenhagen	and	
Bank	Austria	Kunstforum,	Vienna.	
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IN SHORT
William Simmonds: The Silent Heart of the Arts 
and Crafts Movement,	 Jessica	 Douglas-Home.	
Unicorn	Publishing.	2018,	£25.

The	Arts	and	Crafts	Movement	was	the	brain	child	of	
Ruskin	and	William	Morris,	whose	designs	for	textiles	
and	wallpaper	are	still	with	us	today.	To	the	uninitiated	
a	somewhat	quaint	aroma	may	still	cling	to	it,	and	the	
condescending	 term	 ‘spinny-weavy’	 is	 sometimes	
heard.	But	 it	 came	 to	cover	other	practical	fields	 in	
the	 decorative	 arts,	 including	 embroidery,	 jewellery	
and	woodwork,	and	it	also	advocated	economic	and	
social	reforms,	with	a	strong	anti-industrial	bent,	with	
independent	workers	 designing	 the	 things	 that	 they	
made.
Its	 theme	was	 also	 to	 show	 that	machine-made	

products	need	not	be	ugly,	but	as	well	as	being	practical	
they	 could	be	 embellished	by	 artists	working	 in	 all	
these	fields.	 In	woodwork,	 though	his	name	 is	now	
almost	 forgotten,	William	Simmonds	was	 supreme.	
From	a	humble	background	he	managed	to	enter	the	
Windsor	&	Eton	Royal	Albert	Institute,	created	by	local	
philanthropists	‘to	aid	the	pursuit	of	knowledge	and	
art’	which	had	been	so	important	to	the	Prince	Consort.	
In	1893	Simmonds	entered	the	National	Art	Training	
School,	in	South	Kensington.	In	1896	Queen	Victoria	
gave	it	permission	to	be	called	the	Royal	College	of	
Art.	When	Walter	Crane,	 the	 brilliant	 illustrator	 of	
children’s	books,	was	appointed	Principal,	he	found	
it	‘in	a	chaotic	state	…	run	as	a	sort	of	mill	to	prepare	
art	teachers.’	Crane’s	reforms	included	the	creation	of	
a	conservatory	and	an	aviary,	 for	 the	close	study	of	
nature	by	those	who	were	learning	to	draw;	so	that	‘our	
English	designers	should	throw	into	their	art	all	they	
knew	of	their	English	life	and	surroundings’.
Simmonds,	who	was	born	in	1876,	developed	great	

skill	in	drawing,	which	mercifully	later	qualified	him	
for	vital	war	work	as	an	aircraft	designer	with	the	de	
Havilland	 company,	 and	 also	 on	 tank	 design,	 thus	
saving	him	from	the	carnage	on	the	Western	Front.	By	
this	time	he	had	largely	abandoned	book	illustration	
which	had	provided	him	with	a	meagre	income	before	
the	war,	and	had	become	fascinated	with	the	creation	of	
puppets,	which	when	painted	and	dressed	by	his	wife	
Eve,	were	to	become	as	important	to	him	as	the	brilliant	
wood	 carvings	 of	 small	 animals,	 hares,	 dormice,	 a	
wonderful	owl,	ducks	and	even	a	mobile	hedgehog,	not	
forgetting	a	brilliant	figure	of	the	Archangel	Gabriel,	
and	a	black	laminated	horse,	now	in	the	Tate.

At	first	he	would	trundle	the	puppets	in	a	handcart	
round	 the	Cotswold	neighbourhood	where	he	 lived,	
showing	 them	in	village	halls	and	amateur	 theatres.	
After	 the	war	 their	 fame	 gradually	 spread	 and	 he	
received	 commissions	 from	 patrons	 such	 as	 the	
infinitely	generous	William	Rothenstein	and	grandees	
like	the	Duke	of	Westminster,	who	made	his	house	in	
Upper	Brook	Street	available	to	the	Simmonds	for	a	
fortnight,	and	later	engaged	him,	at	very	short	notice,	
to	entertain	a	large	party	at	Eaton	Hall,	his	palace	in	
Cheshire.	Many	other	engagements	and	commissions	
followed	in	the	1930s.	When	war	came	again,	all	this	
was	disrupted	by	German	bombing,	not	only	in	London	
but	even	in	the	Cotswolds	where	there	were	various	
aerodrome	targets.	
Simmonds	 survived	 until	 1968,	 long	 enough	 to	

give	 drawing	 lessons	 to	 the	 present	 author,	whose	
father	 had	 close	 connections	with	 that	world.	 She	
has	made	successful	stage	designs,	and	wrote	a	much	
admired	 biography	 of	 the	musician	Violet	Gordon	
Woodhouse,	who	exercised	a	powerful	influence	over	
Eve	Simmonds	in	the	1930s.	The	book	is	appropriately	
well	produced	and	illustrated,	and	includes	endpapers	
fittingly	designed	by	the	author	herself.	It	will	be	a	real	
joy	to	anyone	interested	in	the	work	of	a	great	artist,	
who	 she	 has	 successfully	 rescued	 from	undeserved	
neglect.

John Jolliffe

21 lessons for the 21st century,	Yuval	Noah	Harari.	
Jonathan	Cape,	2018,	£18.99.	

This	book,	a	global	best	seller,	is	the	third	volume	of	
Harari’s	quest	for	meaning	and	understanding	of	Homo 
sapiens	in	a	world	which	might	face	ecological	collapse	
and	technological	disruption.	He	is	concerned	about	the	
future	control	of	Man’s	mind,	concluding	this	probing	
account	of	past	failures	with	the	clear	admonition,	‘We	
had	better	understand	our	minds	before	the	algorithms	
make	 our	minds	 up	 for	 us’.	Harari	was	 raised	 in	
an	 Israeli	 secular	 family	 and	 teaches	History	 at	 the	
Hebrew	University	 of	 Jerusalem.	This	 background	
might	influence	some	of	his	conclusions.
	 Liberalism,	 nationalism	 and	 communism	 are	 all	
dismissed	as	outdated	shelters	when	Harari	tells	this	
generation,	‘When	you	grow	up,	you	might	not	have	
a	 job’	He	 devotes	 three	 chapters	 to	 this	 problem,	
illustrating	his	comments	and	possible	solutions	with	
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pertinent	 references	 to	 a	world	 that	 they	will	 fully	
recognize:	Google,	 Facebook	 and	Twitter.	He	 does	
not	avoid	the	problem	of	‘the	fate	of	the	stragglers’,	
hoping	 that	 ‘a	 universal	 economic	 safety	 net	with	
strong	 communities	 and	meaningful	 pursuits	might	
mean	 that	 losing	our	 jobs	 to	 algorithms	would	 turn	
out	to	be	a	blessing’.	
Traditional	religions	will	not	help	to	solve	present	

day	challenges	although	he	 favours	 spirituality,	 and	
secularism	when	it	is	devoted	to	truth	rather	than	belief.	
He	links	the	immigration	and	integration	problem	to	
the	fear	of	terrorism.	‘Terrorists	are	masters	of	mind	
control’,	which	he	believes	is	crucial	to	the	success	or	
failure	of	future	societies.	But	he	is	optimistic,	though	
warning	against	playing	into	the	terrorists’	hands	by	
over	reaction:	‘by	9/11,	Islamic	fundamentalists	incited	
the	American	bull	to	destroy	the	Middle	Eastern	china	
shop.	Now	they	flourish	in	the	wreckage’.	
‘Wars	 remain	an	unprofitable	business	 in	 the	21st	

century’,	but	Harari	concedes	that	the	Russian	success	

in	Crimea	is	a	frightening	omen.	
Ethics,	 free	will,	 liberty	 are	 rigorously	 examined	

and	he	is	sympathetic	to	those	who	are	so	bewildered	
by	the	techno	revolution	that	they	are	‘happy	ceding	
all	authority	to	the	algorithms’.	However,	 there	will	
always	be	those	who	cannot	resist	asking	themselves,	
‘Who	 am	 I?	What	 should	 I	 do	 in	 life?’	A	 chapter	
entitled	‘The	supermarket	at	Elsinore’	shows	that	he	
knows	Shakespeare	well.	There	are	direct	and	indirect	
allusions	in	the	book,	now	it	was	Hamlet’s	turn.	But	
the	Prince	of	Denmark	turns	out	to	be	a	man	of	my	
generation,	rather	than	his,	sceptical	and	ambivalent	
to	 the	 end.	He	was	 free	 to	 choose,	 but	 choice	 and	
uncertainty	were	 agonising.	Harari	 thinks	 that	 his	
generation	loves	the	fable	of		The Lion King.	Here	is	the	
Circle	of	Life	story:	it	says	that	if	I	come	to	understand	
my	 rôle	 in	 the	 cosmic	 drama,	 despite	 all	 setbacks,	
ultimately	I	shall	be	free	of	doubts	and	despair.	

Gillian Bardinet
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